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CHAPTER 1,
The Problem,

UPPOSE-—"
“Fh?”
’

‘* Supposo—'

¢ Well 2"’

‘“ Suppose r

Ior the third time Arthur Augustus D'Arcy paused.

Tom Merry and Jack Blake were sitting on the back of a
bench under the elins in front of the School House at St. Jim’s,
swinging their legs. Blake was in flannels, with a cricket cap,
and Tom Merry had a straw hat on the back of his head.
Arthur Augustus D’ Arcy was dressed with his usual elegance,
and his silk hat glistened in the sun, as did his diamond stud
and his gold-rimmed monocle.

Ha stood before the two juniors with an oxtremely thought«
ful expression on his face. Tom Merry and Blake had been

talking cricket when he came up, but they politely bestowed

their attention upon D’Arey when he began to speak.

But the swell of St. Jim’s did not seerm quite ablo to get
his sentence out.

"“Sup;:oso—-—': he began, for the fourth time.
Tom Merry grinned.

“I'm quite ready to supposs, if you like,” he assented.
¢ But what shall T suppose?”’

'k
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“« Weally, Tom Mewwy——""

ok g:l]’)[)()“?;f) Gussy i5 an ass!”’ observed Blake. * Suppose h‘?
is a chump—a gilt-edged, double-action, non-skidding chump !

“ Weally, Blake——"

¢ Suppose—"" :

“1 was goin’ to wemark——""

“ Well, go ahead!”

““ Suppose " hegan D’Arcy.

Then ho paused onéo moro. :

Blake looked at Tom Merry, and tapped his forehead
significantly.’

“ Fairly off it ! ho murmuved.

'And Tom Merry nodded. ;

“Poor old Gussy! I suppose what he means to say is,
guppose we have a whip-round to buy him a strait waist-
coaf,”” he remarked. x

“ Nothin’ of the sort, Tom Mewwy. I was goin' to say, T
am in a wathah awkward posish, and suppose —"' $

Oh, get on with the washing ! said Blu!m. “Our sup-

posers aro in perfect working order, and wo Il suppose any-
thing you like. I can't say fairer than that.”

D’Arcy paused for a moment. There was evidently somo
difficulty in getting out tho statoment Lo \\'untoq to niake. ;

“You seo, I am in a beastly awkward posish,” ho said,
“T am short of money——""

* How odd ! said Tom Merry.

5
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| *““Never mind, Gussy!”” said Blake consolingly. “T've been
short of tin bofore, and lived to tell the tale. It's a thing

2‘793 can livo down.”

" Pway don’t be an ass, Blake! T was goin’ to say, I want
rou fellows to adviss me, but pway do not wot. It’s a wathah
sewious mattah,”

“Go ahead, old son!” said "Tom Merry, giving his straw
hat another push back, which brought i¥ angerously near
ﬁQpplmf off altogether. ‘‘ What's the trouble? Not in love
again, I hope.” .
~ “Pway don’t bo an ass. Suppose—"

e 1d § T patted
. Do you think you could get it out i patted you en the
back?” asked Blake, with great sympathy. =
. “Bupposc a chap’s governah wefused to play the game ?"’

said Arthur Augustus, getting it out at last. ** What would
you fellows do?’” : Al

) ‘““Ha, ba, ha!” :

| ‘T fail to see anythin’ to laugh af. It’s a beastly awkward

‘posish.  Supposo a chap’s governah wefuses to play the game;

‘what is a chap to do? T wegard it as a sewious pwoblem !”’

~ Tam Merry and Blake assumed expressions,of great gravity.

L"‘D’Arcife was evidently in earnest, and required them to take

‘his problem seriously, and they did their best not to grin.

. "“What would you fellows advise a chap to do?” said
D’Arcy, jammin his monecle into his eye, and surveying
“Tom  Merry an lake through it. * Suppose a chap’s
vgovernah wefuses to play the game——"" s
'~ ““That  depends,” said Tom Merry, with almost preter-

natuval gravity. ** We must know the circumstances. Whose

{1 governor are you talking about?”’

“ My governah.”

“Ho refuses to play the game?”™

** Vaas, wathah!”

“ Well, it looks to me as if you haven’t brought him up
properly,” said Tom Merry, with a shake of the head. “In
that case, tho fault lies with you.” ;

*“ Weally, Fom Mewsw ¥ 4 "
| “Did you care for lmm in his early years?’ asked Tom.
1 Did you watch over his boyhood with a loving eye? Did
i iyou tyain him in the way he should go——"" !

1 wegard you as an ass, Tom Mewwy !
“Quito right!”” said Blake. ‘' He is an ass!
your.governor heen doing, Gussy? Weo ought to know
offence before we pass the sentence.”

% Vaas, that's wight enough! I am short of money—"
i “1 heliove I'vo heard you make a remark to that effect
! before,” Tom Merry observed.
J “ Pway don’t intewwupt me.
%,l' have an allowance fwom my governah,
: thwough it before the week is half out.”

' % Rither the week is too Jong or the allowance is too short,’”

snid Blake, *T don’t see how we can have the week altered,
%o it will have to be the allowance that is set right.”

{5 Exactly assented Tom Merry,

“Well, 1 have to eke out my allowance, you know, by
askin’ my patah to send mo fivahs,” said D’Arcy. ‘‘ He use
to be quite libewal with fivahs. But sinco they've pasged the
Budget my governah has been wathah close with money. Te
sent meo a fivah last week, and when I wote for ano ah he
didn’t weply to my lettah for two days. i

* Rotten "’ 5

«T wouldn’t have minded that so much, only when he did
weply there wasn’t any tin in the lettah, and T wegarded that
s cawwyin’ tho thing altogethah. too fah.” ;

© T ghould say so! I hope you put it plainly to him?"” said

Tom Merry. g S

“Yaas, wathah! T w'ote again and again—in fact, T w’oto
" quito a largo numbah of lettahs, and pointed out to the

governah that he was puttin’ me to a gweat expense in

postago-stamps, you know. I thought that ought to have
some offect, because he’s always opposed to extwavagance,
you know. But he nevah gent any money.’”

“ Horrid 1"

“'hen 1 sent him a wiah.”

« And tho fiver came by return, I suppose?”

“«Nob at all! He didn’t weply to the wiah.”

« Oh, come, that's too bad !”” said Tom Merry.

“ Yaas. T wegarded it as wathah wotten, you know. T cannot
considah that the governah is playin’ the game,” said D’ Arey.

T am in a state of howwid stoniness, and if the governah
Swefuses to play the game what am I to do?”?

Tom Merry nodded seriously.

“iPhat’s what I want advice about,”
gt. Jim’s, frowning thoughtfully. “If a chap’s
_wefuses to play the game what is a chap to do?

< it a9 a vowy sewious pwoblem.” 7

“Lord Eastwood will have to be tanght the error of his
ways,” said Blake soriously. “SBupposo we all. send him a
cound robin, pointing out that he's soltin’ ‘a bad example
o youth by refusing toﬁluy the gawe.’”
j'um Ges Lisrary, No. ‘1‘27
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This is how the mattah stands.
and I always get’

went on the swell of
oyernah
wegard
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THE ST. JIWS RECATTA”

I?’Arcy locked thoughtful.

“Or we might ask leave of the Head and go down to Bast-
wood Houge in a bodg and interview him,”” suggested Tom
Merry. “ There’s nothis
up doubtful points,” ;

“ Vags, wathah! That's a good wheeze! I suppose the
give us leave ¥ I explained the mattah to him?”
sandI?’Ahr:y}lm a ﬁxmleﬁh%lu! wﬁxy.

o = 4 ha!”" yoar 'om Merry and Blake together,

They couldl not help it. 2 _

The idea of D’'Arcy asking leave of the Head, and giving
such an explanation, was tee much for them.

They roared.
“ Ig M ha "1

JThe swell of 8t Jim’s .jammed his eyeglass  into
his eye, and gurveyed the two juniors with mingled surprise
and annoyance.

‘“Weally, deab boys—""

‘“Ha, ha, hat” ; Y

T fail to see any weason whatevih for this wibald langhtahi.®
I twust you have not been wottin’, you wettahs—-"

‘“Ha,.ha,:hal”’

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“Qh, dear! Hay ha, hat* ~ ? ]

“1 wegard you as a wottah! Pw':(z.iy ﬁot off that bench, deah
boy, and put’ up’ your hands,” said D’Arey wrathfelly. ‘L
am goin’ to Fwo you a feahful thwashin’.”” |
“Ha, ha, ha ¥’ : ’ - A3
. Arthur Augustus brandished his cfa?di?i hands under Tom.

1 on

Morry’s nose, but the here of the She y roared louder.
S Will you up youx hands, you wottah?’’ i 5
“ Ha, his BSF* 5 ;

1 am * to give you a feahful thwashin’—"
_“Givwsh o imstead,” suggested Tom Merry. ‘Pl
hold your hﬁ" R S LA

4 o in’ to thwash Blake as well—" :

“ My - He's getting - dangerous !”’ exia.culated Blake, :
looking greatly alarmed. *** We'd better cut.” 2

“ Yes, rather :

TFom Merry and Blake slipped off the bench. They took the
swell of ﬂ}QM Form l')fr the shoulders, and with a sudde:
jerk sat him on the grass. Then they ran off laughing towards
the Scheol House. ; : RS :

A handsome automobile had just. glided up the drive, and.
stopped outside: the house. Tom Merry an Blake passed it
as they ram i, Arthur Augustus D’ sat in the grass
under the elms for a few moments in a dazed state. His ’
had fallen over his eyes, and his monaoele was clinkin
his wateh-chai 1L .

“Bai Jove!” he ejaculated. ; ‘

}Ig{ jumped up, ro;l arild \uté.d;f}:k y : " . }

“ You woti 1"’ he sho “*Come back! I insist npon.
your comin’ baele and igmwashodl“‘

But Tom Mervy and Blake did not come back. A

D'Arcy jammed his hat t)g}xt)g on his head, stuck bis
monoclo in hig eye, and rushed in hot pursuit. 3 :

o bounded up the School House steps, and rushed into
the hall—and rushed right into a tall, handsome gentlemon
who had just enteved. . - P

There was a sharp exclamation.

. oh rl

« Vou wottah ) cxclaimed D’Arcy, under the impregsion,
in the confusion of the moment, that he had run into Tom
3 "2 You uttah ass—""
7 1

mn#g

“ Arthur!” A
D’ Arey staggered back in dismay.
“ The governah I

—e

CHAPTER 2,
D’Arcy Makes it Pax.
ORD EASTWOOD breathed rather fast. He was frown=
” ing a little. Losd Eastwood was an e ngly stately
gentleman, and his stateliness had been considerably
disturbed by the collision.
But his frown melted into a smile as he
mayed face. gt
« Avthar P* he vepéated. “So it iy you?” :
“Va-a-as, wathah!” gasped D’Arcy. :
“ AW} You were so eager to see me that you rushed in 2%
top speed, I suppose?’ said Lord Tastwood, ‘
“T—IX As a mattah of fact, I—I did not know you wero
heah,” said Arthur “71 was wunnin® aftah a couple

saw D’ Arcy's dis-

Augustus.

of fenhful wottahs. I did not notics your cah. —"
“ Well, never mind!” said Lord Bastwood. ** Fortunately,
no harm is_done, but T should recommend you to look where

you aro going in future.”
** VYaas, wathah, dad! T suppose you have come down to
77 said Arthur Augustus.

566 ne! ;
Another engd Couapletd
Eechool 'ﬂ% of %m ém"?bco{

=N

=
- Gty _ .

1g like a personal interview to clear |

v :':. “":M.@_.-“' 4‘ a:

ST IR, 3 It e

W ¢ SIEASRT SR A

.



Bl

Every Thursday,

“THE GEM” LIBRARY,

¢

One Peany.

[T

2 y ’ \\ i 1 .
s 5 A \ I
... A \ > :
= R E

e

\\r;
W)
Y

&‘“’

i

o

Tho earl smiled grimly.

Y Quite a mistake, Arthur,

“ But—""

““T have come to sce tho [Tead.”

“Oh! But you have had my lettahs?"’

“ Vo

“And my wiahg?”’

“ Certainly.”

“Then you know just how the mattah stands:”

“ Bxactly,”

“Then | twust—"’

“Will your lordship please to follow me?” said Binks,
the buttons.

“Thank you!”

‘“But weally, fathah—""

'bhm‘(l Fiastwood gave his son a nod, and walked away.
The s\\.(‘ll of St. Jim’s was left looking after him in dismay.

“Bai Jove I”” murmured D’Arcy. “ This is wathah wotten.
I weally do not undahstand the governah at all.”

He ascended the stairs slowly to Study No. 6, where he
oxpected to find Blake., There was a sound of chuckling in
the study as the swell of St. Jim's approached it. ;

D’Arcy coloured

I have not.”

NEXT
THURSDAY :

Tom Merry seized the tongs from the grate; Jack Blake snatched up a cricket bat.
the wall, as if terrvified by a fearful danger; but determined to scll their lives dearly. Gagl
Tom Merry, **We will d:fend ourselves to the bitter end.” Arthur Augustus suryveyed the w rathfully,

“THE ST. JIM'S RECATTA.”

They sct the
“Keep olt'!

He looked in at the open door. Ilis study‘mates, Dlake
and Herries and Digby, were there.

Tom Merry was with them, and the four juniors were
chuckling, and D'Arcy had little doubt that it was his
collision with his “governor’ in the hall below that was
the cause of their merriment.

“Hallo, hero’s Gussy !” exclaimed Blake. * Look out!"

“My hat!” gasped Tom Merry, in great alarm. ‘“En
garde " I
Tom Merry the grato; Blake

geized the y]nngs from
snatched up g cricket-bat. They set their backs to the wall,
as if terrified by a fearful danger, but determined to scll their
lives dearly. Herries and Digby yelled with laughter, bub
Blake and Tom Merry only looked alarmed.

Arthur Augustus surveyed them wrathfully,

“ You uttah dsses—"" he began,

“ Keep off " shricked Tom Merry, brandishing the tongs.
Hands off !”

“Stand back !” yelled Blake.

“We will defend ourselves to the bitter end.”

“To the last gasp.”

“ And sell our lives deaily.”

““ Most expensively.”

“You uttar chumps!”

3
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NEXT
iiTHUBBDA‘I H

.~ “Make it pax,” said Tom Merry. ‘“Otherwise, we shall
“vory likely faint with terrer. I fecl it coming on.’”

8o do I gasped Blake., “T can read slunghter in his
eva, and bloodshed in his eyeglass. See me tremble I
‘hAnd he trembled so violently that his boots clattered on
t

o floor.
D’ Arcy looked at him wrathfully. Even D’Arcy could see
that the juniors wero claberately ““rotting” him.

“1 wegard you ns a pair of uttah boundahs,” he ex-
claimed. “ Howevah, I will make it pax, as I have no time
to thwash you now.” :

Tom Merry gave a great gasp of relief, with a sound like
air escaping from a punctured tyre.

Blake dropped the cricket-bat with a crash-to the floor,
and staggered towards D’Arcy, and threw his arms round
*he elegant junior’s neck.

:‘ %%vel? g h(‘sr sobbed. I‘

; cep off, you ass !’

“Saved PV

“You uttah duffah!”

“Baved I”

“Saved !” panted Tom Merry, and he hurled the tongs
into the Fmte, and also clasped D’Arcy round the neck.
‘ Saved I

“Qw! Yawooh!”

".Spued P?

“Le, go!n

“But we’re showing our touching gratitude—"*

“Yow! Leggo!

Arthur Augustus wrenched himself away. His collar was
orumpled, and his necktie pulled out. He glared at the

sobbing juniors,

. “You feahful wottahs!”

“Ha, ha, ha )’

T ghould give you a foahful thwashin’ if I had not made
it pax. I wega.rz* yoa as wotten boundahs. But I am in an
awkward posish.’

“More trouble ?”’ sighed Tom Merry, “ What is it now

“ My governah has come down.”

“Then everything in the garden is lovely. You've only

ot li‘o"ask him for a fiver—or I should make it a tenner, I
thinl,

“ Yaas, I thought 1t was all wight when I saw him,” said
D’'Arcy. ‘1 thought he had come down to give me a
Jecbure, yon know, and then to hand out the tin. I wouldn’t
have minded the lecture, weally. I think a chap ought to
bo willin’ to stand a lecture evewy now and then fwom his
governah. It shows pwopah wespect.”

“ Hear, hear!”

“But he hasn’s como down to see me,” said Arthur
Augustus. ‘“ He’s gone in to see the Head. He hasn’t come
to see mo at all. It looks to me as if I sha’n’t get the fivah
aftah all, and I am short of money, you know. What would
you fellows adyise a chap to do?”

The fellows all looked very serious.

“ Must see him,” said Blake, shaking his head. *Don’t
if}\lt hir}} escape without an interview; that’s the important
ing.

“Yeos, rather!”

P’ Arcy nodded.

“ But if he won’t seco mo—’

“Suppose we puncture tho tyres of the motor,” suggested
Horries, ““ then he will be delayed when he wants to go.”

“Bai Jove }”’

“ Ass ! said Blake. “Do you think the chanffeur will
look on while we’re puncturing the blessed tyres?”

. “Bm! I forgot the shover.”

“ Wo must capture him before he gets out of the house,”
said Tom Merry. “ Suppose we wait for him in the hall,
and nobble him as he comes out. If we could get a clothes-
e or something, I wouldn’t mind lassoing him.”

“ Pway don’t be an ass, Tom Mewwy |

“ &till, it’s a good idea to ambush him in the hall,” said
Blake. *‘Ho’s gone down the passage to the IHead’s study,

suppe.c i

“ Yaas, wathah!”?

““Well, we can wait for him at this end of the passage,
and step out when he comes by,” said Blake. “ We can all
gtep up and present our respects, and hope he’s well, and
then you can gradually ana diplomatically work the con-
versation round to the subject of fivers.”

“Good! I wathah think that’s a good
D’ Arey.

“Then let’s go down.
Hoad, you know ”

“Vowy well. I will change my collah, and then I'll be
weady.” *

And D’Avey changed his coltar, and the juniors descended
to keep watch and ward at the end of the passage for Lord
Bastwood.

Tue Gem LiBrany.—No. 127,
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CHAPYTER 3.
The Polite Letter-Writer.

R. HOLMES, the Head of 8t. Jim’s, rose to his feet,

and grected his noble visitor very courteously. Lor(i

_ Bastwood was a governor of St Jim’s, as well as an

old friend of the doctor’s. Lord Eastwood was also an old

St. Jim’s fellow, and he had been throu h the old sehool

as junior and senior in his time; and perhaps his recollec~

tion of that time made him as lenient as he was with his
two hopeful sons there. 3

He sat down in one of the deep, comfortable armchairs,
after he had shaken hands with the Head. Dr. ilolmes
was looking a little perplexed. He was glad to see Lord
Eastwood, but he could not guess to what reason to assigi
the visit.

Lord Eastwood smiled genially.

“1 was passing withinatwo mif;s,” he explained, ‘ and as
I wished to consult you about a certain matter, T called in.
It is about my son.”

“ Ah, yes. Which son?”

“ Arthur,” said Lord Eastwood, smi}igf again, ‘‘ the elder.
As for Wally, he is such a young rasc that I have really
given ‘l? thinking of his reformation.”

The Head laughed.

“F must agroe with you that D’Arcy minor is a young
rascal,” he said. ““He is really only wild, however; there
is nothing at all like viee in him.”

“QOh, I am sure of that; and as for Arthur—’

“ID’Arey major is one of my best juniors, in most
rosﬁ?eots," said the Head. ““There are sometimes little
diffieultios, but I have no fault to find with him.”

Lord Eastwood nodded. s

“1 am glad to hear you say so, doctor; but I have a fault
to find with him.”

“Indeed !”

“He i3 very extravagant, I think, and careless with
money.” 3

“ Ahem !’ Dr. Holmes coughed. ““Perhaps that is
really—er—due to his boiug provided with more money than
is really good for a boy of his age.” :

“ Possibly. Yet”—Lord Eastwood paused—“T1 do not
wish to stint my boys, and I am sure that Arthur would
never put moncy to any culpable use. e is simply extra-
vagant, and does not fully rcalise the yalue of it, T think.
1 have received from him several applications for money
of late, which throw some light upon his point of view in
the matter.”

The earl opened a pocket-book, and took out several
lettors and telegraph forms, and laid them on the Head’s
writing-table.

Dr. Holmes glanced at them. .

“T think they are interesting,” Lord Eastwood remarked.
. The Iead laughed guietly as he glanced through the
etters,

They were mostly brief, but very much to the point.

The first one ran as follows:

“Study No. 6, School House, St. Jim’s, June 20th,

“Dear Father,—I am extremely sorry to say that the fiver
is all gone. I took your advice, for which I was very
grateful, and made it last as long as possible. If you would
be kind enough to send me another fiver, I will do the same
again. Please tell Ethel not to forget the white mice.

“ Your affectionate son,
“ARTHUR AUGUSTUS D’Arcy.”
“ June 21st.

¢ Dear Dad,—Just a line to mention that I have not yecb

received the fiver.

“TIn haste, AnTHUR.”

SANDOW'S BOOK
FREE!

Just published, a new book showing how Sandow won
Health and Fame, beautifully illustrated, and expminmg
how every man and woman can obtain robust health an

perfect development by excrcise.

SPECIAL OFFER.

To every reader who writes at once a copy of this book
will be sent free,

Address: No. 17, SANDOW HALL, BURY STREET,
LONDON, W.C.
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“June 22nd.
“Dear Father,—I have not yet received the fiver, so sup-
poso that my letters have miscarried. Shall I inquire at
the' post-office about them, or will you communicate with
tho Postmaster-General ?
¢ Affectionately, ARTHUR.”
“June 23rd.
“Dear Father,—~Would you mind letting me have the
fiver by return of post, as I am in debt at the tuckshop,
and I owe Tom Merry five shillings, and I think he nceds
the money. Of course, I am not thinking of myself; but
you have always told me to be careful not to be in debt,
and I am anxious to get clear.
“With love to all,
Then followed the telegrams.
“Fiver not received.—ARTHUR."
“Pleasze answer wire.—ARTHUR.”
“Veory anxious. Hope not ill.—ARTHUR.”
‘Dr. Holmes laughed.
“Ts that all?” he asked..
“There were some more, I think,” smiled Lord Kastwood.
“ Now, as Arthur had five pounds last week, I think it is
altogether too soon for him to be out of money. I really
want him to loarn the value and responsibility of money.”
The Tlead pursed his lips.
“1 should advise giving him less,” he remarked.
pose you limit his pocket-money to two shillings a weck
“ Poor ‘Arthur!”
“Or say to five shillings—tlmt is very liberal for a junior.”
‘“ Quite so; - but——"
Lord BHastwood paused.
“The fact is,” ho said, “that T am thinking of trying an
oxperiment in the matter. Instead of cutting short Arthur's
money, I think I might teach him a greater sense of responsi-

Lility by placing a larger sumn in his hands.”
‘e f"'l 1 ®

ArTHUR.”

“Sup-

o

“I think with a larger sum to handle he might learn the
legson of frugality,” said Lord Tastwood. ‘“Inmy exporienco
1 have always observed that, among the poorer classes, im-
providereo is always in proportion to lack of money. Thoe
paople who are most curciess with money are those who have

, very little, and are uncertain of getting that little.”

“That is frué of the poorer classes, but——"'

“In dealing with a poor man, tho surest way to make him
caveful and thrifty is to give him a regular income.’

““Quite true; but—-—""

“You «lo not think the same plan would answer with
rogard to.my gon? Well, I am thinking of trying it, unless
you have any objection.”

“Not at all,” said the Head with a smile. “ But surely
you do not think of placing a large sum in the lad’s hands ™'

“Not exactly; I should not do that," said Lord Bastwood.
“M,v“idcu is to give him a bank account with a chequo-
Dol

“Tn fact, T have alrcady made arrangements with my
baukers for the purpose,” soid Lord Eastwood. “1 have
placed fifty pounds to Arthur’s credit, and I have brought a
cheque-book here for him. I have an idea that, finding
himself in this position, a groater sobriety in the use of
money will come to him.”

‘“1 hope so.”

“You do not think so?"

“Well, it will be an interesting experiment,” said Dr.
Ifolmes in & non-committal way. ‘At all cvonts, if the
money ic wasbed, it will not be used for any bad object. You
can rost assured upon that point.”

Lord Iastwood glanced at his wateh, and roso to his feet.

“Then that is cettled,” ho remarked. “T must hasten now,
and I daresay your time is valuable, doctor. ou will
hand the cheque-book to Arthur, and explain the matter to
him, will you'not—at the same time adding any little advice
you think fit.”

“Cortainly.”

“T think the experifient will be a success—at all ovenls,
we ghall seo.” .

‘1 truly hope so.”

Dr. Holmes rose to sce his visitor out. Lord Bastwood did
not go down the passage int6 the School House again, but
Dr. Holines showed him out by his private door. They
rhook hands very cordially, and the earl mounted into his
car, and Dr. Holmes returned to his study with a smile upon
his face. The Head of St. Jim's did_nof think that Arthur
Augustus D’Arey’s bank account was likely to last very long,

CHAPTER 4.
f Gone!
» OLLY long time!”
“Yaas, wathah!”’

<. “Look here, Gussy, you shouldn't let your governor
gct into thege long-winded habits,”’ said Blake with a yawn.
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“ How long is ho going to keop us waiting here, T wonder.”

“ Yaas, wondﬁn" ;

Tom Meorry looked at his watch.

“We've boen here a quarter of an hour,” he remarkod.

“Bai Jove !"” '

“Seems longer,” said Blake,

“ Yaag, wathah!"

Tom Merry looked round the corner into the passage. Tho
juniors were waiting for Lord Kastwood to come back, quite
oblivious to the fact that he had been shown out by a different
way. The intorview in the Flead’s study scomed to them
a very long one.
the passage. g

“Well, we've got to wait,”! said Diiby yawning. 4

“ Botter,” said Herrics. * Weo'ro all short of funds, and if
Gussy can get a fiver, it will sct the whole study up.”

“ Vaas, and I owe Tom Mewwy five bob, and Lowthah
thwee—""

“ What are you chaps hanging about here for ?" d-pmando;'!
Monty Lowther, coming up with Manners,  Anything on?
“Yaas, wathah!" * .

“ (Gussy’s governor’s with the Head," said Tom Merry.
“ Wa're waiting for him. We're all going to speak to him
nicely, and he's going to fork out a fiver."”

“@Good; I'll help!”

“ What-ho !"" said Manners.

And the seven juniors waited.
corner frequently, end once Tom Morry stolo down fhﬁ
passage and looked round the next corner towards the Head's
study. But the door was closed, and he erept back.

“ Hagn't come oub yet !’ gaid Digby.

i O'I! s

“My hat! What a gift, to be able to jaw all this time,
in this hot woather,” said Iferries. ‘I suppose it runs in
Gussy's family.”

‘“ Weally, Hewwics—"'

“You chaps waiting to catch mice, or what?" asked
Kangaroo—Harry Noble, of the Shell—as he ¢ame by with
Clifton Dane and Bernard Glyn.

“We're waiting to catch Gussy’s pater. .

“What are you going to do with him?” asked Glyn.

“¥a, ha! Make him shell oat.”

“ Yaas, wathah!” ; \ “

“He's been with the Head twenty-five minutes now,
said Blake, looking at his watch. ¢ They're keoping it up,
0y 01 -

1

“ Blessod if I know what they find to jaw about.”

“Oh, Gussy’s sins, of course,” said Lowther. ) “If ['hr\-‘d’
a son like Guassy, I should feel awfully anxious about him."”

“ Weally Lowthah—-—" X

““T ghould probably keep him on a chain, or in a 0agos—="

“ Weally—"

“Yeg, rather,” agreed Manners.
anxiety to his governor.”

“ My governah—-'"

“ Must be a pationt chap,” said Lowther solemnly.

“I always make it a point to show gwoal wespect to my
governah. I have only diswegarded his instwuctions in ona
wospoct.  Flo always impwessos upon mo {o be vewy careful
in the company T koeep,” said D'Arcy. * Iowevah, I allow
myself to stwetch a point in that wespect, as I don’t. want
to dwop you fellowg——"

“ Why, you ass—"" -

“You cheeky chump-—"

“You frabjous cuckoo—'

“Weally, (icah boys——""

“Bump him !

“T wefuse to be bumped-——' y

“Tlold on!” exclaimed Tom Merry, laughing. ‘ His noble
governor may be along any moment, and he mustn't find us
bumping his hopeful soin.”

‘“Ha, ha, hat

“Weally, Tom Mewwy——" { :

“ We'll lot him off with a caution this time,"” said Lowther.
‘ But_____iD .

“Hark ! '

“He's coming."

y

\

Footsteps were ‘u[\prouching down the passage. Wom Merey:
4 :

dragged back Digby, who was about to put his head round
the corner. :
“Hold o™ he said. “ Don't stare, you know. IHis lord-
ship ought to happen on us here, quite by chanco—""
“ Ha, ha, good !’ p
“%uiet, then."”
“Yaas, wathah!”
“QOvrder !" ! 4
“T wyill sbop onb as soon as the governor appeahs,” said
D'Arcy. “ You fellows can all step out aftah me, and back
mo up. All say ¢ good-afternoon’ atwonce.”
“(ood-afternoon at once,” said Lowther.
. “Pway don’t be an ass, deah boy. Weady?"
Tur Grm Lisrary.—No, 127,
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“Quite.”

" The footsteps came quickly on. .
Just as they reached the corner D’Arcy stepped forwarde

~ 'Phe juniors all stepped after him. .

“ Good-afternoon, sir !’ . o
A plamp face and a plumper form in buttons leomed up
before the juniors. Binks, tgg School House page, stopped

- as he came round the corner, and stared at the crowd of
. juniors in blank astonishment,

“ My ’ut ¥’ he muttered.
Tom Merry & Co. turned red.
“ Binks !”

“ Battons |

“ Beast 1

*“Ho !” said Binks. “I say—" :
_“Bai Joye! Tt’s that wascal Binks, and not my governah
at all,” said D’Arcy in disgust. * Weally, Binks, wegard
~you as an inopportune ass.”

And tho juniors looked annoyed. They felt absurd in
having wasted that concerted salutation upon so unimportant
a person as Binks,

Binks grinned.

“Ilo!” he remarked.

“You was wiiting here for Lord

% Yaas, wathah "
“Binks chuckled.

- “Ho P he said.

|
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“Well,” exclaimed Tom Merry, “ what's the matter with
you, Binks? Clot a pain inside?”
YWHo !t No.”

“"hen what are you cackling about "

“Ho! You was waiting for his nibs,” said Binks chuckling
again. “Hol!”

I8 ho coming?”

Y Ho! No.”

“W(;}l, we shall have to wait,” said Herries. * Clear off,

Binks.

“Suttingly.”
¢ Yaas, wathah!
Pway buzz off.

“Werry well; but—"

“QOh, don't jaw, deah boy;

“But—""

“Pway bunlk.”

“Ho! Werry well}? said Binks. But Tom Merry caught
‘him by the shoulder as he turned away grinning, and swung
him back,

“What were you going to say 27 demanded the hero of
the Shell suspiciously. ‘“ What’s the joko, anyway 1"

“Ho! If you dont want to hear—"

“But wo do want to hear. Go ahead.”

- ¢ Well, then,” said Binks grinning, “it ain’t any good
waitin’ for Lord Heastwood, that’s all, Master Merry.” *#

“Wats!” said D’Arcy.

“ But why isn’t it any good 2 demanded Tom Merry.

“He's gone

CEh?Y

“GONE!”

. The juniors all stared at Binks” The School Ilouge pago
chuckled cheerfully, He evidently regarded the matter as
quite humorous.

“Imposs.,”’ ejaculated D’Arcy.
heah all the time.”

“¥le couldn’t have passed " hegan Manners.

"‘0’}1!” said Binks. “You see, he went out the other
way.
e Qh!”

“The 'Bad showed ’im hout by his own door into the
quadrangle.”

'l! (')h !’)

“ flow long has he been gone?”” howled Blake.

¢ About. ten minutes, Master Blake.”
. ¥4 Un l)a

" & TPhe car may not be out of the gates
S (lome on—we may catch him yet!
T3 19
g And the juniors dashed helter skeller oub of the School
Tiouse, : :

Mhere was no sign of the motor-car in the quadrangle.
But the gates were open, and the juniors tore across to
them. They dasked out into the road.

Far away down she road was a cloud of dust; lingering
in the summer air was a smell of petrol. - I'rom the distance
came a faint sound:

Zip-zip !

Lord Bastweod was gonol
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You ars an inopportune ass, Binks,

iwavel off,”

“We've been waitin’

b, panted Blaké.
‘ut your beef into

. NEXT 4
’I'HU%SDAYI

v :’ “‘*""r’" R il S,

' THE BEST 3 LIBRARY D& THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3 LIBRARY. 'gte"

“THE ST. JIM'S REGATTA.”

- CHAPTER 5.
A Severe Letter.

" AY Jove !
B Arthur Augustus D’Are

appearing cloud of dust.
and looked after it again.

'

looked after the dis<
e adjusted his monocle

But Lord Eastwood
was gone.

“Bai Jove! T wegard that as wotten!” he said. -

“Rolten isn’t the word,” said Blake, in great disgust.
“ Fancy a chap who has a seat in the Ilouse of Lords
dodging us like that! I must say that Lord Eastwood—
well, I will resEect Gussy’s feelings as a son, and I won't
say what I think.” . :

“ Same here,” said Tom Merry, with a shake of the
head. ‘I can’t call this playing the game.”

* Rather not.”

“ Gussy had better write to him,” suggested Kangaroo.
“ e can point out that the St. Jim’s Ielﬁwws don't like this
sort of thing, and we’ll all sign the letfer.” 2

““Good egg!”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy nodded.

“Yaas, wathah! I can’t have the governah goin’ on like
that, you know,” he remarked. ** I believe in a chap bein’
patisnt with his pater; but there comes a time when he must
put his foot down.”

‘“ Hear, hear!”?

“ Hallo, cockey!” said D'Arcy minor, as the juniors
turned back into the quad. “Did you see the pater?”

“Weally, Wally—"

“ He dodged us,” said Tom Merry indignantly. ‘ While
we were waiting at one door, he went out by another.”

Wally D’Arcy chuckled.

“ Just like you chaps,” he remarked. * Sorry T didn't
see you, Gussy. I stopped the pater just as he was getting
into the car.”

“ Any result?” asked Kangaroo, with a grin.

Wally held up a sovereign.

“ My hat!” said Blake, with a whistle.

“Bai Jove! And I Y

“You've got nothing?"

“Nothin’, deah boy.”

“Well, halves,” said Wally. ‘ Let's change this sov., and
you shall have half, old man. Share and share alike.”

“ Weally, Wally, that is wathah wippin’ of you, and [
will accept ¥0ur oftah, as I am stonay,” said D'Arcy. ‘* Mrg,
Taggles will change it.” o

Two youths of the Third Form who were with D’Arcy
minor stared at him blankly as he made his major that
generous offer.

“ You young ass !’
halves, you can go halyes with me."”

“Or ‘with me,” said Curly Gibgon, with
“ Fourth-Form chumps are barred.”

“ Weally, Gibson, if you allude to me as a chump—"

“ Look here, Wally—"

“You travel,” said Wally. *‘I'n
1f you chaps like to come to the tuckshop,
pop and tarts.”

“Oh, all right!” said Jameson and Gibson together.

And the party adjourned to Dame Taggles's little estab-
lishment. )

There the sovéreign was changed, and half of it duly
handed over to Arthur Augustus D’ Arcy; and as the weather
was very warm, and the juniors thirsty, a considerable
amount of it was immediately expended n ginger-pop and
Jemonade.

Wally chackled over his foaming glass.

“You must have been a chump to miss the fater, Gus,”
he remarked. ‘* He wag in an awfully good temper, and
he might have been worth a fiver or a tennor to you.”

“It was weally Tom Mewwy who was (o blame,  you

see

“Th? What's that?” said Tom Merry.

“You wemembah you were waitin’ at the end of the
passage——"’

“ 8o were you.”

“Yaas, but I was waitin’ because you were——

“Well, I was waiting because Blake was—"

“1 wag waiting because Gussy was,” said Blake, with a
grin. “Of ccurse, it was all Gussy’s {fault from beginning
to end.”

* Weally, Blake—"

“ 1t jolly well always is,”’ said 1lerries.

““ Weally, Howwies % * -

“ We might have gone thirsty all the afternoon, but for
Wally,” said Digby indignantly. “ Nice state of things,
when we have to depend on a Third Form scallawag for &
drink in hot weather.”

* Weally, Dig—"" :

“QOh, come and get that letter written "

e

asped Jameson. ‘‘If you want to go

;\q ual heat.
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“Good afternoon, sir!” said the juniors in unison. Binks, the Gehool House page, stopped as he came round ‘

the corner, and stared at the crowd of juniors in plank astonishment. ‘“My

‘at{” he muttered,

Towther., “ Lord Eastwood has simply passed the limit this
time, and I think we ought to poiut 1t out to him."”

““Yaas, wathah; but—""

“If you're done guzzling, Gussy, come on—-

“1 have had only one glass——"

“So have I,” said Lowther.

¢ Weally, Lowthah 4

“ Tt was filled several times, but it was only one glass—
the same glass all the time,” Lowther explained claborately.

“ Oh, don't be funny, Lowther !'" implored Blake. “ Not in
lot weather, you know.”

“Look here—""

“Oh, come on!’ cxclaimed Tom Merry, dragging
Towthor away. ‘ Lot's get the letter written, and we can
catch the post with it. It goes in a quarter of an hour.”

“ Right-ho " '

And the juniors walked over to the fchool House, and
;\nijourno;,l to the junior common-room there to write the
otter.

D'Arcy sab down at the table, and drew pen and paper
towards him,

[le jammed his monocle into his eye, and gnawed the
oend of the pen-handle, these apparently *being indispen-
sable preliminaries {o writing the letter.

"
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The other fellows stood round to help.

“ Go it, Gussy!” said Tom Merry encouragingly,  ““You
ought to write the letter, you know, and we'll all sign our
names."”

“Yaas, wathah! DBut how shall I begin "’

“It's a good idea to begin at the beginning,” said Monly
Lowther. “ It's an old-fashioned custom, but it's good.”

“ Weally, Lowthah—"' 4

«“gtill, 'you might begin at the middle, or you might
tacklo it ab tho end if you found it come easier.”

“ Weally—"' . .

“ Suppose you start with  Your affectionate son, Gustavus,
then you could get on to ‘I hope tho dog is quito well,’ an:
work your way back to ' Dear Pater,”” said Lowther, in his
blandest tone. :

«1 woefuse to w'ite the lettah if Lowthah is goin' to Lo
funnay. The weathah is too hot for mo to stand Lowthah's
jokes.

“Iear, hear!"

«“They muzzle dogs in this hot weather,” Blake gaid, in a
roflective way. ‘I wonder if we could try the same dodge
with Lowther." .

“ Hear, hear!"

“ Ass 1" said Lowther. “ What I say is—"'

Tue Gem Lisrary.—No, 127.
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“Good! The complete lotter-writer forward,” - grinned

"Go”it, Gussy, and if Lowther jaws again,

“ Vewy well. T wathah think that ¢ Deah Patah,’ or ‘Deah
Gov_ernnh’ will sound a bit too gentle,” said 1’Arcy, re-
flectively. ““I think that undah the cires., T ought to be
g 1 don’t want to seem to come wound too
easily.” .

*“Quite right.”

‘At the same time, I shouldn’t like to be diswespectiul—
that would be aw’fly bad form,” D’Arcy said anxiously. “I
despise a chap who speaks of his pawents diswespe:t[u{ly."

" ¥Yes, rather I

“You ought to strike the medium, somehow,” Blake re-
marked,

“That's it 1" exclaimed Lowther. *‘ Hit the medium, as

the chap d,i‘d at the spiritualistic scance, you know.”

“Order !

‘ Yes, shut up, Lowther, old chap. Supposing you begin
‘PDear Sir’'?" suggested Manners

“Too formal,” said Tom Merry.

“ Well, * Respected Sir,” then—"

‘“¥aas, that sounds wespectful, and at the same time it'd
not tod chumunay,” remarked Arthur Augustus. ‘We-

~ spected Siv’ is about wight. What do you fellows say ¢
“Qood !’

 First chop.”

“ Vewy well; that goec, then.” .

Aud the swell of St. Jim’s commenced the letter with
‘‘ Respected Sir.” Then he stopped. He had made a be-
ginning, at the beginning as Lowther had suggested; but
the letter threatoned to stop at that point,

 Well, get on,” said Digby.

*“ Yaas, wathah; but—"
“That’s not enough.”
© “Oh, no! said Blake seriously.
gether too concise.

“Weally, Blake——"

D’Arcy chewed the handle of his pen and did not finish,
The juniors watched him with interest. They made several
suggestions, but as D'Arcy was not listening to them, the
suggestions did not interrupt his train of thought.

is pen began to move at last.
Tom Merry & Co. watched him as he wrote, and read the

“That would be alto-

. words over hig shoulders.

* “Respected Sir,~—I am very sorry to bo compelled to call
your atfention to the fact that I-—and a considerable number
of fellows here—do not consider that you have been playing
the game.””’

“ ‘ood !l’

“Very nicely put.”

“ Qo 1t ¥

“On the balll” ¥

D’'Arcy’s pen was travelling over the paper now that it
had once started.

“ 47 desive to respectfully point cut that I had no hand in
inducing Mr, Lloyd George to bring in the Budget, and so
I strongly object to my pocket money being cut short on that
acconnt. I waited to see you as you left the Head, with
some of my friends, and we were greatly surprised and dis-
appointed when te missed you.  Blake thinks that you
dodged us on purpose-—'""

“Yes, rather!” said Blake.

“ And Tom Merry says it isn’t playing the game.”

“ Hear, hear!” said Tom Merry.

“ 1 thérefore wish you to reflect on this—"

“That's what the governah always says when he gives
me a lecture,” said Arthur Augustus, looking up. 4]t
sounds vewy impwessive, and I suppose it’s all wight.”

* Right as rain.”

“ And upon reflection you may decide in a way calculated
to afford more satisfaction to your affectionate father——""

“That's how he goes on,” said D’Arcy. ‘“It’s a vewy
good sentence, and only wants altewin’ a little to suit the
occasion.””

“* Ha, ha!”’

‘“Tve got an idea, though,” said Digby.
the letter into the third person, Gussy!
dignified.”

’Arey nodded thoughtfully.
. “ Yeas, there’s something in that. My tailah w'ites to me
in the third person when he wants his money vewy bad, It
sounds as if you're on your dig., and mean bizney."”

* Yeos, rather!”

* Good egg!” said Tom Merry.
the third persen, Gussy.”

“ Vewy well.”
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o ’I:hen we'll all sign it, and it can go by the next ccllee-
tion.’

* Good !

D’Arey took a fresh sheet of
thoughtfully, and started again.
quite imposing :

‘ Respected Sir,—A. A. D’Arcy, Esquire, is sorry te be
compelled to point out the fact that he, and a consrderablo
number of fellows here, do not consider that Lord Eastwood
has been playing the game. He wishes to respectfully ob-
serve that he had no hand in inducing Mr. Lloyd George to
bring in the Budget, and that it is not cricket to cut short
his pocket-money on that cccount. The aforesaid A. A.
D’Arcy and the other fellows mentioned hereafter waited to
gee Lord Eastwood as ho—Lord Eastwood—left the Head, and
were greatly surprised and disappointed when bhe and they
missef him. J. Blake, Esquire, thinks that Lord Eastwood
dodged him and them on purpose, and Thomas Merry,
Fsquire, is of opinion that it isn’t playing the game. He and
they therefore wish him to reflect on this, end upon reflection
he may act in a way caleulated to afford more satisfaction to
his affectionate son. So no more at present from

“ ARTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY.
J. BLAKE.
ARTHUR DIGBY,
G. HERRIES.

aper, gnawed his pen
The complete letter was

1. MANNERS. -
MONTAGUE LOWTHER.
TOM MERRY,

H. NOBLE.

CLIFTON DANE.

B. GLYN.”

Arthur Augustus 1’ Arcy surveyed the letter with consider-
eble satisfaction.

“1 wathah think that's good,” he remarked.

& g{oﬂy good 1"

.« lppmg P?

“ Gorgeous !’ ; .

“ You.don't think I've been wathah too severe with him,
you fellows?’ asked Arthur Augustus, o little anxiously.

‘“Not a bit of it.”

“ Too gentle, if n.x(niything."

“ You haven't said anything about passing the limit; and
that’s what he's really done, you know."” :

“ T think it just moeets the case; not too geantle, and not
too severe,” said Herries. : i

“ Of course, it will make him feel a bit uneasy when he
knows that a lot of fellows in the Feurth Form and the Shell
here are down on him.”

“That's just what we want.” : -

“ Ex .'1
“ Yaas, wathah; I think it will do,” said Arthur Augustus,
as he addressed an envelope. ‘‘I shouldn’t like to ie too
severe on the governah, but I weally must point out things to
him. This lettah is just the thing.”

He sealed the letter in an envelope and looked at his watch.

“ Fiye minutes to the collection,” he remarked. ‘* Heaps
of time. I'll wun and post it myself.”

And he hurried out of the School House and walked across
{.o the school lefter-box near the gates, and ‘duly posted the
etter.

Binks the page looked into the junior common-reom &
minute after rt%)ux‘ Augustus had left it,

‘ Master D’Arcy here?”’ he asked. 3

“ 1e’s just gone out. Ile’'ll he back in a minute,” said
Tom Merry. :

“ The 'Had wants him.”

“" Oh !”

“ In his study at once, please,”” said Binks, and departed.

Tom Merry & Co. looked serious. .

““ The noble lord can’t have been complaining about Gussy,
surely,” said Monty Lowther. * Is he in for a carpeting, I
wonder ?”’

* 1 hope not.”

‘ Looks like it, though.”

*“ Anything w'ong, geah boys?”’ asked Axthur Augustus,
entering the common-room, and observing the serious looks
of his chums,

“ The Head wants you in his study.”

‘“ Bai Jove!” i

“1 hope 1t’s all right, Gussy!”

“1 suppose the governah has been sayin’ somnethin’,”” said
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D'Arcy resignedly. “I am wathah glad T've w'itten a
wathah stiff lettah now.” ;

«'We'll come and see you through,” said Tom Merry.

And tho whole party accompanied Arthur Augustus to tho
passage, and waited there while he went on to the Iead's
study, and tapped at the door, They heard the deep voice
of the Head from within the room.

“Come in!” :

D’ Aroy opened the door and went in. . The door closed
bohind him, and he disappeared from the gaze of his anxious
chums. p

Tom Merry & Co. listened with all-their ears. Tt might be
a locture that D’Arcy was booked for, or it might possibly
bo a caning; and they listened for the voice of the swell of
§t. Jim’s raised in anguish, - But they did not hear it.

They ventured close enough to the door to hear a faint
murmur of voices within the study, but that was all.

Whatever D’Arcy was getbing, it was nob a licking, and the
juniors were somewhat relieved to know that. They won-
dored what it was; bup in their wildest conjectures they nover

guossod anything like the truth.

" CHAPTER 6.
The Cheque-book.

study. with socret misgivings. Lord Eastwood’s visit
to St. Jim’s, and his departure without an interviow

with his son, boded ill. The swell of the School House mado
up his mind for a * wigging,” and ho determined to go
through with it without allowing it to disturb the repose
which stamps the caste of Vere de Vere. :

Dr. Holmes glanced at' the junior, ag he_stood I_)efor_o him
with his eyes respectfully downoast, bub with a stiffening of
the back which showed that he guessed what was coming, and
was prepared to endure it with fortitude. :

£y Ah. D’Arcy,” said the Ilead. * Lord Eastwood has paid
me a visib i

Y Yaas, sir.”

“ QOn your account, D'Arcy.” ?

“ 8o I supposed, sir. T twust my patah has no compliints
to make?” said the swell of 8t. Jim's firmly.

¢« UInfortunately he has.”

“ About me, sir?”’

““" Y'],‘{"'

“ You are quite sure he was not wofewwin’ to my youngah
bwothah Wally?’ asked D'Arcy.

Dr. Holmes smiled. :

“1 am quite sure, D'Arcy. Lord Bastwood considers you
extravagant, and careless with money."”

D'Aroy locked surprised. :

“ PBai Jove! I am weally astonished, sir.
Givah last me neahly a week.”

L I“d% " ¢

*Vaas, wathah, sir. My governah impwessed upon mo
that T must be careful with it, and it lasted exactly six days,

HR‘HIUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY entered the Iead's

I made my last

“FPm! Well, his lordship wishes to teach you a lesson
in—in thrift and carcfulness with money,” said the Mead.
“Jleo therefore—' 4

“ He hasn’t loft a fiver with you to give me, sir

¢ Certainly not!”

“Oh! 1Is he going to send me one?"’

‘I think not.”

D'Arcy looked dismayed

“ PBai Jove! Then I shall have nothin’ till my allowance
is due again!”

“T think your allowance will cease, D'Arcy.”

“ Ghweat Scott!”

“ Instead of that, Lord Rastwood has decided to give you
a bank account and a cheque-book, hoping that this system
will teach you economy and groater care of money.”

D'Arey almost jumped.

More than once he had explained to his father that a
chequoe account would be extremely useful to him, and save
a great deal in postaze-stamps.

Tord Bastwood had always smiled at the suggestion.

Arthur Augustus could scarcely believe his ears now.

“ Bai Jove, sir!” he ejaculated.

“ Now, D'Aroy, you will gee that this is placing a great
rosponsibility upon you,” said Dr. Holmes. “ You will seo
that you must not be careless or extravagant, and make this
experiment a failure, and disappoint your father.”

¢ Ceortainly, sir!”

“ You must not yield to any desire to squander money, or
buy things which are useless; or, indeed, to be careloss of
your account in any way.’

“ 1 shall be vewy careful, sir.”

“ Hora is your cheque-book. Lord Eastwood has placed
ﬁft‘y pounds to your credit with his own bankers.”

“ Bei Jove! Fifty pounds!”
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« That is the sum. You will see it ontered here in the

pass-book.  The -cheque-book contains sixty choques—as,
naturally, tho cheques you will draw will be for small
amounts.””

“ Oh, yaas!"

“ His fordship did not specify any particular longth of time
which this money is to last,” pursued the Head. ‘'But you
will undersgtand that such a sum must last you a long time.
A yoar at least, I should say.”

“Oh, it will last an a®f'ly long time!” said D’Arey con-
fidently. “ I don’t suppose I shall have spent it all by the
time 1 leave St. Jim's."

The Head smiled.

“T hope that will prove to be correct, D'Arcy. Take cara
of your choque-book, and mind that it does nob pass out of
your own hands. Take care of the money, and do not be
reckless. You may go.”

‘“Thank you vewy much, sir."

And Arthur Augustus left the study.

e walked down the passage as if he wore walking on air,

_Arthur Augustus had always had plenty of monoy all his
lifo, and was seldom short of it, and then only temporarily.
But he had never possessed such a sum as fifty pounds—and
cheque-book !

The cheque-book was, as ho would have said, stunning.

He put his hand into his pocket twice in half a minute to
feel it, and make sure that it was really there. P

Tom Merry & Co. looked relioved as they saw him.
manner of the swell of 8t. Jim's was a sufficient indicgtion
that he had not been “ ragged.”

“Woell?”’ demanded Blake.

“Woell, deah boy."”

‘“Havo you beenr carpeted?”

“ Not at all.”

“Jawod "’

€ No.’)

“ Any impots?"’

““ Certainly not.”

“Then what did the Head want you for?"' demanded five
or six voices together.

“Oh, only a little mattah of biznoy,” said D’Arcy negli-
gleln’sly. “My patah loft my chequebook with him, that's
e Lh?! E .

“" y patah left my cheque-book with him to be given to
me.

“ Your what?’

““ Cheque-book 1"’

Tho juniors stared at D'Arcy. e spoke quite coolly, as if
ho had been in possession of dozons of cheque-books from his
aarliest years. ’

“Oh, come off I" said Blake, at last.

“Draw it mild." :

““Cheese it !"

“You can't pull our logs like that, you know."”

“Woeally, deah boys—"" g

“Look here, what did the IHead want?" demanded Monty
Lowther.

“ What did your pater come down for?"

¢ What's the row, anyway ?"

“T have alweady informed you, deah boys. My patah camo
down to hand my cheque-book to Dr. Holmes.”

Blako snorted.

“This isn’t tho first time Gussy hag started in business as
a funny man,” ho said; “but L sugmest that it should be
the last.” $

“ Hear, hear!"

“ Bump him.”

“ Weally, you know—'

“ Bump the chump!”

* Weally—hands—off—yow 1"

A dozen hands fastenod upon Arthur Augustus D'Arcy.
Ho was rushed backwards to the wall, and jammed against 1t,
and pinned there helplossly.

‘“ Now, then, tell us the truth before we bump you!” ex-
clu‘%xged'l'!‘om Meorry. “ What did the Head want you for?”

wi

.

~ Arthur Auvgustus wriggled desperately in the grasp of the
juniors. But he could not get away.

‘“ Answer, you ass—no robt!”’
“Ow! Pway weloaso mo!
feahfully. My collah is gettin’ simply ewushed.”

“F]Vhorl_”

“ Explain.” 3

“Bump him !

“Hold on, deah boys.

‘“Well, to what?”

““To hand me my cheque-hook,”

“ Why, thero he goes again!” exclaimed Blake, exasporated.
“Bump him !’ 3

“ Ow—yow 1"

The Head sent for mo to—""
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You are wumplin’ my clothes




?I3ump )
{ i:' Yawooh !”?

i “Bump 1”

£ Yowp 1’

A

i ‘Once more !” exclaimed Dighy, * Now—my word, what’s
3 that? :
Y The che(}()n.&book‘ had fallen from D’Arcy’s pocket as he was
b bumped. Digby picked it up in astonishment.
U " Great Scott]” exclaimed Tom Merry, * What's that?”?
a " A Plessed cheque-book.”
s My hat 1
gld? Iti’,a m-m-my cheque-book !’ gasped D’Arcy. * You uttah
., asges |’
L The juniors, in their astonishment, released the swell of St.
| Jim’s, and he staggercd to his feet, dusty and disheveMed and
& wrathful,
g
CHAPTER 7. A
{i | Too Late!
LN OM MERRY & CO. stared blankly at the cheque-book.
g Digby held it aloft for all to see. Theve it was—a fat
cheque-book, plain for all eyes to see.
;. “My only hat!’  ejaculated Monty Lowther, at last.
| *“Then, it’s true!”
“ Looks like it.”
“TIt’s a cheque-book.”
“A real cheque-book.”
1 Whero did {IO“ got it, Gussy?”
g D’Avcy dusted his jacket with a cambrie handkerchief, and
1 sniffed.
| - “I have alweady informed you that it is my cheque-book,”
' he said.
%.i. PP
}1 ‘::%iyt gove:rnah left it with the llead for me-——""
i S But—'
| *“Ho has placed fifty pounds to my ewedit in the County

' THURSDAY:

”»

and Town Bank.”
A Great, Scott "
““ And that’s the cheque-book "
“ My word !”
There was no doubting it now.
It was a real cheque-book, and it really belonged to Axthur

- Augustus D’ Arcy.

The swell of St. Jim’s dusted himself down, and readjusted

 his collar, and put his monoclé into his eye, and surveyed

the astonished juniors loftily.

Dighy opened’ the cheque»boqk, and turned the leaves over.

Y About fifty of them,” he remarked.

‘“ Sixty, deah boys.”

“ And you can draw on as much money as you like?”

“ Yaas, up to fifty pounds.”

“My hat!”’

““ Well, this is ripping!” exclaimed Blake. ‘T must say
that your governor has played up decently this time, Gussy.”

“ Yaas, wathah.”

““Sorry we bumped you; but it doesn’t matter.”

“T wegard it as mattewin’ a gweat deal. My clothes are
wumpled.”

“Never mind.”

“ My collah is quite soiled.”

“Blow the collar! Look here, the best thing we can do
is to get to tho tuckshop, and let Mrs. Taggles have the first
" cheque.”

“(ood egg!”
“ Ripping idea !"”
D’Avrcy nodded genially.
“%uite wight, deah boys. “We—"
:’ E'lv 9.7’(;\'9," exclaimed Tom Merry suddenly, *‘ the letter!"

CELD

“The letter!”

*“ What letter?”

“The letter to Lord Eastwood.”

““ Phew !’

“Bai Jove!”

“We've accused him of not playing the game, and given
him a fearful dressing, and all the time he was fixing this up
with the Head !” exclaimed Tom Merry, in dismay.

*“Bai Jove!”

“It’s beastly unlucky,” said Blake,

1’Arcy looked greatly concerned. He had forgotien the
letter to his father in the excitement of getting the cheque-

00k.

He wrinkled his aristocratic forehead thoughtfully.

“It’s wotten,” he said. ‘‘The governah won’t know I
w'ote that lettah before I got the cheque-book, and hell
think me an ungwateful beast, you know.”

“ Sure to.”

“Weo must get the letter back!” exclaimed Tom Merry.

Blake shruﬁged his shoulders hopelessly.
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“Too late,” he said.
anyway, and it’s collected now. The collection’s gone a good
ten minutes,”

*Bai Jove, we must do gomethin’,” exclaimed D’Arey, in
great distress. “‘It’s wotten! I would give anythin’ to get
that wotten lettah back again.”

*“Yes, rather.” '

- ":l‘ho post may not have gone yel; you know, the collec-
tion’s sometimes late,” said Kangaroo hopefully. “If 1%
hasn’t gone, and we interview the postman, we may be able
to get him to give it back.”

*“ It's against the law,” said Manners.

“ Yes, but the postman knows us—knows Gussy’s writing.”

“Let’s twy !” said D’Arcy.

And he ran off, with the rest after him, at top speed to
the letter-box in the school wall near the gates.

The sight of ten juniors rushing out of the School House
at top speed attracted, naturally, a certain amount of atten-
tion, Fellows called out to Tom Merry & Co. to inquire what
was up, but they received no answer. Skimpole, of the Shell,
tried to stop I)’Arcy by catching at one of his buttons, in the
objectionablg way Skimpole had, but the swell of St. Jim’s
was nob to be delayed just then.

*Pway don’t stop me, deah boy!” he panted.
huwwy.’

“ Bllt____’,

“Pway get out of the way.”

“It’s rather an important matter I want to speak about,”
said Skimpole, catching at D’Arcy as he ran. *“You see, I'm
now doing the final chapter of my book on Socialism.”

“ Buzz off I

* Really 2

D’Arcy gave the amatour Socialist of St. Jin's a gentle
push, and Skimpole sat down in the quad.

D’Arcy stumbled over him, and then ran on, and each of
the juniors as he passed trod carefully upon Skimpole.

The genius of the Shell liy in a dazed state, wondering
whether he was in the middle of a particularly severe earth-
quale, till the last of the juniois had passed.

Then he sat up, and blinked after them through his big
spectacles. =

“Dear me!” he murmured. ’

Tom Merry & Co., laughing as they ran, dashed on towards
the ?tea.

'Th8y reached the letter-box.

But a glance at it told that they were too late.

The colleetion bad been madel -

They halted, panting.

“Tt's gone,” said Tom Merry.

“ We mayn’t be too late to cateh the postman,” said Blake.
“'I‘ag,:,g]cs! Hallo, Taggles! Turn your beautiful face this
way !

Taggles, the school porter, turned his face towards them.
1t was not a beautiful face—that was Blake’s little joke. As
a matter of fact, Taggles was frowning. z

“ Have you seen tie postman, Taggy 7"’ asked Blake.

* Yes, Mastor Blake.”

“ Has he been gone long 7"

“ About five minutes.” >
- “T,Excro's a chance yet!” exclaimed Tom Merry.
i !

The juniors dashed out into the road. .

They knew that the postman went towards Rylecombe after
collecting at St. Jim’s, and there was a chance of gvertaking
him on the road. If the letter was still in his Dag, there
was no reason why Blagg should not hand it out. It was
not as if the jumiors were strangers to him. He knew
1’ Arcy, and knew D’Arcy’s writing, and it was possible that
he would stretch a point in the elegant junior’s favour. At
all events, the chance was worth trying.

The juniors streamed down the lane at a run.

“Wo'll make him give it up,” grinned Beecnard Glyn.
“ There are enough of us to cat him if he doesn’t.”

** Yaas, wathah!”

“ Hallo, here he is!”’ exclaimed Tom Merry.

He had caught sight of the postman.

By the side of the road, at somegdistance from the school,
was a little hedge inn, and on the bench outside, under a big
oak-tree, they could sce the postman sitting.  Blagg was
taking a rest. The afternoon was hot, and the road was
dusty, and Blagg evidently considered himself entitled to
rest and refreshment. ,

He sat on the bench, with his legs stretched out and a
foaming tankard of ale in front of him on the wooden table.
Iis bag was not to be scen, and the juniors guessed that it
was in the inn.

The erowd of juniors came up, panting.

* Giood-afternoon, Blagg!” said Tom Merry.

_"’S}ood-aitcmoon, Master Merry,” said Blagg.
Bir.

“1 should say ®o,” agreed Tom Merry.

“T'm in a

« After

“It's ’ot,
“1 gay, you
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Arthur Augustus opened his chegue-book, drew a cheque, aund handed it to Mellish, “I-I say, there's some
mistake,” stammered the cad of the Fourth as he glanced at the cheque. ‘ You've filledin the wrong amount.”

chaps, we may as well have something to drink. Who says It was evidently a good time to tackle him about thu?i
ginger-pop ?”’ P ; : ; 5 letter. : i
* Ginger-pop !”’ said nine voices, with singular unanimity. “T suppose you've made the collection at St. Jim's?"" Tom ||
“ Ginger-pop it is. You don’t mind us sitting at your Merry remarked, as he sipped his ginger-pop. ‘
table, Mr. B]ugg‘!"" : “Oh, yes!” said Blagg. 1
;:yl!“”“lm;.(l' sir,”” said Blagg. “Bai Jove! Did you notice a lettah among the othahs in |
i I'hanks.” ’ g : my w'itin’, Blagg?” asked Arthur Augustus D'Arxcy. W
It's ’ot,” said the Ryleombz postman, emptying, his Blagg smiled. . ?F
tankard, and gazing at it longingly. “ You get very thirsty “There” was a good many letters, Master D’Arcy,” he !l
{this weather, Master Merry.” said L
‘o 4 o . "4 " , oo ¥
& I\{psi l,l‘il”l'(“'l\! Order the ginger-pop, Monty !’ “Well, Gussy’s one was there,” Tom Merry observed. i
rh- i ; !
1gnuae ¢ If it was there, I collected it,” said Blagg. ** You needn’t

B]L;{:I}_,'.l,(‘la ale for Mr. Blagg. You'll drink with us, Mr. bo afraid about your letter, Master D’Arcy. It’s in my bag;i
Pk A N RIRL all right.” f
Thank you kindly; I will. 2 arian But *

And he did. » 9 aad \ wyll
Blagg drank ale, and the juniors ginger-pop, with great “Your tankard’s empty, Blagg,” said Tom Morry. Il

friendliness. The tankard was soon emptied, and Tom suppose you can manage another?”
Merry ordered it to be refilled again. Blagg was in the *“Thank you kindly.
highest good-humour by this time. The ale was good, and “ Now, this is how the matter stands,” Blake romarked.
it had a mellowing effect, and Blagg could not have felt more  *‘ Gussy, as usual, has been making blunders—" I
obliging than he did at that moment. ¢ Weally, Blake—" f
Tar Gem Lisrary.—No. 127. §
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““And he's posted a letter that ought not to have been
posted.”’

* That's bad,” said Blagg, sipping his ale.

“Yes, isn’t it? We thought that if we spoke to you in
ixdmo, you might let Gussy have his letter back,” said Tom
“Merry.

‘“ Agin the law, Master Merry.”*

:‘Eos, but—"

. “Letters once posted is the property of the person
Y id‘dx‘essed,” said Blagg, with a shake of the head. .

~ “¥es, I know; but this letter is to Gussy’s father, as you
could sce by the address, and it’s all in the family, you know.
That makes a difference, doesn’t it?” urged Tom Merry,

Blagg nodded.

“Yes, perhaps so, Master Merry.”

* Gussy will open the letter in your presence,-and show you
that it’s all serenc,” said Tom Merry. “It's simply a case
of a letter being posted in too great a hurry.”

. ‘* Yaas, wathah!”
~ Blagg looked doubtful; but the ale was mellowing him
,, more than ever now, and he did not like to be disobliging.
f “Well, you see,” he remarked, *I'd like to do anything
7 1 could for you young gentlemen, but——""
" '“You sce the whole thing's all right, don’t you ?”’

;) “Oh, yes, but—-""

. “Then you agree?’

’ “Yeq, but—-="
“You shall sec the letter opened.”
“Yes, but—"

“ Now, you’re not going to refuse, Blagg,” said scveral
i af_thclnjumors at once, persuasively. ‘“‘Don’t be a cad, you
_ know >
§ii **No, I won't refuse, but—-"
1 ': Well, then, 'f;sh out the letter.”

3

R " 5

i ‘ Where'’s the bag 7’
B “Come, Blaggy—"
] *“You see—~—"

‘“Come on, old man. Where’s the bag?”

i “It’s not here,” Blagg got out at last.

b “Eh? What?”

it “ Bai Jove!”

# “ Not herel)”

i **No. You see, it was so ’of, and the school was my lagt
' eollection, and the carrier passed me on the road,” explained
L Blagg. “I gave him my bag to carry in to the post-office.”
{ “Oh! Then where is it now?”’ '

i . g:l’)lll”be at the post-office afore this,” said Blagg.

g L

i “ Gweat Seott !”

¥ s l}lugﬁ,‘ you're a careless villain!” exclaimed Tom Merry,
¢« shaking his finger at the Rylcombe postman. * You know
/" you oughtn’t to part with your bag!”

“But I've knowed the carrier all my life,” said Blagg.
“It’s all right.”

“1 dare say it’s all right, but it’s against the law,” said
[ Tom Merry severely. * You sce what comes of breaking
" laws! You break them to please yoursclf, and then it

prevents you from—from-——""

“From breaking them to please us,” suggested Monty
Lowther.

*“Oh, don’t be an ass, Lowther!”

Blagg grinned.

“I'm sorry, Master Merry——""

{ “Well, it can’t be helped, I suppose,” said Tom Merry,
rising. ‘‘The letter’s gone, Gussy, and we’'ve had our run
for nothing.”

* Yaas, wathah!”

“It’s rotten, but it can’t be helped.”
lAnd tho juniors left the inn, leaving Blagg finishing his
ale.

“ T suppose I'd bettah send a telegwam to the governah,”
said D’Arcy thoughtfully. *“That lettah will have to be
cxplained away somchow.”

‘ Yes, rather!”
ft “Then let’s get down to the post-office.”

f They strolled on to Rylecombe.

Three youths were standing outside the village tuckshop,
which the juniors passed as they entered the village. They
were threo fellows of the New House at St. Jim’s—Figgins,
Keir, and Wynn. They were looking in at the window, and
Fatty Wynn was evidently explaining to Figgins and Kerr
that it would be a good thing to go in and sample the excel-
lent things displayed there by Mother Murphy.

‘“That’s all very well,”” said Figgins, as the School House

’

— =

S

Tt

i fellows came by, *‘ but the funds are too low, Fatty. It can’t
- be did.”

[ “I'm hungry.”

1 “Well, let’s get back to tea,”” said Figgins. ‘“ We shall

have to tea in Hall, too. It’s no good staring at the tarts,
+ Fatty—you can’t have any of them
| Tee Gem LiBrary.—No. 127.
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“I'm awfully hungry!”

Arthur Augustus halted. His cheque-book was burning a
hele in his pocket, so to speak, and the swell of St. Jim’s
was always generous. '

* Figgins, deah boy——""

Figgins & Co. turned round and favoured the School
House fellows with a steady stare.

CHAPTER 8.
The Telegram.

ki ALLO ! said Figgins. ‘“How did they come to let
you out?’

** Weally, Figgins—-""

‘“ Hallo, Blake! Where did you dig up that chivvy?”
asked Kerr chéerfully.

“ Look here Al

“No fear! It worries me

“Cheese it!” exclaimed Tom Merry, laughing. “ Wo are
not looking for rows now, Figgy, and, if we were—""

‘It would be bad for Figgins,” remarked Kangaroo,

““Oh, rats!” said Figgins, -

“Bai Jove! I think we ought to bump the wottahs, just
to teach them to be Pwopuhly wespectful to the cock-house
at St. Jim’s,”’ said D’Arcy. -

‘“Good egg!” ’

‘“ Bump the bounders!” :

The crowd of School House fellows gathered round the
New House trio. Figgins & Co. put their backs to éhe shop-

It

window.

‘“You're forgetting the - telegram,
Merry. i

“Bai Jove, yaas!” said Arthur Augustus. “I stopped to
spcak to these wottahs to wemark that I was standin’
tweat——"

Fatty Wynn pricked up his ears.

““ What's that?”’ he exclaimed quickly. -

“1 am standin’ tweat to these chaps, as I think I will let
Mother Murphy have my first cheque—-"

“Your first what?”’ exclaimed Figgins and Kerr together.

“My first cheque.”

“ Off his rocker 7 asked Figgins, glancing at Tom Merry.

Gussy,” said Tom

Tom Merry laughed.

‘*No. His pater has given him a cheque-book!  Honest
Injun.”

My hat!"

Fatty Wynn came a little nearer to D’Arcy.

““How good!” he exclaimed. *‘‘ Your governor’s an awfully
decent, chap, D’Arey. So are you. I've often said to Figgins
that I wished you were in the New Iouse, because I should
like to chum up with you.”

‘1 don’t remember it,”” said Figgins.

“ Well, perhaps it was Kerr I said it to—""

“1 don’t remember it, either,” said Kerr.

““ Oh, come now—""

“ 8till, Gussy’s an awfully good sort when he’s got a cheques
book,” said Figgins. I vote that we encourage Gussy as
long as the che(;u&book lasts.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” i

“ House rows are bad form,” said Fatty Wynn, looking
round at the School House fellows. ‘1 think it's a much
better idea for both Houses to pull together, and-—and pro-
mote peace and—and harmony, and all that, you know.”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“ Ave you standing the feed now, Gussy?”

* Yaas, wathah!”’

“Then we'll join you with pleasure.”

“Yes, it's pax,” said Figgins—*‘ pax with anybody who’s
got a cheque-book. Pray allow me to give you my arm into
the shop, Gussy.” :

“I've got to go to the post-office first,”” said D’Arcy.
“ Don’t {ou fellows wait for me, though. Begin at once.”
“Good 1?

“ Certainly !”” said Fatty Wynn, bolting into the shop.

He was giving orders in one second more; in two seconds
he was beginning. The juniors crowded in after him.

D’Arcy and Tom Merry went on to the Yost»oﬂ‘ioe. The
other fellows, with Figgins & Co., took full advantage of
D’Arcy’s hospitality. 'ﬁle were beginning.

The two juniors reached the post-office, and D’Arcy took a
form and a pencil, and began to gnaw the handle of the latter.

“T don’t llmow exactly how to put it,”” he remarked. * Have
you got any suggestions to make, deah boy?™*

Tom Merry lnoked thoughtful. X

“ Suppose you cancel the letter?”’ ho suggested. ‘‘ That’s
how you do a cheque if you don’t want it to be cashed.”

“But—"

“If you wire that the letter’s cancelled, and that your pater
is not to read it, that ought to make it all right,”” said Tom
Merry. ** Lord Eastwood’ll get the telegram before the letter,
see, and then he won’t read the letter.”

Another Splendid Long, Complete
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‘Arthur Augustus brightened up.

“Bai Jove! That’s a wxp})m' dodge!”

His pencil seribbled over the form.

“Don’t shove in the whole dictionary,” Tom Merry sug-
gested. “‘ You have to pay for every word, you know.”

*Yaas, that’s all gfht. I have a cheque-book, you know.”

Tom Merry grinned.

“That won’t last for ever, Gussy, and they won't take the
cheques here, anyway.” g

“Bai Jove, I navah thought of that! Nevah mind, you can
pay for the telegwam, and I'll give you a cheque, deah boy."”

“ Right-ho 1"

The telegram was written at last.

“ Lord Eastwood, Eastwood House, :
land.—Letter cancelled. Please do not read it.
for cheque-book.~Your affectionate ARTHUR.”

“Think that is all wight, Tom Mewwy "

* Right as rain!”

““Then I'll send. it off.”

And the telegram was despatched.

Then the two juniors strolled back to the tuckshop.

Mys. Murphy’s little shop was alveady pretty well filled
when they entered, and there was not very much room to
move,

Thirteen juniors filled up a considerable space. Some of
them wero sitting on the little ricketty chairs, and some on
the counter, and some on the edges of egg-boxes or dog-
biscuit cases. Some were standing, some leaning. But all
wero either eating or drinking, or both. ;

They greeted Arthur Augustus with enthusiasm.

““ Horo ho comes!”

*“ Here’s the founder of the giddy feast !” 3

“Take my place, Gussy,” said Monty Lowther, slipping off
the counter. “'I-Iero you are! Shove him up!”’

Easthorpe, near Cleve-
Many thanks

¢ Weally——

‘“There you are!”

Arthur Augustus was plumped u{)on the counter. ‘A plate
was placed upon his knees, and a glass in his hand. A dozen

voices wore giving orders at onoe, and Mrs. Murphy was busy
in. executing them as fast as she could.

It was a cheerful scene. {

The rate the good things were disappearing at would have
been alarming to anyone who was not in possession of a
cheque-book.

But D’Arcy smiled serenely.

‘The feast was at its height when three or four fellows
looked in at the door. Tom Merry uttered an exclamation
at the sight of them

‘“Look out! CGrammar cads!”™

_—

CHAPTER 9.
The First Cheque.

ORDON GAY, of the Fourth Form at Rylcombe
Grammar School, looked in at the door of the tuck-
shop, and grinned at the St. Jim's crowd. Behind

him were Jack Wootton and Frank Monk, Lane, and Carboy,
all of the same Form at the Grammar School. The juniors
of 8t. Jim’s wore prepared for war at once, but Gordon Gay
& Co. wero not on the war-path. The odds were too heavily
against them for that

Gay waved his hand amicably.

““Pax1” he exclaimed.

“ Yaas, wathah, deah boys !" said Arthur Augustus.  Pway
do not have any wows now. "I wathah think it would be a
good capah for the Gwammah cads to join us, in oydah to
cclebwate the cccasion.” :

“ Good e{g o

““ Cortainly 1” said Gordon Gay. “ Woe looked in for some
ginger-pop, and we'll fead with anybody. We'ro not par-
ticular, are we, Monkey?"”

“Certainly not!” said Frank Monk.
Nobody’s likely to see us.”

““Oh, don’t funny !” said Tom Morry.
fead. It's Gussy’s treat.”

‘“Yaas, wathah!”

The Grammarians lost no time in acoepting tho invitation.

The 8t. Jim’s fellows made room for them, and they

“I'm quite willing.

“Walk up and

squeezed up to the counter, and Mrs. Murphy attended to,

their wants.

They gave their orders liberally,

““ Ginger-pop !

“ Lemonade !"

“Jam tarts!”’

¢ Currant cuke |”

‘“ Pork pies!” 3

Try the Lam,” said Fatty Wynn, with a beatific smile on
his fat face. ‘I can recommend the ham. I've had some.”

“So we will! Ham, please!”

‘“ Have some of the cold beef with it. I've tried it, and it's
all right.”

NEXT
THURSDAY 1
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One Penny. §
*Cood!” ;
“The pork pies are good, too. I've tried 'em.” %
‘“ Ha, ha, ka!” I
“So are the patties. 1've tried 'om.”
“Go hon!”

“ And the veal pies, too. I’ve had some.”

‘“ Anything you haven’t had?” asked Gordon Gay.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!” §

““ Walk up, deah boys! Pway don’t stint youiselves.’

“ We'ro not going to!”

“No fear!” ? ‘

“The jam tarts are a bit stale,”” said Fatty Wynn., “ The |
cream puffs aro good. I've only had nine jam tarts; I don’t
cara for 'em.”

“My word !’ murmured Gordon Gay. ‘ How many would |
he have if he did care for 'em?”’ i

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!” 2 veiid

“1 asked you for some cream puffs,”” said Fatty Wynn ro- |
prc{)ruchfully. * Mrs. Murphy, I asked you for some cream
puffs,

‘I gave them to you, Master Wynn,”

“No; you only gave me six.”

“I—T'll get some more.”

“Give me a dozen marmalade tarts to go on with, then,”

““ C-certainly I’ gasped Mrs. Murphy.

““ And I'll have some more ginger-beer. And I may as well
have a pot of that strawberry jam, if you'll give me a spoon.
I'm fond of jam.” / A

“Go it, Fatty!” said Figgins admirgly. “ Keep up the
reputation of the New House.”

“T’'m going to, Figgy!” e TSk

“It's a ripping feed!” said Figgins. “ Blessed if I re-
member having one as good as this since the time we had that
fig-pudding. You remember the fig-pudding, Fatty "’ o

*“Oh, bang it all, Figgy, don't talk about that now ! re-
monstrated Fatty Wynn. “Don’t spoil my appetite when
I'm just having a good time.”

““Spoil your appetite?”

“Yes, by talking about that awful fig-pudding.’

*‘ That what?"’

* Awful fig-pudding.”

‘“ Ha, ha, ba!”

Figgins looked excited.

It was a jolly good fig-pudding ! ho exclaimed warmly.
“I know thero wasn’'t much of it left, anyway.”

““Oh, don’t!”

“You jolly well polished it off——""

“T know it nearly polished me off—""

“ Look here, Fatty Wynn——""

““Oh, don’t jaw now, Iiggy! Can't you see I'm busy?”’

¢ You ass——"" »

“Order I” said Tom Merry. * Family quarrels not allowed
here. Wire into the jam tarts, Figq_v, and never mind the
fig-pudding.”

And Figgins grunted, and wired into the jam tarts.

Arthur Augustus surveyed the scene with a pleased smile.

ITe liked to see happy faces round him, and there was no
doubt that all the fellows were enjoying themselves.

School House and New House and %}rnmmur School were
on the best of terms now.

*“This comes like corn in Egypt,” Jack Wootton remarked.
““We'vo just had a long walk, and we were feeling too hungry
to walk back to school without a snack, you know.” S

“Try the sausages,” said Fatty Wynn. * They're good.”

“Tave you tried 'em?” grinned Gordon Gay.

‘“Well, I had seven, so I know they're nlr right. I was
going to try them, but I had some of the veal patties instead.””

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

““Ginger-pop, Mrs. Murphy.”

‘“ Lemonade here.”

‘‘ Pass the tarts.”

“ Cheese-cakes, please.”

‘“ And vanilla jellies.”

‘ Mine's an ice.”

Mother Murphy had never been so busy in her lifo. Iler
stock, too, showed some signs of petering out. More than
once she had to reply that some particular article called for
was exhausted. But the juniors were accommodating. If
they couldn’t have one thing, they were quite willing to have
another,

As jam-tarts and cream-puffs disappeared, tins of biscuits
and bottles of sweets were opened, and these were almost in-
exhaustible. !

Gordon_Gay had scen some considerable feeds, both at St.
Jim's and the Grammar School, but the extent of this one
surprised him. i

“ Did you say Gussy was footing this little bill?” he asked.’

‘e Yes ’

g Yuu.. wathah, deah boy!"
““ Have you been robbing a bank, then?”
“ Weally, Gay—""
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“ Or have you come into a fortune?” >
“ I'm wathah flush at F\vcéent."ﬁ ; )

“Good! We'll soon alter all that!” grinned Frank Monk,
*Ha, ha, ha!’ 5 ; &k S % :
©Oh, Gussy’s all right!” said Monty Lowther.

coount and a bank-book.”

$ My hat "’

“You're rotling ! 42 S

** Honour bright!”’ said Tom Merry, -

* Let's see the giddy book,” :

- D'Arcy held up the cheque-book. 5 i

“ My word! Then it’s true!” said Gordon Gay. ““ Well,

- must say some chaps have all the luck 1”?

1 haven't dwawn any chegues so fah,” said D'Arey. “I

(LR VY goin,’ to give Mrs. Murphy the first cheque in the book,
"ol

ou see.

“ “It will be a rather big chéque, I think,” grinned Gordon

Xay. : :

* That's all wight, deah boy !”

/" There’s o crowd gathering round the shop,” Tom Merry

emarked, looking out of the doorway. “ Rylcombe is in-

sorested,'” . . »

“ Let 'em look 1 E
ite a_crowd of village lads were staring into the shop.

- Phe econtinual popping of corks, and the voices and loud

Ryleombe, R 3 :
Arvthue Avgustus recognised his old acquaintances Pilcher

lially. #ia N e ot :

“ Pway come in, deah boys!” he exclaimed. *“ I'm standin’
- aweat, and there’s enough for all I
Pilcher winked at Grimes.

** That's good mnoug]x," he remarked.
“ What-ho ! said ‘Grimes. s ’

* Uome in, deah boys—all of you! Those who can’t get
., give their orders, and we'll pass out the stuff !”’

ot Phew ! said Tom: Merry. 4

Ag there were a ‘dozen or fifteen fellows outside the shop,
the order was a big one. But D’Arcy, in the consciousness
. of having inexhaustible funds at his command, was simply
verflowing with. hospitality. = .

Needless
orders. :
Some of them could not, be fulfilled, because Mrs, Murphy’s
jock was running out, but there was ample ginger-beer and
biscuits and cake. ;
‘I’he feast was a royal one.

Tom Merry looked at his watch at last. :
' “Time we pot back, or we shall be late for locking up !”?
i h? o.\cv’l’ninmd. “ Give Gussy his little bill, Mrs. Murphy,
| please, :
** Certainly, Master Merry.”
~ Muys. Murphy had been keeping a rough aceount on a sheot
- of sugar paper. The hieroglyphics she inseribed there had no
~ meaning for anyone but herself; her system of booking, like
the documents that are sometimes advertised for, was of no
valuo "'to auyono but the owner. She seemed to make
meaning out of it, however, and after wrinkling her forehead
| over the sum, she at last presented Arthur Augustus with his
| account,
' D’Arcy glariced at the paper.
. ““Nine pounds, eight shillings and thweepence,” he re-
I marked,
“ Bv GOOi‘R‘G!"
‘“My only hat "
DArcy did not turn a hair.
o hig pocket.

* Can you lend me a pen, Mrs. Murphy?’ he asked.

* Certainly, Master D’Arcy !” saidrtlm good dame, much
impressed by the chaque-book. ‘‘ Here it is, and the ink.”
“ Thank, you vewy much.”

Arthur Augustus filled in the cheque.

Then he marked off the amount on the counterfoil, and
tore the cheque from the book, and passed it across the
counter, :

The juniors watched him in great admiration.

‘“ Thank you, Master D’Arcy,” said Mother Murphy, care-
fully blotting the cheque.

“*We will now weturn to St. Jim’s, deah boys.”

* Well, good-bye, and thanks for an awfully ripping feed !””
said Gordon Gay.

o ““ Not at all, deah boy !

. ““Many thanks,” said Frank Monk. “T shall probably
' give you a call soon, Gussy. You're a nice chap to know.”
‘ Ha, ha, ha!”

i

He took his cheque-book from

i

. And the Grammarians went their way. Tom Merry &

- Uo. took the road to St. Jim’s, and Pilcher and Grimes and

the rest gave D’Arcy a cheer as he departed, to which the
Tuk Gem Ligrary.—No. 127,

‘“ He's
olling in filthy lucre. kHis'pn,ter has” just given him a bank

aughter had attracted most of the youthful idlers of

wnd Grimes among them, and waved his hand to them cor- *

to ray, the village lads promptly gave their ,

et S
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swell of St. Jim’s responded by gracefully bowing and raising
his silk hat, i :

—

CHAPTER 10.

: - The Chance of a Lifetime. 5
KIMPOLE of the Shell came along the Fourth-Form

passage in the School House, and tapped at the door
of Study No. 6. The chums of the Fourth were
there, busily engaged upon their prep., and as they did not
want to be interrupted, they took no notice of the tap.
Skimpole waited a moment, and tapped again.

There was no response. '

The amateur Socialist of St. Jim’s opened the door, and
blinked into the study through his big spectacles.

Blake, Herries, Digby, and Arthur Augustus D’Arey were
seated round the table, at work, and they all looked up #t
Skimpote. :

The amateur Socialist eritered the study, and blinked at
them in a rather perplexed way.

‘I tapped at the door,” he remarked.

** Yes, we heard you,” said Blake,

““ You did not me to come in,”

““ Exa.ctly.” > % r

“ 8till, we'll tell you to get out, to make mattors even,”
said Digby.

“ Yes, get out.”

““ Outside |’

“1 presume you are joking,” said Skimpole.  “ 1 came
here to speak to D’Arcy, on a rather important matter,”

“I don’t see what for,” growled Blake. * Wo're doing
our prep. Can’t you go and speak to Tom Merry on a rather
important matter instead?’’ 7 L

** Really, Blake, you are absurd! I——"

“ Well, go and try young Wally,” said Blake. ‘““He's in
the Third Form-room.” I dare say he'd like you to speak to
him upon a rather important matter.”

» “ Really—"

““ Or there’s Gore, the chap in your own study. If you've
got a rather important matter to speak of, you ought to give
your own study-mate first chance.’ :

‘“" But 14]

“ Or try those chaps in the end study. Kangaroo would
be delighted to discuss a rather important matter with you.”

Skimpole blinked at Jack Blake. Blake’s face was quite
grave, and the amateur Socialist had not the faintest idea
that he was joking.

“ You misunderstand me, Blake,” he said. ‘‘ The matter
is rather important, and it concerns D’Arcy, hence my desire
to discuss it with him.” -

“* Weally Skimmay—""

“1 hear that D’'Arcy
present from his father.”

*“ Yaas, wathah!” A

“Good!  You are now in command of a large sum of
money-———""

‘* A pwetty fair amount, Skimmay, but—-"" :

* Very good. Now, you are aware that I have written @
book—a_ large book—on the subject of Socialism. I have
practically finished the book now It is called * Socialism
and Determinism as Applied to Modern Problems, with some
Chapters on Political Eoohomly, and Remarks upon the Grave
Tailings of the Modern Social System—— " :

“Jolly good,” said Blake, “it’s those short,® natty titles
that sell a book.”

‘* Ha, ha, ha!”

*“The title does not really describe the whole contents of
the book,” said Skimpole. “ But I thought I had better keep
it short. The book deals with the whole of the modern
oroblem. Tt begins with evolution, and traces the rise of the
Lumnn jrace from a speck of jelly floating in a primeval

i

has received a cheque-book as a

sea—

‘* Is that starting far enough back?’ asked Blake anxiously.
* You really begin at the beginning, you know.”

I think that is far enough back for practical -purposes.
Having traced the rise of the modern curse of civilisation, T
proceeﬁ to show how it can be abolished, and a better state

wstituted in  its  place.
1ong—""

‘“ The what?”’ ;

*“ The groans of the toiling milliong——""

“You %\aven’t got those in your book, surely?”

“Yes. You see—"" 3

“Is it a book or a gramophone?’ demanded Blake. |
“Blessed if I know how you're going to reproduce groans
exeept on a gramophone record I”’ 2 -

“i speak figuratively. The groans of the toiling millions
will reach the air through the medium of my book. 1 have
a splendid idea——""

** Only one—in the whole book

The groans of the toiling mil-
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“I am not now alluding to the book. T have a splendid
idea—it flashed into my mind as soon as I heard about
D’Arey’s cheque-book.”

‘‘ Bai Jove!”

*“It is this—that D’Arcy should stand the cost of publish-
ing the book,” said Skimpole. ‘‘I have written to several
{mblish(‘rs, but most of them have not replied. In fact, 1
iave had only one reply, from the publishers of the ‘ New
Epoch,” a Socialist paper. They say they cannot see their
way at present to publishing my book, {mt are willing to
supply the ‘New Epoch’ to me for a subscription of six-
and-six a_year. It is very kind of them, but it was not
exactly what T wanted.”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Now, if D'Arcy cares to finance the publication of my
book, it will be an excellent way to expend his bank account :
and the profits will soon roll in, and fully repay him,” said
Skimpole, blinking at the swell of 8t, Jim’s, * What do youa
say, D’Arey?”

‘“ Wathah not.”

“ Pray reflect.

g The groans of the toiling millions—""

way wing off, Skimmay !’
“ You see, it will be what they call poetical justice, if the

“Try the ham,” said Fatty Wynn, with a beatific smile on his fat face, ‘I can recommend
the ham, I've had some,”

P
funds of a family of landowning parasites is used to propa-
rate Socialism,” said Skimpole eagerly. ‘‘ 1 expect the pub
lﬁ('nfi()h of my book to be immediately followed by the
establishment of Socialism in the country. Then the land
will be restored to the people, to whom it rightly belongs, and
from whom it has been wickedly withheld for so long—"

‘“ Bai Jove!”

“ Could you serve a more glorious cavse?’ exclaimed Skim-
pole enthusiastically. ** My friends, Socialism is almost upon
us. It is coming—it is coming——""

“ And you are Jack
“ There’s the door.”

‘“ Really, Blake——""

“You see, we have our prep. to get done, whether
Socialism is coming or not. You can shut up or travel.”

‘“ A sincere Socialist never shuts up.”

‘“Ha, ha! 1 shouldn’'t wonder! In that case he gets the
order of the boot,” said Blake. * Now, run away and play,
like a good ass.”

‘1 have made a suggestion to D’Arcy——

“ Declined with thanks, deah boy,” said Arthur Augusius,
turr,z’ing his monocle upon Skimpole. “I wegard you as an
ass,

Blake, getting up.

going,” said

"
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“Really, D' Arcy—""

*“ Pway get out !’

“But such an opportunity as this will never recur,”t urged
Skimpole. ‘“Think of it! My book, consisting of three
hundred and seventy-five chapters, is now complefed—-""

* (tood-bye !

“1t waits only for publication, and then it will change
g](jk whole fac: of society. You had better think again,

'Arcy. g

‘“We've got to get our prep done!” roared Blake.

“Yes, but——""

“Get out !”

“I must urgo you, D’Arcy, 1o reconsider your decision.
This glorious opportunity of establishing Socialiém——""

“Will you go?” - :

“No, Blake, I will not go. It is my dufy to remain, and
urge this matter upon I’Arcy until he consents——""

“Bai Jove !”

“Buch an opportunity will never rocur,
be rescued from the darkness of barbarism,
wallows, and—-""

“Bai Jove! I believe he’s wound up.”

Blake took the amateur Socialist by the shoulders, and
_gently twisted him out of the study. Skimpole spun round

i the s)assage, and sat on the linoleum.

““Oh!" he gasped.

Blake slammed the door, and returned to the table.

“Of all the fearful asses——"" he began.

The door opened.

Herhert Skimpole blinked into the study.

“1 must repeat, D’Arcy——"

“ (et out I roared Blake.

“That this is an opportunity that will never—— Oh!”

A cushion smote Skimpole on the chest, and he was swept
across the passage. There was a loud bump as he fell.
Blake kitked the door shut.

Skimpole did not open it again.

CHAPTER 11.
A Small Cheque for Mellish.

ELLISH, of the Fourth, tapped at the door of Study

No. 6 about ten minutes later, and put his head in.

There was an agreeable smirk upon the face of

Mellish—or a smirk that was meant, at all events,

to be agreeable. The cad of the Fourth was on the worst

possible terms with the chums of No. 6; but that did not

matter to Mellish, ITis smile told the chums at once that

he had heard the story of the cheque-book, and they eyed

him grimly as he came in, almost wriggling in his intenso
desire to be agreeable.

“ I've heard about the cheque-boolk, D’Arey,” he remarked.

“ Weally !

“Yes. I congratulate you.”

“Thank you vewy much.” .

“1 wanted to speak to you, you know,” went on Mellish
confidentially. It hu,ppons that at the present moment I
am rather short of tin.” ‘

“(Go hon!”

“And if you cared to draw me a small cheque, I’ve no
doubt Mrs. Taggles would cash it, and then—-"

‘ Clertainly, deah boy,”” said D’Arcy.

Blake snorted.

“Rats! Shove that cheque-book back in your pocket,
Gussy !”

“Weally, Blake——"

“You know jolly well that Lord Eastwood warned you not
to be extravagant.”

“Yaas, but—""

“Well, we're nol going to let you be extravagant,” said
Blake. ““It would be the worst kind of extravagance to
waste tin on a chap like Mellish.”

“Look here, Blake——"" began Mellish.

‘“Oh, you cheese it!”

“T think D’Avrcy ought to be allowed to do as he likes with
his own bank account,” said the cad of the Fourth. “If I
were D’Arcy, I should refuse to be dictated to.”

“Would you weally, deah boy ?"’

“Yes, rather,” said Mellish emphatically.
a friend a small cheque if he wanted one.”

‘“But you are not my fwiend, Mellish.”

Mellish smiled a sickly smile.

= \j’ell, I've always tried to be, D’Arcy. I always liked

ou.

“ Yaas, but=—-"

“ Perhaps other fellows have misrepresented me to you,”
said Mellish, with a venomous look at Blake. “I've always
tried to show that I liked you.”

“ My hat!” said Blake.

“Bai Jove, have you weally 2" said D'Arcy. “ Were you
twyin' to show how much you liked me when you twod on
mﬁ‘fool‘ yesterday afternoon in class?”
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“T-t-that was an accident ?" 4

I pwesume you were merely displayin’ fwiendship at the
time you put the tweacle in my Sunday toppah.”

‘“ Well, you see——""

“And it was out of pure wegard that you put the soot in
my collar-box.”

ellish tried to grin.

“T-f-that was a joke.”

“Oh, 1 see, just a fwiendly joke!"

¢ Exactly,”

. I should wathah advise your not keepin' up that sort of
joke with your fwiends,” said D’Arcy. ‘“It might lead to
misunderstandin’.”’

“Ye-e-03, but—""

“I wemembah I punched your nose about the soot——""

“I—I don’t mind.”

“I hope your nose is all wight now."

“ Yes, thanks, it’s—it’s all right now.”

“Vewy good lake, deah boy, I weally think you must
have misjudged lish. He has come here aftah havin’
his nose punched to pwoffah me his fwiendship in a weally
hearty _wu{;;

“Quite hearty,” said Mellish.

Blake sniffed. -.

“ He’s after the giddy cheque-book, you ass!”

““ Nothing of the sort,” said Mellish. “IUs like Blake to
attribute mercenary motives to others. should feel
exactly the same amount of friendship towards D'Arcy if ho
had no mc)neil at all.”’

“I’ve not the slightest doubt about that,” grinned Blake ;
“but you wouldn't be trying to humbug him." :

“Look here, Blake—"

“ Weally, Blake, pewwaps you are wathah too wuff on
Mellish.”

“Oh, rats!” growled Blake.

He did not understand D’Arcy at all.

He knew that Mellish was making u]> to the elegant junior
from the most sordid of motives; and, 1mmocent and unsus-
pecting as D’Arcy usually was, 1t was surprising that ha
could not see it himself, for he had never trusted Mellish.

Between Mellish, with his caddish and treacherous ways,
and the open-hearted swell of the School House, tho
:Itﬁta{.‘gonism was indeed keener than between Mellish and

ake,

“ Weally, Blake, I wegard wats as a diswespectful ex-
pwession,” said Arthur Augustus. ‘I fail to see any weason
why I should not give Mellish a small cheque.”

¢ Certainly not,” said Mellish.

“Oh, do as you like!" grunted Blake.
ass___‘.

“ I wefuse to be called an ass—"" -

“ And a champ—""

“1 decline to be chawactewised as a chump, Blake. I
wegard the expwession as most oppwobwious.”

*Br-r-r-r."

“That is a merely unintelligible wemark, and I disdain to
weply to it. I think I will give Mellish a small cheque,
exactly pwoportioned to the fwiendship he feels for me."”

And the swell of the Fourth opened his cheque-book, and
drew a cheque, and blotted it, and handed it across to
Mellish.

“Thanks, awfully !” said Mellish, as he took the cheque.

1’ Arcy waved his hand in a lordly way.

“ Not at all, deah boy.” ;

“ Well, now cut off, Mellish,” said Blake curtiy

But Mellish did not stir. g z

He held the cheque in his hand, and he was standing look-
ing at it with an expression of amazement on his face.

“I1—I say, there’s some mistake,” he stammezed. *° You—
you've filled in the wrong amount, D’Arcy.”

“The w'ong amount, deah boy. Imposs.”

“Yes; look here.”

Mellish held out the cheque, and the chums looked at it.
Then they laughed. The order to the banker read off : ““ Pay
to P. Mellish, the Sum of One Penny.—Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy.”

D’Arey adjusted his monocle carefully, and looked at the
cheque.  Then he turned the eyeglass upon Mellish.

“ Well, what's w'ong with that cheque; deah boy?” he
asked.

Mellish stared at him.

“It’s for a penny,” he said.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“ But—but—"" :

“1t’s a small cheque, deah boy,” explained D'Arcy. ¢ You
asked for a small cheque. That's a small one.” ;

““ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Blake, and Digby, and Herries.

Mellish’s face was almost green. y

“T—I say, I suppose this is a joke,” he said.

D’Arcy nodded serenely. > :

“ Exactly, deah boy; it's a joke.”

“You're an
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‘ But—you’re—going—to—to change this for a bigger
cheque.”

‘ Not at all.”
¢ But—"

“I said I would make the amount of the cheque exactly
pwoportioned to the amount of fwiendship you feel for me,”
said Arthur Augustus. “I am only afwaid that I have
made the cheque weally wathah too large.”

Mellish looked daggers at the swelf at 8t Jim’s. The
others roared. The cad of the Fourth crumpled the cheque
in his fingers.

“You—you rotters!” he muttered,

D’Arcy shook an admonishing finger at him.

“If you had come to me and said that you would like a
loan, ‘although we had always been on bad terms, that would
have been all wight,” he said; *‘but to come here with a
wotten pwetence of fwiendship——""

Slam !

Moellish had left the study, leaving the cheque—the small
cheque—in fragments on the floor.

CHAPTER 12.
- Binks is Made Happy.
HE next day Arthur Augustus D’Arcy found himself the
most remarkable fellow at St. Jim’s.
A junior who possessed a cheque-book, with a sum at
the bank which seemed inexhaustible to fellows who
geldom had more than a few shillings at a time, was a
novelty at St. Jim's, and they were all interested in him.

'l‘herq was no ‘‘swank’” about Arthur Augustus, and that
made him all the more interesting, and prevented any feclings
of ill-nature or envy from cropping up.

The swell of St. Jim’s had generally had plenty of money,
and the others were used to that; and his manner did not
change now that he was permanently flush.

He had rather an airy way of taking his cheque-book out
and drawing a cheque, that was all; but that really excited
only admiration.

D’Arcy borrowed a fountain pen from Monty Lowther to
carry about with him for convenience in drawing cheques
when wanted,

During the first day several cheques, some of them for good
amounts, were drawn in favour of Mrs. Mimble at the scﬁwol
tuckshop.

The juniors all considered that a fellow with -a banking
account was good for unlimited feeds; and D’Arcy was far
too generous and far too thoughtless in money matters to
deny any claimant.

Imrecumous juniors developed a sudden and ryemarkable
attachment for D’Arcy, and he could have held quite a court
if he had chosen.

Even Upper Form fellows heard about the cheque-book,
and asked D’Arcy to let them see it, and honoured him by
accepting small cheques. 3

To decline a loan to a senior was difficult when he knew
that there was the money to be had, and D’Arcy drew cheques
for Sefton, of the New House, and Knox, the prefect, and
several more seniors, the money to be repaid at some time in
the hazy future.

Among his own chums, of course, hiz generosity had no
bounds.

Fortunately for him, his own chums were by no means in-
clined to plunder him, or sponge on him in any way, or they
might have done it to their heart’s content.

hat the rich youth should stand unlimited feeds was only
right, but that was as far as it went. ; !

‘“Well, what does it feel like being a giddy millionaire?’
T?m lMerry asked D’Arcy, when he met him after afternoon
gchool.

D’Arcy smiled.

‘1 wathah like it,”” he replied. ‘‘Tt’s a wippin’ good ideah
of the governah’s. Nothin’ like givin’ a chap a decent sum
of money to make him feel a sense of wesponsibility.”

Tom Merry laughed.

** Are you looking after your moncy 2’

e %ﬂ.as, wathah ””

‘‘ Keeping a careful account of every cheque you draw?*

D’Arcy hesitated. Y

** Well, T did at first,” he said. ‘I began by entahin’ the
full amount, and so on, on the counterfoil, you know. But I
forgot some of them; and, upon the whole, it's wathah a
bore. The bankah can do that just as easily as I can.”

‘“The banker.”

“Yaas. What's a bankah for if he doesn’t keep your
accounts for you?”’

* But f'ou won't know when all the money’s gone,”

‘““Oh, I expect the bankah will let me know.”

‘‘Ha, ba! I rather think he will!”” grinned Tom Merry.
“But what 1 mean is, you won’t know how the money’s
going, and it will come to an end all of a sudden, and leave
you on the heach, perhaps.”
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““Oh, that’s all wight,” said D’Arc :
mean to make it last

pounds is an awful lot of money, and
all this term and next.”

“ But_____”

‘1 shall send in my pass-book at the end of the term, and
then I shall see exactly how I stand.” : .

‘‘ Ha, ha, ha!”’

D’Arcy turned his monocle inquiringly upon the hero of
the Shoﬁ.

“I weally fail to see any weason for laughtah, Tom
Mewwy,” he remarked. ;

“T was thinking that there mayn’t be any money left at
the end of the term, that’s all, at the rate you're gomg on,”
said Tom Merry. y y

“Oh, wats! = There's heaps, you know.  Besides, if the
}_)anknh wants any more moncy, I can send him a cheque
or it.”’

“ Eh i?’

“T've got sixty cheques in the book, you know, and T've
only used six or seven. I can always keep one for the
bankah.”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy—"" ;

“Oh, Gussy, you ought to be the head of a big bizney in
the City,” almost sobbed Tom Merry. * You ought, really.
You’d make such a ripping business man.”

“ Well, as a mattah of fact, I wathah fancy myself as a
busip’ess man,” said D'Arcy. ‘I fail to see what amuses

ou,
‘‘ Ha, ha, ha!” : it

Tom Merry staggered away to relate D’Arcy’s intentions to
Manners and Lowther. The swell of St. Jim’s looked after
him with a puzzled expression. ;

“I wegard Tom Mewwy as an ass,”” he murmured. *I
suppose the bankah would accept a cheque on his own bank-—
he would know that was all wight. I wegard that duffah as
a howlin’ ass.”

And D’Arcy strolled away. He was debating in his mind
whether he should purchase a new bicycle now that he ceuld
draw a cheque to pay for it, and he strolled under the elms
to think it out. Three fags of the Third Form followed him.
They were Wally, Jameson, and Gibson. .The scamps of the
Third were on the track of the cheque-book. Wally had .
divided his sovereign tip with his major, so it was only fair
that Arthur Augustus should share out his good fortune; so
Wally thought, at all events. ;

D’Arcy stopped as he walked into the shadow of the trees.

He did not observe the Third-Formers in the distance. It
was the sound of a gulping breatl, suspiciously like a sob,
that made him stop.

Ho glanced round through his monocle.

* Bai Jove, Binks!”

Binks, the School House page, was standing under one of
the elms, the picture of misery. Binks’s face was not very
clean, and a couple of big tears rolling down it had made a
whitish furrow. He blinked at D’Arcy.

““ What's the mattah, deah boy?” asked D’Arcy, touched at
once.

*“Oh, Master D’Arcy!”

‘““ Has Goah been waggin’ you?”’

“Oh, no, Master Gore never rags me now.””

“Vewy good. Then what's the mattah?”

“1—I—T've lost my money,” said Binks.
sovereign. It's gone.” ‘

‘‘Bai Jove!”

“Tt must 'ave slipped through a ’ole in my pocket,” said
Binks miserably. ‘1 was goin’ to the post-hoffice, and when
I got there it was gone.”

““The post-office was?’ asked I’Arcy, in astonishment.

Binks grinned through his grimy tears,

“No, Master D’Arcy; the sovereign.”

“Bai Jove, it’'s wathah weckless of you to have holes in
your pockets, Binks!” said Arthur Augustus, with a shake
of tho head. *‘ You can’t afford to lose soveweigns, you know.
But what were you takin’ a soveweign to the post-office for?””

5 gg §ret a postal-order, Master D’Arcy,” groaned Binks.

“ ! ’

Arthur Augustus understood.  Binks, the bufttons of the
School House, was a curious youth in many respects, with a
fervent desira.to start in life in the Rocky Mountains as a
masked highwayman, But his heart was in the right place,
and some of the fellows knew that he sent home the greater
part of his wages to his mother to help in the maintenance
of a horde of smaller Binkses.

D’Arcy felt for his cheque-book and the fountain-pen.

“It’s all wight, Binks,”” he said.

“ How is it, Master D’Arcy? I—"

“T've got a cheque-book,” explained D’Arcy.
you n,hcl’n,eque for the amount.”

“Tt was a

“Tl give

“Dwy your teahs, deah boy. It’s all wight.”
HE Gem Lisrary.—No. 127,
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Binks turned scarlet. :
“Oh, Master D’Arcy, I—1 didn’t mean that—I never
thougzlt—-l didn’t know you could give away a sovereign.

“That's all wight, deah boy.” ;

D’Arcy rested the cheque-book on his kneo, and wrote out
the cheque. He handed it to the astonished page.

“There you are, Binks.” <

“kO’h, thank you, Master D’Arcy! T'll save up and pay it

c L

“Wats! You won't do anythin’ of the sort. Go and get
it posted.”

“Thank you so much, Master D’Arcy.”

“Wats! Buzz off!” : -

And Binks buzzed off, with his face bright-and his heart
lightened. D’Arcy slipped the cheque-book back into his
pocket, feeling quite satisfied. Doubtless, ho had wasted a
good deal of the money placed to his account by Lord East-
wood ; but he had done at least one good deed by means of
his cheque-book.

CHAPTER 13,
Another in Trouble. B

# USSY I”

Arthur Augustus turned round as the heroes of
the Third came up. He adjusted his eyeglass, and
stared at them.

“ Weally, Wally, I wish you would put on a clean collah
he exclaimed.

“Why, this was a clean one this afternoon!” exclaimed
Wally indignantly.

“Bai Jove, it’s a soiled one now !"

“Rats "

“ Weally, Wally

“Look here, I didn’t como here to talk collars,” said Wally.
I'm hard up. ' One good turn deserves another. Savvy?”

“1 wegard that as a vulgah expwession.”

“I could do with a poung," said Wally.

“If you are in want of money, deah boy, I shall be vewy
{:loasod to dwaw you a cheque,” said D’Arcy, and the cheque-
ook came out again.

Wally grinned.

“That’s exactly how the case stands,” he said. ‘ Make it
a pound, Mrs. Taggles will cash it.”

f0Oh, T say,” exclaimed Curly Gibson warmly, ‘“ what’s tho
z00d of a pound! He's just given young Binks a pound. I
saw him,”

“Shut up, Curly.”

““Sha’n’t!” said Curly.

‘“ Weally—"" .

“Well, say, two pound ten,” said Jameson. ‘‘That’s
Hotter, Wally. May as well make hay while the sun shines,
you know.”*

Wally shook his head.

“We're not going to plunder Gussy,” he said.
Gussy have a half-sov. out of my tip.
me & whole sov. That's all right.””

* Look here, make it two pounds.”

“Rats "

“It’s a waste,” said Jameson indignantly. I don’t ap-
prove of wasting money. Make it two pounds, Wally.”

* More rats!”

“ Look here—-""

“Shut up, Jimmy. Make the cheque for one pound, Gussy.
. daro say I shall come to you for another later, but that's
enough for now.”

“Vewy well, Wally.”

And Arthur Augustus drew a cheque for a pound for hig
minor,

Wally took it with a grin. Jameson and Gibson were
looking wrathful. To have a major with a cheque-book, and
not ask him for more than a pound, seemed to them the
oxtreme of folly. They were very much inclined to turn upon
their chum and bump him

“Come on,” said Wally.

“You ass!” said Jameson.

“You frabjous chump " growled Curly.

“Rats! Are you coming to the tuckagop?”

That was an invitation it was impossiblo to resist. Jameson
and Gibson swallowed their wrath, and followed Wally to
Damo Taggles’s little shop, where the good damo cashed the
cheque with great willingness, and the greater part of it was
immediately expended in eatables and drinkables.

Arthur Augustus went to cricket practice, and soon forgot
all about the scamps of the Third. But he was not yet done
with them.

As he went back towards the School House a little later, he
heard the sound of a loud sob close at han

Ye glanced round in surprise.

‘“Boo-hoo!”"
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A diminutive form was on one of the benches under the
elms, and it had its face buried in its hands, but D’Arcy
recognised Gibson of the Third.

The fag was weeping bitterly. :

Arthur Augustus, with his tender heart touched at once,
came towards Curly Gibson, and tapped him on the shoulder.
The fag gave a start, as if in surprise, and looked wup.

“Boo-hoo!”

“ What's the mattah, deah boy?” asked D’Arcy sympa-
thetically. ¢

*“ Boo-hoo !”’

“ Are you hurt?’

‘“No. Boo-hoo!”

“What is it, then? I'm sowwy to sce you like this,” said
the swell of the Fourth. ‘I twust no one has been bullyin’
ou. If anyone has, tell me who it is and I'll give him a
cahful thwashin’.”

“Tt isn’t that. Boo-hoo!™

“Then what is it ?"

“ M-m-m-my grandmother!” sobbed Curly,

“Bai Jove!”

“ Boo-hoo "’

¥ What's the mattah with your gwandmothah, deah boy?
I sincerely twust that she is not dead 7"’ said D’Ardy.

“N-no! Boo-hoo!”

i “(?a?i Jove! I suppose you're not cwyin' because she’s not
dead?”’

“Ow! Boo-hoo!”
“ What's the mattah with her, Curlay?”’
“ Bhe—she—she’'s—— Boo-hoo!”

" '&Yuns?l)

“I was going to—to send her a—a postal-order,” sobbed
Curly.  “S8he’s poor, you know--awfully poor, and—and I
was going to send her a postal-order.”’

‘:}‘llait was vewy decent of you, Curlay.”

Y e et el

5 An{thin' happened to the postal-ordah 7"

“I—I—I've lost it!”

‘“ Bai Jove!”

“ Boo-hoo!”’

“ How weally wemarkable! The same thing happened to
Binks. It is vewy unfortunate that you lost the postal-ordah.

How much was it for?”

* A-a-a p-p-pound.”’

“ How cuwious! It was a pound that Binks lost.
weally 2 most wemarkable coincidence.”

“ Boo-hoo !"’

“ Pway dor’t cwy, deah boy. TI'll give you a cheque for
a pound to send to your gwandmothah,” said D’Arcy.

Out came the cheque-book and the fountain-pen.  Curly
Gibson bestowed a wink upon the pigeons in the quad., but
as D'Arcy glanced at him, he became grave again.

“ Botter make it payable to me,” he said.  “ M-m-my
grandmother is sn old” woman, and—and won’t understand
choquos Il cash it, and—and send her a postal-order.”

“Vowy well. Mrs, Taggles will cash it for you.”

“Right-ho !”

“Curly! Curly!”

Curly Gibson looked alarmed. It was the voice of Wally,
calling through the eclms. D’Arcy was writing out the
cheque in his leisurely manner. He never did anything in a
hurry.

¢ Curly 1 : :

“ That is Wally callin’ you,” said D’Arcy, pausing with the
fountain-pen.

“Yos; that's all right—buck up!”

“ Yaas, but——"

“ Have you finished?”

“ Yaas i

“ Gimme the cheque, then!™

“ All except signin’—""

“QOh, buck up!”

“Curly! Oh, here you are!”

Wally came upon the scene, looking rather red and breath-
less. He stared at Curly Gibson and Arthur Augustus.

“I've been looking for you, you ass!” he exclaimed.
¢ Jameson's waiting, too. What d:o dickens are you doing
here?”

“Oh, buzz off I" said

“You’ll come with me now.
herrings.”

“ You get the frying-pan ready, and—""

“Rats! Come on!”

“ Here you are,” said Arthur Augustus. “It's wet.
Cawwy it in your hand till it's dwy, unless you've got some
blottin’-papah.”’ I

Wally stared at the cheque. :

““What on earth’s that for?” he exclaimed.

“Ip’s all wight, Wally—"

“ What are you giving Curly a cheque for?”

It is

-
Curly hastily. “I'll join you!”
You've got to cook the
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“It’s .all right,”” said Curly. “ Come on.”

Wally jerked the cheque from his hand.

“It's not all right,” he said. I told you Gussy wasn't to
be plundered. I toll you I won’t have it.”

‘“Weally, Wally——"?

“Don’t you be an ass, Gus.

.: lﬁ;;;,'f’or Curlay Gibson’s gwandmothah——""

‘“ His gwandmothah is vewy poor, and Curlay has lost a
gostul-ord&h he was goin’ to send her, so it’s all wight. Give
im the cheque.” i

Wally stared at Arthur Augustus, and then at Curly
iibson. The face of the latter became very red. Wally tore
the cheque into fragments.

“ Here, hold on!” exclaimed Curly.

“ Bai Jove, Wally—""

“You ass!” ejaculated Wally.

“ Weally, Wally—"

“ You chump!”

‘1 wefuse to be called a ¢chump!”

“ You frabjous burbler!”

“1 wegard those expwessions as diswespeetful,
twust you will wemembah that I am your majah.”

“You burbling ass!” said Wally. * Can’t you see that
Curly has been rotting? Ic hasn’t a grandmother!”

“1 have,” said Curly. “I've got two.”

“You don’t send ’em postal-orders, then. Can't you see
that he’s been pulling your leg, Gussy, you ass? He heard

Binks yarning to you, und”hc’s yarning to the same tune to

»

-
“ That’s my cheque.”

Wally, I

squeeze a sov. out of you.
7 \Y,cally, Wally, 1 wefuse to believe anythin’ of the soxt.

‘“ Look here, you buzz off, Welly,” said Curly Gibson.
g Gu.-;sy likes to give me a cheque, why shouldn’t he?
You cut!’

“No fear!” said Wally; and he scized his comrade of the
| Third b;/ the shoulders. ** You young spoofer!  Now,
then—"

“ ow "1

“ Confess!” ;

‘‘ ¥arooh! «Leggo my n-neck!”

“Were you gomg to send a postal-order to your grand-
mother?”

“Yow! Yes! Yarooh! No.”

“ Get off I

“Yowp I”

“Don’'t you be an ass any more, Gussy,”’ said Wally
scverely, “‘ Blessed if I know what'd become of you if you
badn’t me Nere to look after you.”

“ Weally, Wally——"

“Leggo!” gasped Curly Gibson, in a
“Leggo! You're chook-chook-choking me!
or I’ll land you one!”

“You get off! If T find you spoofing Gus again, I'll
squash you! Gus is my major, and nobody’s going to spoof
him but me.”

“ Look here—-""

“Woally, Wally—"

*“Oh, don’t you begin, Gus! Off you go, Gibby !”

And Wally helped Curly Gibson to start by planting his
hoot behind him.  He started, and Wally fohowe(l, still
kicking, as if he meant to dribble Curly Gibson like a footer
across the quadrangle.  Curly broke into a run, and Welly did
the s‘a.mo, and they disappeared through the trees at a great
speed. Tk

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy jammed his monocle in his eye,
and looked after them in great astonishment, and ejaculated:

‘‘ Bai Jove!” .

Then he put his cheque-book and the fountain-pen in his
pocket, and took his way to the School House, looking very
thoughtful,

stifled voice.
Leggo, Wally,

CHAPER 14.
Overdrawn.

HERE never was a more generous fellow than Arthur
Augustus D’Arey, of the Fourth Form at £t. Jim’s,
and Lo proved it amply during the next few days.

Any fellow who wanted a small foan had only to mention
the matter to D’Arcy, and out came the cheque-book.

Blake tried to point out to him that, at this rate, the fifty
pounds Lord Eastwood bad placed to his eredit would not
ast long ; but D’Arey smiled superior.

D’Arcy knew what he was about.

“You see, deah boy, you don’t undahstand biznay,” he
remarked. :

I‘llﬁko jumpIo)d. .,

“Bizney! Do you mean to say that you're scatterving you
loot like this on business principlzs oo hg demanded. %70

“ Well, not exactly, but bankin’ is a wonderful system,”
raid D’Arcy. *‘ You know that the population of the world
is divided into two classcs—those who have money wnd those
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who haven’t. And bankin’ is a system invented to keep your
money gwowin’, you see. You get intewest on money i the
bank, and compound intewest, and so forth, and you weally
nevah know how much money you have.”’

“You don’t get interest on a current account, duffer.”

“I wefuse to bo called a duffah. I suppose I am gettin’
intewest on my money. 1 should decline to bave no
intewest.”’

‘* Ass!”?

“ Weally, Blake—"’

“ And oven if you were getting two and a-half per cent,
that wouldn’t mount up quick enough to cash all the cheques
you're drawing,” said Blake.

*“ You dor}:t undahstand biznay, deah boy.”

“" Y !

“ Weally, Blake, T must decline to be called a. chump! I
wegard it as an oppwobwious expwession!  There 13 no
dangah of my ovah-dwawin’ my account. Why, I have mere
than forty cheques left!” :

" El)'{'l)

“ Weally, Blake, I twust you are not gwowin’ deaf.”

“ What good are the cheques if there’s no money to meet
them?”? roared Blake. G

‘“Weally, Blake—"" :

“1f yon draw a cheque, and there’s no money in the bank
to meet it, it's fraud,” said Blake. ‘' You're liable to prese-
cution.” : :

“ Weally, deah boy, you don’t undahstand bankin’,”” said
1Y’ Arcy patronisingly.  *‘ There’s heaps of money in the
County and Town Bank, Limited. My governah says it is
one of the oldest and safest bunks in England.”

“ But the money there isn’t your money.”

“ Weally, Blake, I must wemark that you are wathah
dense.  As soon as I find my account wunnin’ low, I can
always weplenish it by dwawin’ a cheque in favah of the bank
managah "’

Blake gnspeq,ms Tom Merry had done.

“ Gussy—

Words failed him,

“ Well?? p

“You're too good to be true!” gasped Blake. “Yoa
ought to be staffed and put in a glass cese.  You ought

really.” : :

“1 wefuse to continue the discush., if you are goin’ to
make personal wemarks,” said Avthur Augustus, with a great
deal of dignity.

* Now, look hero——'

“ T decline to do anythin’ of the sort.

“ Let me explain——"" ¢

“ My deah fellow, you can’t tell me anythin’ about bankin’.
I'm quite up to that subject, you know; I wathah fancy |
myself at ﬁg’ures.”

L

I__f ’

“ Let the mattah dwop, deah boy. Now, I was thinkin’
that we'd bettah have new curteins and a new squah of
carpet in the studay.”

lake shook his head.

“ Carpet and curtains cost money,”” he remarked.

1 didn’t expect to win them in a waflle,” said D’Arcy.
“1 am quite aware that they cost money. I have, as a
mattah o? fact, alweady ordahed them.”

“* Ordered them?”

“ Ye" "

“ But wheve's the tin to come from?” demanded Blake.

“Oh, I'll dwaw them a cheque!”

* Ha, ha, ha!”

“T fail to see any cause for this diswespectiul lmuﬂhtuh,
deah boy,” said D' Afty, turning his eyeglass freezingly on
his bhilartous chum. : :

“ Oh, all right, Gussy, you can go ahead with the cheques
said Blake. ** When the cheque comes back unpaid, we can
raise the money to pay the bill I”

* Weally, Blako—"

‘“ And if you get arrested for trying to spoof tradesmen
with dummy cheques, we’ll stand by you and bail you out,”
said Blake affectionately. :

* Weally, you know—

‘' 8o go ahead with the carpet and curtains.”

Digby and Herries grinned when the carpet and curtaing
came home. But they agreed that if the cheque-book was
burning a hole in D’Arcy’s pocket, it was best to give him
his head, as Blake expressed it. o ;

The study certainly looked much nicer.

"

D’Arcy looked round the room when it was finished, and

there was a smile of approval upon his aristocratic features.

He nodded with mucg satisfaction.

‘1 wegard this as a gweat impwovement,”” he said.

‘“ 8o it is,” said Blake.

* Yes, rather!” agreed Digby. ‘‘It’s ripping. The only
trouble about refurnishing a place is that the things have to
be paid for.” ;
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“ That's

all wight, deah boy; I've given the chap a

cheque.’
e Ha, ha, ha "
“Weally, Dig-—* 3
ﬁ right, for the present, anyway,” grinned Blake.
1 Yaas, wathsh! Is theve any othah little impwovement
you could suggest, deah boys?’ gaid Arthur Augustus, ** My
cheque-book is 'absolutely at the disposal of the studay, you
know."
The three chums looked thoughtful,
D’“b ell, wo might have a set of gilt firc-ivons,” suggested
ighy.
g\chlly, Dig—" 3 :
“1 should like a diamond-studded collar for Towser,” said
Heryies, i
“ Woally, Hewwies
“ And we might drink pearls in our coffee, like Cleopatra,””
said Blake. I rather think that would be a ripping
wheeze.”
“If you cannot be sowious, deah boys——""
Binks put his head in at the door.
‘“Lottor for Master D’Arcy.”’
“ Thank you vewy much, Binks.”
Arthur Augustus took the letter.
It was addressed to him in a clerkly hand, and on tho baclk
of the envelope was printed  Town and County Bank."
“It's a lottor fwom the bank, deah boys,”" said D'Arcy.
The chums exchangoed a grin.
_ “ Good " said Blake. I expect there's news.”
4 Pewwaps!”
D’Arcy opencd the letter.

He read the missive inside, and then carefully adjusted
his ogeglass, and read it again. Then he looked por-
ploxed.

““Bai Jove !”

“ Well?”" detnanded three voices. -

“ Liston, deah boys! Or, wathal, you wead it out, Blake,”
said 1’Arcy, tossing the lotter across to.Blake. * I wegard
the thing as wank 1mpertinence.”

Jack Blake took the letter and looked at it. He chuckled,
and read aloud the following communication :

¢ Master D’Arcy, School IHouse, St. James's Collegiate
School, Sussex.

“‘ Dear Sir.~We are to inform you that your account
with us is now overdrawn to the extent of £4 5s. 11d.—four
pounds five shillings and elevonpence. Awaiting your in-

structions, we remain, i e
- ours faithfully,
#“Tur TowN anp Counry Bawk, Lrp.'

£ CHAPTER 15,
Arthur Augustus Knows How to Settle It, y
RTHUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY looked at his chums,
H and they looked at him, The three wore grinning,
but D'Arey was quite serious, and a littlo perplexed.

“ Well, deah boys?” he said, at last.

o ;-Ia., ha, ha!”

I fail to see anythin’ to excite mewwiment.”

*%Ha, ha, ha:l’? »

“ Pway be sewious, deah boys. Can you tell me whom
that lettah is fwom? Surely the managah would not w'ite
in that impertinent stwain?”

“It's from the chap who looks after your account, I sup-
hose,”’ said Blake. ‘“ A bank always lets a chap know when
iis acoount is overdrawn. You've gone ahead a little too
quickly, you see. The money’s gone—and I dare say there
are half a dozen cheques not presented yet, too.”

“ ¥Yany, bhut—>"

“ You'll have to go slower,” grinned Digby. * You see,
fifty pounds won’t last for ever,”

2 ’I‘ile lottah seems to me to be impertinent in tone.”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ And what instwuctions do they want? T suppose it
means with wegard to payin' out for 'the west of the
cheques.”’

““It’s a polite way of putting it,” explained Blake. They
mean you're to send them the balance due to them, and stop
drawing cheques till you've got some more money there to
meet them.” »

L0 Oll !l’

“ The best thing yon can do with the cheque-book now is
to shove it on the fire,”

* Weally, Blake—1

“ Now, that’s good adviee !"’

“You utteah ass! You
bankin’,”

“ Ell?"

“ I shall have to make up this four pounds five shillin's
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and olevenpence,” said D’Arcy. * There are also some moro
cheques out, amountin’ to somethin’ like fifteen pounds, or
twenty, or somethin’ like that. I don’t wemembah exactly.
I shall have to send them enough to cover all that, also to
keep in hand against futuro cheques dwawn on them."

“ But you haven't got any monoy !”

*‘ Money is not necessawy, deah boys. I've got the chioquo-
book,”’

[7] Oh " 2

“I am 'goin’ to send thom a cheque for thirty pounds—
or, wathah, I may as woll go the whole hog. I’ll moke it a
hundwed pounds.”

* What?”

““ That will see me cleah for a long time,”

“You ass s

“ T wofuse to be called an ass.”

“ But if you send the bank a cheque on itsolf for o hun-
dred pounds, what monoy is to mect the cheque?’ howled
Blake.

“ My dear chap,” said D’Arcy, in a tone of explanation,
“you don't vndahstand bankin’. Why, the Town and
County Bank has a wosorve fund of half a million:”’

“ You chump—-" .

““ Weally, Blake——""

““Oh, carry me away, somobody I"' sobbed Dighy. “ jI2'll
bo the death of me. I know he will I

‘I wegard you as an ass, D'gby 12 ;

““ Now, look here, Gussy——'
th“ Yx'eally, Blake, what the dickens is a weserve fund for,
then ?

‘“ Oh, you asg——'"

‘* Once for all, Blake, I decline to be called an ags, [—-"

““You can’t send that cheque—-""

‘t,You don't undahstand bankin’, deah boy. '
alone, and I assure you it will be all wight.”

“But—"

_“ Oh, don’t wowwy, deah boys! T assuro you thore is vowy
little in the science of bankin’ that I don’t undahstand."”

Blake collapsed into a chair. He was almost weeping,

“Do you mean. t6 say that you're going to sond that
cheque?’ he gasped. ¥

“ Yaas, wathah!"

“ And you won't take advice?’

“ Cortainly mnot,” said D'Arcy.
and you don’t.”

“Oh, my word!"

“ Pway shut up, deah boys, while T w'ite to the banlk,"
said D'Arey.

Blake, Herries, and Dighy looked at one another. D’Arcy
sat down at the table, and opened his cheque-boolk.

They watched him draw the cheque. .

“Pay to the Town and County Bank, Ltd., the sum of
One Hundred Pounds. ARTHUR AUGusTUS D’Aroy.)’

Then he wrote the lotter.

_““Dear Sir,—~Thank you very much for your communion-
tion. Please find enclosed cheque for One Hundred Pounds
(£100), to be placed to credit of my current account.—Yours
truly, . A. D'Aroy.”

The l]umom stood in silence while D’Arcy toro the choque
from the book, foldod it inside the letter, and placed the
lotter in an envelope, which he addressed to the Town and
County Bank, Wayland Branch.

Then the swell of St. Jim's looked up.

I wathah think that settles it all wight,” he remarked,

Blake gasped. £

** You think that settles it 2" he askod.

“Yaas, wathah,”

“My hat!”

“ Weally, Blake—"

““ You're going to post that letter?'” Lo asked.

“Yaas, wathah.”

And Arthur Augustus D’Arcy went out of the study with
the letter in his hand. The chums crosssd to the window,
and watched him emerge from the School-House, and walk
over to the school letter-box.

“He's posted it,” said Digby.

“My hat!” 3

““ What will the bank chaps think 2’ murmured Blake.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ho, ho, ho!”

“My only hat! Ha, ha, ha!”

Tom Merry looked into the etudy as he passed.
at the throe Foursh-Formers, doubled with mirth.

“ Wherefore this thusness?” he demanded. “ What’s the

Leave o

“I undahstand bankin’,

-

He stared

jokelet 7" - ;

‘“Ha, ha, ha! Gussy’s heard that his account's ovor-
drawn P

Tom Merry grinned.

‘“ Alpeady'!”

“ Yes—and he's sent the bank a cheque on ifself to malio
it un.”

Another Splendid Long, Completo
B’c‘:hool Tale of To_m fegry {:o.




Tom Meryy roared. g
“ Good old Gussy ! Ha, ha, ha!
And he staggered away to tell Manners and Lowther.

CHAPTER 16.
The Testimonial, .

e "ARCY 1
. %t Yaas, deah boy.”

“ fleo's here,” said Reilly, turning round from
the door of Study No. 6, to the crowd of fellows behind
B ©“1t’s all right !”

it was twenty-four hours after the incident last recorded.
D’Arey had not yet received an answer from the bank, but
e had not given that any thought,-for he had not the
least doubt that that matter was aatisfactorilg sottled.

D’Arey was alone just now in Study No. 6. °

Blake and Digby had gore down to Rylcombe after
afternoon lessons, and Herries was at the kennels looking
after his bulldog. D"Arcy was seated at the open window,

: yolishing his Sunday sillk hat—an occupation of which he

wardly cver scomed to tire. A

He glanced round as the shaggy head of Reilly was
thrust into the study.

A look of surprise came over his face as the juniors
crowded in. 2

Thero-were Shell fellows and Fourth-Formers in the crowd,
and more than a dozen of them altogether.

“What de you want, deah boys?” said tho swell of St.
Jim’s, adjusting his eyeglass and looking at the newcomers.
“Weally, T am wathah busy at the pwesent moment, you
know, hat is the mattah ?”

“Qh, we've come to sce you, you know,” said Reilly
affably.

“Weally, Weilly—""

“We've come to see yon,’ said Kerruish, of the Fourth.
“It’s a rather important matter,”

“Yos, rather,” said Hancock. *“ Very important.”

“ Awfully impertant,” said Gatty. ;

“Bai Jove!”

“The fact is,” said Reilly, who seemed to be the spolkes-
wian of the party, ‘“we admire yo very much, D’Arcy, and
we've been thinkin® of gettin® up a sort of testimonial.”

“ A tostimonial ?”

“ Waith, and that's the idea !”

D’ Arey laid down his silk hat.

“Woally, you are vewy kind,” he remarked. “71 feel
vowy much flattahed, you kuow; but I weally don’t know
whethah T could aecept a testimoninl.”

“Oh, that’s all right,” said Kerruish. ‘“As the most
popular fellow with a cheque-book—I—I mean the most
popular fellow in house, you’re entitled to a testimonial.”
‘““Hear, hear!”

“ (Good old D’Arey I”

‘“ Weally, you know—-"
“We've decided on the testimonial,” said Jones minor.
That's settled.”

‘“Yaas, but—==""

“ Faith, and we've thought it over ver cavefully I’ went
on Reilly. “We thought first of an illuminated address,
but we decided against that.”

“ Costs money,” said Roberts,

“ Shat up, Roberts "

“ Order !’

. "“Then we thought' of a gold cup,” said Reilly unblush-
ingly. “ But we didn’t happen to have any gold cups lying
about, so we gave up that idea.”

“Weally, Weilly—""

“ Finally, we thought of an excellent scheme,” went on
Reilly. “Now, this is the idea, and T think youw're bound
to ngi)mve of it.” ;

» course that’s very important,”” remarked Hancock.
“1f D’ Arcy doesn’t approve of it, we shall have to tkink
of a new scheme,”

““ Faith, of course !’ 5

“D’Arcy knows what's what, you know. TIf he doesn’t
approve of the thing, it shows that the thing’s ne good,”
remarked Kerruish, with a solemn shake of the head,

** Hear, hear!” 2

“ YVaag, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus. “I must say I
think you're wight, deah boys. I wegard myself as bein’ a
fellow of tact and judgment, and in a case of doubt you can
:g(-nfw,t,tlly depend on me to point out the pwopah thing
O ado. ’

* Hear, hear !’ %

“Well, this is the idea,” said. Reilly. “We thought it
would be a godd idea to stand you a big feed, you know, as a
mark of appreciation.”

“That’s the dodge.”

“You are weally vewy kind——"

*“ Not at all. Do you approve of the idea?”

“Yaas, I suppose I must accept, as you are so kind-—""

)
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“ Hear, hear!”

“ Faith, and he accepts !”

‘“Bravo 1”

D’Arcy rose to his fect, and put down the velvet pad; for
o moment forgetting even his silk hat, which he had placed
on a chair beside him, so much moved was he by this mark
of appreciation on the part of the School-House juniors.

“Weally, deah boys,” he remarked, ‘I must say T am
gweatly touched by this—this desiah on your part to show
your good-feelin’ towards me,”

‘““Hear, hear!” . ;

“1 wegard it as a gweat honah, and T shall be vewy
pleased to accept.”

““Bravo !’

“Jolly good!” said Reilly. *The honour’s on cur side.”

“Vewy well put indeed, Weilly.”

“There is only one small difficulty in the way,” went on
Reilly. “ Standing a fecd costs money; but, of course, we
can’t allow vulgar considerations of that sort to enter into
a matter like this.”

“Bai Jove! I should hope not.”

“ And as we're short of tin, an’ can’t stand the feed, it's
really only a matter of form who pays for it—the mark
of appreciation is just the same in any case,” said Reilly
in a hurried manner. 8o if you drow a cheque to pay

““Bai Jove |”

“ T suppose that's all right, D’Arcy ?”

“Oh, that's all right,” exclaimed Roberts.
nothing mean about D’Arey.”

S Pm sure D'Arcy wouldn’t allow vulgar considerations
of money to enter into a matter of this sort,” said Kerrnich,

“0Oh, rather not.”

“ Faith, and sure ye're right !” 3 ‘

D'Arcy looked at the juniors through his eyeglass in a
vather perplexed way. To be asked to pay for a feed stood
to himself by his admirers in the School House was a little
extraordinary, But, as Roberts said, thore was nothing mean
about D’Arcy; and, after all, was not the mark of appre-
ciation just the saine, whoover paid for the foed ? "

“Wcl!, what do you say ?” said Reilly. *We've admired
you for a long time, D’Arcy, ever since you———"

“ iver since you had a cheque-book,” said Roberts,

“Shut up, Roberts!”

" But__~7'

“You ass !”

“Silence ! .

“ Tover since you care to St. Jim's, D’Arcy,” seid Reilly,
with a withering look at the unlucky Roberts. “ We've
admired you no end, and this testimonial is the only way
we can think of to show all the school how we really regard
you.

““Hear, hear!”

“You are quite right to scorn vulgar considerations of
money, D’Arcy,” Reilly continued. *We admire you for that
more than for anything else, don’t we, chaps?”

““Yes, rather.” :

“Hear, hear!”

“8o you aceept the testimonial, D’Arcy ¥

What could D’Arcy say?

“Yaas, wathah!” he replied.

]

“There's

“1 must wemark that it

is a watbah peculiah kind of testimonial, you know. But :

1 accept it with pleasure.”

‘“ Hear, bear !” ;

“ (lome on, then,” said Reilly, linking his arm in D' Arcy’s.
“ Nothing like striking the iron while it's hot, Come on'!”

“I was just polishing my hat—" ey

“It's beautifully done,” ‘said Klancock, icking up the
silk hat and putting it on D’Arey’s head. ‘‘There you are 2

“ You ass—yon've put it on backwards !”

“ My mistake.” ;

D’Arcy reversed the silk hat, and allowed himsclf to be
marched from the study. In the midst of an enthusiastio
crowd, the swell of St. Jim’'s walked out of the Schocl-

House,

CHAPTER 17.

Let 'em All Come.
HE scheme for presenting the owner of the famous
cheque-book with a testimonial had evidently been
discussed, for as Reilly & Co. marched out
with D’ Arcy in their midst, they were joined by more juniors
from all sides.. Quite a little crowd poured out into the
gquadrangle, and there, too, they were joined by more
recruits. D’Arcy’s shining silk bat, like the white plume of
Navarre of old, was a rallying point for all. There wére
twenty or twenty-five fellows crowding round Arthur Augustus
as he crogsed towards the tuckshop with his raceful walk.
Blake and Digby came in at the gates, and caught sight
of the crowd, and the well-known topper in the midst of it.
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“ Hallo!” exolaimed Blake. “There’s something on!”
“Gussy’s being ragged, I suppose.” :
- “Como on " said Blake hastily. e
. They dashed forward, and ran into Tom Merry, and
'knocked him flying. The hero of the Shell jumped up
wrathfully. :

“ What the——"""ho began.

t“ S'orry,” gasped Blake, “ Gussy’s being ragged; can't
stop "' :

om Merry burst into a roar.

“Ha, ha, ha! It's all right;
it's a giddy testimonial,”

But Blake and Digby had rushed off, and could not hear.

They dashed to the rescue.

The two juniors burst upon the crowd round D'Arcy liko a
thunderbolt. Unless their elegant chum was being raggod,
there seomed no reason to Blake and Digby why ho should
be marchod across the quad. in o shouting crowd, and they
rushod to the rescue without stopping to inquire.

““Givo 'om socks "' gasped Blake.

“Go it 1"

Biff—bifl—biff !

Reilly gave a roar as ho rolled over under Blake's right,
and Hancock yelled as Digby floored him.

The rescuers reached D’Arcy’s sido in a moment, hitting
oul furiously.

Thero was a roar round them.

“What the dickeng~—""

“ What the—-""

“Who the—"

“You ass!”

“You fathead!"”

“Get out!”

“Bai Jova!" gasped D’Arcy. ** What's tho mattal, deah
bo“)"s]';’l What are you hittin’® Weilly and Hancock for?"”

Eh??

“What's tho wow?™
“The row! We'te rescuing you!” exclaimed Blake in-
digi'nantly.

- D’Arey stared at him.

¢ Wescuin’ me?” ho ejaculated.

“ Yes, you ags!”

“T wefuso to bo called an ass! T—""

“ Bock it to them ! gasped Hancock, struggling to his feet,
Bowl "em over! Bump them!” ¢

“ Hold on—— o 4

¢+ It's all wight; deah boyg——"

“ Look here!  Aren't you being rogged, Gussy?”

“ Weally, Blako——" "

““ Aro you being ragged or not

‘T should wefuso to be wagged "

“Then you're not?"

“ Cortainly not ™

*“ Well, of all the chumpg—""

“Pway don’t go for my fiwionds, deah hoys!" said D'Arcy
pacifically. *‘Blake is wathah an ass, but it’s all wight !’

“All right, is it?” roared Reilly, clm;I)ing his nose, from
which the claret was flowing redly. #I'll show the spalpeon
if it’s all vight !’

‘“ Weally, Weilly—""

“Taith, and suro T *

*“Pax, deah boys! I twust you will not make a wow! You
have been wathah too hasty, Blake. I was not bein’ waggod,
This is a tostimonial.”

“A which?’ gasped Blake.

“A testimonial.”

“ A tos-tes-testimonial "’

“Yaas, wathah! These fellows aro standin’ mo a foed as
a sign of their appweciation,” said D’Arcy. “ You chaps can

)

o

roared Blako.

“Oh!” ejaculated Blake.

“My word!” said Digby.

“Oh, Yot’s get on!” said Kerruish.
now, Reilly, on an occasion liko this.”

‘“ Look at my nose!”

“Never mind your nose! Think of the foed.”

¢ Faith, and J-—""

*“Oh, come on!”

¢ Pax:l’

*“Geot along there! We'ro weiting for you, Gussy.”

“ All wight,” deah boys!”

Blake and Digby joined tho crowd. If there was a foed
going, thero was no reason why they shouldn’t be in it, but
they hardly understood as yet. Blake fél4 a tap on the
shoulder, and looked round, to seo the Terrible Threo grinning

“Don't make a row

ab him. ¥ 1 J y
“I told you it was a testimonial,” said Tom Merry. ‘‘It's

a rather ripping idea of Reilly’s, isn't it?"*
““Oh, i,t's Reilly’s idea, is it?"” said Blake.

« All these fellows going to tho feed?”’
Toe Grm Lisrary.—No. 127.
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* Looks like it."? =~ - .- . : .

¢ And who on earth's footing tho hill?”’ demanded Blaks,
‘“ Ia, ha, ba! Gussy, I suppose.” : i
“Eh? Is Gussy standing himself a testimonial, then?’
‘“Ha, ha, hat”’ y

“ Grussy, you ass——"
- Did you sadwess mo, Blake?’ said D’ oy, turning round
in the doorway of Dame Taggles's littlo shop.

“Yed, chump—-"'

“I deolino to bo called a chump.”

“Shut u&, Blako ! said Hancock., “ We won't allow. yon
to address Gussy in a disrespeotful manner, Ordoer!” ’

* Yaas, wathah !’

*“Who's standing this feed?”’ shouted Blake.

““Theso chaps are,” said D*Arcy. “They'ro standin’ it to
me as a testimonial.”

‘“ But who's footing the bill 7"’

“Oh, that's only a mattah of form.
Tagelos a cheque."

¢ Ha, bha, ha?’ roared Tom Merry,

““My only hat!” gasped Lowther. “Oh, Gussy is gotting
too funny! Gussy, old man, you are being dono! Can’t you
seo that your noble leg is being pulled

““Wieally, Lowthah X

“They are pulling the wool over your noble oyes, Gussy "

“ Weally, you know——"" .

“Oh, got in!” said Reilly hastily. . ““You chans shut up!
If you want to join in the feed, join in; but don't interfere,
and don't iaw.”

‘‘ Hear, hear!” said Fatty Wynn, elbowing his way into
tho tuckshop.  * Don’t you bother, Blake, but make way for
a chap’s that hungry.” X

‘“ New Houso rotter! Kick him out!” rose a ory.

“Rats!” exclaimed Fatty Wyan warmly. ““Don’t T want
to take pait in a togtimonial to'a chap I admire liko Gussy?
Havon’t T admired him immensely, and as much ag anybody,
evor since ho had a cheque-hook—"

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“Weally, Wynn s ;

 “I—I mean ever sinco—over sincs I admired him,” said
Fatty Wynn, “I'm going to have a hand in this tosti-
monial as—as a sign of appreciation from tho New House."

“Ha, ha, hal’’

‘!‘”Quite wight, Wynn "' said Arthur Augustus. ¢ Pway join

3

‘¢ What-ho I”’

‘And Fatty Wynn' did, Ho had determined to have a shato
in that testimonial-—as a matter of fact, he had a lion’s sharo.
All the juniors did themselves well, but Fatty Wynn peally
distinguished himsolf,

““1¢’s all right, Blake ! said Tom Merry, patting the rather
excited junior on the back. ‘“‘Don’t worry! The cheque-
book won’t last much longer, and the fellows are making hay
whilo the sun shines.” ¥

Blako burst into a laugh.

“Oh, all right! Mine's ginger-pop.”

““ Mine's lemonade.””

““Jam tarts, please.”

““ Ham patties.”

“ Vanilla ioes.’’

“ Cream puffs.”

And the testimonial was soon going very strong.

CHAPTER 18,
A Business Call,
D[FIIERE was a lotter for D’ Arey on tho following morning.

’

I shall givo Mrs.

Ho found it when he came downstairs with his chums,
and opened it carelessly enough, It was from tho
bank, as he knew by the inseription on ths back,

“It’s all wight " ho remarked. “ Only an acknowledgment
of my cheque, T suppose.”

Blako chuckled.

‘‘ Something moro than that, I imagine,” ho remarked.

¢ Weally, Blake—""

““Woll, look.”

D’Arcy unfolded the letter and glanced at it. A folded
chequo “fell out. Digby picked it up. It was a chequo for
ono hundred pounds, signed with D’Arcy’s name—=in fact,
the chequo he had sent to the bank to rencw his account.

The juniors read the letter over D’Arcy’s shoulder, It was
brief, bat very much to tho point,

“Dear Sir,~—~Wo roturn your cheque herewith, and remark
that wo do not understand your objeot in'sending it to us.
Your account is overdrawn, as we have previously advised
you, and we have been compelled to decline to honour geveral
cheques since presented to us.—Yours faithfully,

“Tar Town AND County BANK, Lrp.”

D’ Arcy's face was a study. ;

‘ Bai Jove I"' he murmured,

Blako roared.
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] ““What did you expect, Gussy?’ said Tom Mervy, with &
rnn,
** Weally, Tom Mewwy—"
“Ha, ha, ha !” .
¥ fail to seo any cause for laughtah. T wegard this as a
piece of wank im}:ertinence on the part of the bank managah.”

** Ha, ha, hal ;

“Tho chap has wefused to honah a cheque dwawn on his
own bank. ‘I wegard that as a pwoof that the bank is in a
wocky condish.”

“ Oh, Gussy 1" :

¥ shall w'ito to my governah, and warn him that the bank
is wocky, so that he can look aftah his money there.”

* Ha, ha, ba1”’ :

“ Ag for this chap’s impertinenee in weturnin’ m
1 shall call on him this aftahnoon, and speak to

pluiz{;y.” :
“You—you're going to the bank?”

‘“ Yaag, wathah !” ;

“ But—but——"" gasped Tom Merry.

“J wegard it as my dutay to keep this bank managah chap
in his place,” said D'Arcy firmly. ‘I cannot allow imperti-
nence of this kind to pass unwepwimanded.”

The chums shriek s

“ Oh, let him go!” gasped Blake. ‘I think we'd all betier
go with him and see the fun,”

“@Good egg ¥’

*“ Nothin’ of the sort, deah bo‘ys!
stand bankin’ or biznay methods,
with me on a putely business call.”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

** Besides, you have tweated the whole mattah in a wibald
spiwit.”’

““ Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, there’s the cricket this afternoon, too,” said Tom
Merry. * But I should awfully like to see Gussy’s interview,
with the bank manager.’

“1 will tell you all about it, deah boy.”

““Ha, ha, fa!”

“Weally, you know—"

But_the juniors roared—they could not help it. D’Arcy
crumpled the letter into his pocket and walked away, with his
nose very high in the air. : ;

1t was o half-holiday that afternoon at St. Jim’s. = There
was a_junior cricket match on between the Shell and the
Fourth, and D’Arcy’s name had been put down for the
Fourth Form team, but Reilly was quite willing—and able—
to take his place. ‘As the swell of the Fourth explained, his
husiness .wit?x the bank at Wayland would not wait. If his
cheques -on the bank were not being paid, it would cause
trouble—an opinion in which his chums fully concurred.
They were expecting trouble ! .

When the cricketers went out to play, Arthur Augustus,
in gleaming collar and shining hat, walked down to tho
station, and took the train for Wayland Junction.

The swell of St. Jim’s was in a determined mood.

He was not going to stand any nonsense from the bank
manager. His aristocratic features wore a quite grim expres.
sion when he stepped out of the train at Wayland.

The bank was at the corner of the High Street, and
Arthur Augustus was not long in reaching it from the
station. ;

He éntered the bank, making quite a handsome picture as
hoe stood in the dull place—like a fragment of Bond Street
transported bodily into the quiet building in the old-fashioned
country town,

A young gentleman upon a stool ceased for a moment
gnawing ‘a pen, and glanced inquiringly at the swell of
St. Jim’s,

“Pway, can I see the managah ?”’ asked D’Arcy.

“H’m! Mr. Wix is engaged éust now, I'm afraid,” said
the clerk. * What name, please?”’

4 D’Arci—-A_\‘thur Augustus D’Arcy.” :

The clerk grinned. His grin showed that D’Arcy’s cheques
had caused a certain amount of hilarity at the bank, as well
as at St. Jim’s. The elegant junior frowned.

“Pway inform the managah that 1 wish to sce him,” he
said loftily.

* Certainly, sir.”

The elerk disappeared into an inner apartment for a
moment or two, and then reappeared and conducted the swell

- choque,
m vewy

You chaps don’t undah-
and I could not take you

of 8t. Jim’s into the manager’s private room. 3

A stout, pink-complexioned gentleman of middle age rose
to meet D’Aroy. iiJIis face was eerious, but thero was a
twinkle in his eyes which scemed to indicate that he was
carefully suppressmﬁ a desire to smile.

* Ah, Master D’Arcy!” he exclaimed, shaking hands with
the jumior. ““One of our elients! I am very glad to seo
you! Pray sit down!”’

“ Thank you vewy much.”

Avthur Augustus sat doyn.

“You wore in Waylind, and you thought you would give
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me a call,” remarked Mr. Wix. ‘ That was very kind of
you. s

“As a mattah of fact, my deah sir, I have called upon a
mattah of business,” said D’Arcy.

“Yes!. You wish to pay in something to your account?”’

“Not at all.”" *

" No !7'

“1 wish to know what this lettah means?”’ said D'Arcy,
laying the crumpled letter from the bank upon the table.

The manager staved.

“Ahem! Surely that letter is plain enongh?”

“ You have weturned my cheque.” 5

“ Ye-es.”

“ And dishonoured someo cheques I drew on the bank 77

“Ye-es. There have been several moro since the letter was
sent you, too.  You see, we had no resource. I communi-
cated with Lord Eastwood on the matter, informing him that
your account had been overdrawn, and he veplied that on no
account were we to allow it to be further overdrawn. You
see, therefore, that we had no resource but to decline to pay
the cheques that were rresontod to us.”

s }3;1?; J sent you a cheque to place to my aceount.”

“Eh?

“A cheque for one hundwed pounds!” said D'Arcy in-
dignantly. * Do you mean to say that the bank has no
funds to.meet it?

* But—but—"

“ You state on your published balance-sheet that you have
a weserve fund of half o million, sir. Yet you have weturned
my cheque.”

The manager stared.

“Really, my dear lad, you—you hardly scem to understand

the rules of banking,” e murmured iumtly. “You are not
wn

allowed to draw cheques on our reserve ds—realiy.”

“ Weally, deah boy—1 mean, my deah sir—"

“ Ahem! You hardly understand, but——"

‘1 undahstand perfectly cleahly now,” said 1’Arcy, vising.
“But I weally think that it would be more fwank on your
part to make that statement on your balance-shect.”

“ But—but, really——" :

“Undah the cires., this cheque-book will be no furthah nce
to me,” said D2Arcy loftily, “1 will leave it here. Bai
Jove!” Y

His hand came empty out of his pocket.

“ Gweat Scott! 1 must have dwopped it

Mr. Wix looked concerned.

“Doar me! This is serious!”

“Well, it wasn’t much use, as you decline to cash my
cheques,”” said Arthur Augustus, with some sarcasm. bl
weally do not see that it mattahs much.”

The bank manager coughed.

““ Woll, if it falls into bad hands we shall have the numbers

1"

of the cheques, so forgery will hardly be practicable,” he

said.  “ However, I hope it will be recovered. You are
. going 7"’
“Yaas. T think I should wemark to you—it is only fair--

fb,}mtl-(l’intend to warn my governah of tho wocky state of this
ank,”

The manager hid a smile with his hand.

“ Very well, Master D’Arcy. 1 dare say Lord Eastwocd
will understand. Good-day !”’

“ (ood-day "’ said D’Arcy loftily. And he left the bank.

The manager sat down in.his chair and laughed for three
consccutive minutes—which did not look as if he were vory
nervous about the result of Arthur Augustus’s threatencd
report to Lord Eastwood. [

CHAPTER 19.
Many Creditors.

uE 'ARCY 1”?
‘“Where is D’Arcy?”
‘“ Anybody seen I)’Arcy?”’

“Jack Blake had just come off the ericket-field, with his
bat under his arm—out! He glanced round inquiringly as
the excited voices called for D’Arey,

* What's wanted?” he demanded.

o D’Arcy 17?

“ Who wants him 7"

“ Three or four people,” said Jones of the Fourth, with a
grin. ““There’s Gorman, the grocer, of Rylecombe——-"

** And Whippet, the tailor—"

“ And Tucker, the gingerbeer merchant——"2

** And Thompson—-"

Blake looked bewildered.

;{‘ I\{Iy hat! All Ryleombe coming to visit D’Arcy?” hLe
asked. &

“Looks like it,” said Kangaroo, coming up.
Gussy ?”’

“ Heo's gone out.”’

“Just like Gussy—when ho’s wanted.”

Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 127,
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_“He's gone over to the bank at Waylgnd,” said Jack
Blake. “ What the dickens do they all want with him?"

‘¢ Cash.”

“ WI‘at?‘)

“They’ve all got choques that-the bank won’t pay.”

“ Phew "

‘“Poor old Gussy!” exclaimed Tom Merry. “ The cheques
are coming home {o roost at last!”

£ Ha, ha, hal”

“1 say, this is jolly serious!” said Blake.
seo them!”

And he ran towards the School House.

Binks met him in the doorway. Binks was looking con-
He liked D’Arcy, like everybody .clse, and he saw
that there was trouble in the air for the swell of St. Jim's.

“Oh, Master Blake,” he gasped, ¢ there are six people here
asking for Master D’Aroy !”

“ Where are they ?”

“I've shown them up into Study No.. 6,” said Binks.
“I—I thought I'd better get them out of sight, Master
Blake, so that Mr. Railton or the Head wouldn’t see thom—
not till Master I’ Arcy comes in, anyway."

Blake slapped the page on the shoulder.

“Good for you, Binks! You're a giddy jewel!”

Blake ran up the stairs.

A fat, red:faced man stood in the doorway of Study No. 6,
and other visitors could be seen within, Mrs, Murphy had
a shawl over her shoulders, and she was looking worried ; bul
all the men in tho party looked excited. Digby had dashed
after his chum, and Tom Morry followed him, and they
reached the study a fow seconds after Blake. What was to
bo done, they had no idea, but they meant to back up Jack
Blake in any way. they could.

“ Hallo 1" exclaimed the fat gentleman, whom Blake recog-
nigsed as Mr. Gorman, the grocer. Vherve is he 7’

““ Good-afternoon, Mr. Gorman,” said Blake politely.

“Where is ho?”

“Iine woather for oricket, ain't it?"

“ Where is he?"' roared Mr, Gorman,

“He? Who?”

“D'Arcy! The young villain who has been giving us
waste-paper instead of our money!” roared the excited Mr.
Giorman, waving a cheque in the air. “ Thoy won’t take this
at the bank! It’s for three pun ten!”

“And look at this!” howled Mr. Whippett, brandishing
another cheque. ¢ Iifteen pounds ten and ninepence! They
won’t pay it!"”’

“ And this!”’ murmured Mrs. Murphy.

““ And this!”

““ And this!"

“Young swindler, T say!” said Mr. Gorman.

Blake turned red.

“If you mean to say that my friend is a swindler, Mr.
Ctorman, yowll get into trouble,” he said. ‘“‘If you don’t
want to go out of the house on your neck, you'd better
mind what you say.”

“ Iear, hear!” said Tom Merry.

Mr., CGorman nearly exploded. .

‘“ Where's my money, then?"’ he roared.

“ Oh, that's all right!”

“ All right, is it? Three pun ten! Where is it?"
“D'Arcy’s word is as good as his bond,” said Tom Merry.
You'll be paid all right. Don’t get excited.” .

“ Fifteon pounds ten and ninepence !”” said Mr. Whippebt.
“Two pun fivel’ said Mr. Thompson.

“Oh, cheese it!” said Tom Morry. “ You'll be paid, if we
have to pawn our exercise-books and pen-wipers to make up
tho money !”

‘“Ha, ha! That's vight!’?

“Where is D’Aroy?”’

“Te’s gone out."

“Gone  out—to

“TI'll cut off and

£

avoid his just creditors,” said Mr.

. Whippett.

“1 don’f believe it !” roared Mr. Gorman. * Trot 'tm out!
Where is D’Aroy!  Produce D’Arcy, or I'm going to the
Head!”

“8Bo'am 11"

Sand 1Y

Blake exchanged a hopeless look with Tom Merry. The

“visitors to Study No: 6 had cause for their exasperation, for

the cheques being dishonoured led them to the not unnatural

suspicion that D’Arcy had been spoofing them with cheques

that did not belong to him. They had a right to bo angry

iz_;xd 1unmmy, but it would never do for them to go to the
cad,

That would lead to too much trouble for D’Arcy. Biake
rackod hits brains for a ‘“dodge,” but he could not think of
one. What was to bo done?

“ Now, then,” roared Mr. Gorman, after a pause to take
broath, “aroe you going to trot him out, or do I go to the
Head 7
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. “Look here,” said Tom Morry, “keep your wool on!
As soon as D'Arcy comes in he'll make some arrangement
with you to pay the money. Until then—-"

‘“How long will-he be ?”

“I don’t know, but—-""

“Then I'm going to the Hoead !"

And Mr. Gorman made a movement to. leave the study.
Blake’s eyes gleamed.
* Wait a minute!” he exclaimed.
minubes, and I'll see what can be done.”

}\"lr'. Gorman toek out a big gold watch.

I'll wait five minutes,” he said— five minutas, and nob
& second longer,”

‘“Oh, -all right!”

Blake beckoned to Tom Mervy and Digby to follow him
from the study. They went out into the passage, Blako
whipping the koy from the lock in passing. Thoe next
moment the door was shut and locked on the outside.

Tom Merry gasped.

‘“My hat, Blake, you've locked them in!”

“They’re not going to the Head,” said Blake grimly.

“Phew !” said Digby.

“It’s the only way.”

“ Yes, I suppose it is."”

There was a terrific pounding on the inside of the study
door. Mr. Gorman’s bull voice was heard bellowing through
the keyhole.

‘“Hopen this door, you young willain I"

Blake put his mouth to the keyhole to reply.

“Rats!”

Bang, bang, bang!

“ Hopen the door!”

“T’ll have the law of you!”

“ Rats 1"

The juniors walkad away. A terrific uproar from the
crowded study followed them. As they went downstairs the
voice of Binks was heard below.

“Yes, sir. Master I’Arey is out at presont, gir. Shall
4 s!'l'?\v you to his room, sir, where you can wait for him,
sir

Blake groaned,

“ Another of 'em !’ .

“My. hat!” murmured Tom Merry.
interesting.”

A very red-faced gentleman was standing in the hall.
Tom Moerry rocognised him as Mr. Sanders, a person who
supplied cricket-bats and such things to the juniors of St
Jim's. Mr. Sanders was looking very excited, and he held
a choque in his hand.

“This choque has been refused by the bank!’ he ex-
olaimed, as he saw Tom Merry, “If D’Arcy is ‘not here,
I shall take it to Dr. Holmes.”

“He will be back soon, sir.”

“ Nonsense ! I will not be eluded like this,’
Mr. Sandors. “I will go directly to the Head.
show me to the head-master.” ;

“(Comeo this way, sir,” said Tom Merry. “I think wo
can arrange the matter on behalf of D'Arcy, sir.”

“(Oh, very well; T have no obg’oction to that, of courss.
The cheque is for seven ))ounds fifteen shillings.”

“ My hat! This way.’ A

Mr. ‘Sanders followad the juniors upstairs. He started as
he entered the Fourth Form passage, and the pounding in
Study No. 6 burst on his ears. b

“Poar me! What is that noise?” he exclaimed.

“This way, sir.”

Tom Merry led the way to his own study, and showed
Mr. Sanders into it with great politeness.

Mr. Sanders sat down. Tom Merry stepped oul of tho
study, and Blake jerked the door shut and locked it.

Tom Merry wiped the persplrahon from his_brow.

“This is getting warm,” ho murmured.

Thore was a crash on the door from ingide.

“Qpen this door immediately, you young ragcals!” "

Thoy exchanged a rueful grin with Binks as they met him
ab the bottom of the stairs.

“ Any more of ’em?” asked Tom Merry. :

“No, Master Merry,” said Binks. “If they como——""
“ We'll wait here in case they do.” Y

“ Ah! Is Master D'Arcy indoors?” asked a voice at tho
oor. Voo

“ [oro's another!"” grunted Tom Merry, swinging round.
Then he uttered a sharp exclamation. ‘ Lord Hastwood!”

CHAPTER 20.
D'Arcy is Quite Satisfied.
HRTHUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY looked a little down-

“Iold on a few

“This is gotling

’ exclaimed

Kindly

hearted as he walked in at the gates of 8t. Jim’s.
He felt that the bank manager at Wayland had
proved himself a very unreliable person, and that there :
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would ba frouble when the eheques came in. D’Arcy could
not blame himself, but he felt that there was something
very wrong with the system of banlking.
 He eame towards the Sehoot House, and two or three
juniors came down the steps to meet him.

‘“Hove he izl exelaimed Blake.

“ At last )’ said Tom Merry. ) i
\ A]rthur Auvgustus tarned hig eycglass npon them imquirs

nELy.

“ Anybody been to see me, deah boys?”’ he asked,

Tom Merry chuckled.

“ Only about half Rylcombe,” he replied.

“Bai Jave !

‘“ And your governor.”’

‘“ Grweaat Scott ! ! A

“ He’s only just come in,” sgid Tom Merry. * It seems
he's heard from the bank, and has coms down to seo about
it. How did you get on at Wayland 7’ §

“ Wotten ! ?.'l‘ho bank managah is a wotten, unbusiness
like person.” A

“Hg, Ba, ha I'* 7

‘“Ah! Is that you, Artbur?”

I’ Arcy rai his silk hat to Lord Eastwood.

“ Yaas, wal , dad V'’ b

“ I wish to speak to you,” said the earl, in a severe tone.
“1 have heard from the bank in connection with your over-
drawing your account. I will come to your study.”

“ Cortainly, fathah.”

“Hold on!”” exclaimed Tom Merry, in alarm. ¢ The—
the study’s hardly in order for his lordship, Gussy. Better
—or—talk somewhere else.”

“Vewy well; we'll go to your studay, deah boy.”

“ New-no, mino isn’t in order cither,” said Tom Merry,
turning red, as ho felt that Lord Kastwood’s eyes were
curiously turned upon him. “ ¥You—you see—in fact——7"

*“That's how it is,” said Blake.

“ Weally, deah boys——""

was an echo of erashing and banging from above.
Lord Ehstwmd must have noticed it, though he made ne
remark.

*I_undahstand thcre are a lot of visitors for me,”” said
D’Arcy. *“ Where are they?” ity

_“They’re—they’'re waiting,”” murmured Blake, making
signs to I’Arcy te drog the subject—signs quite lost upon
the swell of 8t. Jim’s, but which Lord Eastwood perceived
perfeckly well.

“Bair Jove! Where are they waitin’, deah boy #"*

' You—you see—"’

* Arthur must attend to his visitors first,”” said Lord East-
wood, * Where are they, Blake?”

“In—in my study,” said Blake reluctantly.

The veice of a prefect was heard on the stairs at that
moment,

“Tf you don’t stop that row in No., 6, Blake, I'll come
and gee you about it.”

‘“ Bak Jova!”

Blake gave a sickly smila.

“Dear me! What does this mean?"” said Lord Eastwood.

“Oh, that’s Knox,” said Blake, “That—that’s Knox’s
little joke, you know.”

A hittle man in a frock-coat came bouncing up the steps
of the School House. The juniors suppressed a groan as
they recognised Mr. Topton, the hatter of Wayland. They
giessed that he was arother of D'Arey’s creditors, especially
s he was holding a slip of paper in his hand, easily recog-
nisable as a cheque.

“I want to see D’Arcy!” he exclaimed. “Oh, you arae
heve ¥ Master D’Arcy, this cheque has been returned from
the bank. 'They refuse to pay it. T must ask you to hand
3,‘Ctslcv$’n pounds eighteen shillings and sixpence imme-

1ately.

* Ahem 1" said Lord Eastwood,. ‘‘ This is a little more of
your carelessness, Arthur.”
1’ Arcy. shook his bhead.

*““Tt is not my fault, sir.
managah, and he wefusas to listen to weason.
his wefusin’ to pay mf. cheques.””

Lord Bastwood smiled.

“ You may send in your account to me, my friend,” ho
said to Mr. Topton, and the hatter—all politeness at once—
bowed almost to the floor. ‘‘Blake, are my son’s other
visitors on the same errand as this gentfeman 7"’

“Ygo-0-e8, sir.”

“Pake mo to them at oneo, please.”

Blake gave Tom Merry a hopeless look, and led the way.
Tord Rastwood leoked astonished as he approached Study
Neo. 6, and heard the terrific din therein.

“ Whatever does this mean?” exelaimed Lord Eastwood.

“You—you see, sir,”” explained Blake, quite crimson,
.; t}my-d’}’my wanted to go to the Ilead, so—so we locked
thom in.

Lord Bastwood tried to look sterny but he failed lamend-

T have called on the bank
I can’t help
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ably. His face woiked helplessly for a moment, and then
he burst into a. laugh.

“You young rascals!”
at once ! A5

Blake obeycd. There was a yell within.

The excited ocoupants of tho study started back at the
sight of Lord Eastwood, cool and composed again now.
Blgako went quietly along to the next study, and then to
Tom Merry’s, and unlocked the doors. — Mr. Sanderg canie
rushing along the passage, but he, too, quicted down at the
sight of the carl.

“Gentlemen,” said Lord Bastwood, “I am truly sorry
that you should have 'been put to this—er—this mconveni-
ence. And you, madam, pray accept my profound regrets.
Any cheques my son may have given you are fully worth

o money they are drawn for; you ma send in_ your

'counts to me, and they will be paid in full at once.

The earl’s speech was like oil on the troubled waters.

The raging lions became meok rambs at once. _Even the
forocious Mr. German protested that he knew it was all
right all along, and went away quite subdued. When the
last of the excited visiters was gone, Lord BEastwood stepped
into tho study, and turned a long and steady look “upon
his som.  Arthur Augustns adjusted his eyeglass, and
returned his lordship’s stare with a look of affectionate
interest.

“Tm vewy glad to see you lookin’ so well, dad,” he
remarked; ““and I'm awfly sowwy about that lettah we sent
you—the one we cancelled, you know !”

Lord Eastwood coughed.

“ Arthur, how much do the combined accounts amount to
which you have accumulated in this reckless manner '’

“Oh, not vewy much, sir; about sixty pounds, I think,
ovah the owiginal fiftay,” said D’Arcy. i

“What! And there is money at tho bank to meet them?

“Yaas, there’s heaps of money, unless the bank is in a
wocky state,” said D’ Arcy. * On]‘y the managah is such an
cxtwemely unbusinesslike person.’

“H'm! I will pay these accounts for you, Arthur, and
you will promise me to_draw no more cheques under any
circumstances whatever,” said Lord Eastwood severely.

“Certainly, sir.”

“T am afraid you are, after all, hardly.old enough or
wise enough to have a bank account.”

“* Weally, dad—-"

“ Wo will revert to the former system of a money allow-
ance,” said Lord Eastwood. ’

“Vewy well, dad. A cheque-book is wathah u‘wowwir.
aftah all,” said D’Arcy. “ Pewwaps the old system is weally
bettah. What do you think, Blake "

“Oh, yes !’ said Blake.

“ What do you think, Tom Mewwy ?”

“ Heaps botter !” said Tom Merry, laughing.

“Newy good! Let us wevert to the old system by all
means, aJ’," said Arthur Augustus. * By the way, I twust
you have a fivah for me now.”

“What !’

“T am steray bwoke,” explained D’Arey. ‘ As we are

wcvertin”,to the old system, I should be vewy glad of a fivah
just now. ;
3 Lord Rastwood Jooked at his son very expressively for
some moments, apd thea silently, as if overcome, draw out
his pocket-book, and handed Arthur Augustus a five-pound
note.

he exclaimed. * Qpen the door

THE END.

(Another long complete tale of Tom Merry & Co., entitled :
“ The St. Jim's Regatta,” by Martin Clifford.) :

““BOOK OF THE BICYCLE.”

‘A copy of the new edition of this handy little booklet
has keen brought before our motice, and we have no
hesitation in saying that every eyclist, whether a rider
of tho Ruadge-Whitworth bicyele or not, should read it.
Tt gives instructton on adjustments, handlebar, brakes,
bottom brecket, hubs, free-wheel, ete., and, most im-
portaut of all, contains eight charts, giving a diagram
of every part of tho bicyole. Tach part Iy named and
numbcmdp for identification, and the price is given, o
that, should a part be required for replacement, it
can be obtained by return of post from the Rudge-Whit-
worth Works at Coventry, or from any first-class cydle
agent. throughout the United Kingdom, thousands of’
whomn have stocks of these parts.

Although a copy of this booklet is sent out with
every R Whitworth, a copy may be obtained imme-
diately by writing to the Company, addressing (Dept.
331) Rudge-Whitwerth, Ltd., Coventry,
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By Lieutenant Lefevre.

Pt PG B P

READ THIS

FIRST.

Oswald Yorke, a youth of eighteen, joins the Navy under
eonliar circumstances, becoming a midshipman aboard the
rigate Catapult under the name of John Smith. The frigato
is wrecked, and only a mere handful of survivors are pioked
up by a slaving-brig.. The brig is subsequently scuttled by
her own crew, who have captured a British gunboat, the
survivors of the Catapult being turned adrift in an oren boat.
Captain Burgoyne has a narrow escape from drowning,
being rescucd with great difficulty by Oswald. 3
The latter becomes unconscious, and wakes to find himself
and hiz comrades installed in the house of a friendly planter.
Oswald learns for the first time that the captain of the
slaving brig was the notorious pirate, Kester.
Now go on with the story.)

P

A Pair of Villains.

“Never heard of Kester,”’ said Oswald. A pirate! I
thought he was a slaver!” .

“QOh, he reformed! Got tired of leading a bad life, I
suppose, and settled down ag a respeotable slaver.. But ho
lost his cargo; and he and that beastly, ugly nigger, who
thoy say was a sort of partner of his, decided to go back to
the old life, so they plotted to capture the Government
schooner that was lying off the shore. It appears that the
lisutenant in charge was on shore here, at a party Mr. Wilson
was giving, with a half a dozen of his officers and men, and
that villain Kester was here, too; but he slipped off early.
They say that a boat was waiting for him on the shore, and
he pulled off to the Rattler. That’s the name of the lost
sohooner. You know, the boat from the brig joined company
with him, and they boarded the schooner, whose people had
ovidently mistaken him for Lisutenant Hope and his party.
The vilﬁlins must have murdered every man of the ship’s
company. Half a dozen bodies have been washed up during
the day, and each one has its throat cut from ear to ear.
Lieutenant Hope is nearly wild with grief and rage, for, you
500, he can’t do anything, The other schooner has gone, too.
There’s no doubt about it, but that this Kester and the
captain of the other schooner were confederates. And, what
is move, they are inclined to suspect that Mr. Wilson knows
somothing about it, though they haven’t got any proof against
him so far.”’

And then Oswald told Maxwe!l what had befallen him since
leaying them in the boat.

““It was a party of niggers out fishing who picked you up,”
Maxwell explained.
_ With the exception of Lieutenants Ilope and Fife, Mr.
Dick Dayis (midshipman), and three seamen, who had formed
the boat’s crew, the entire crew of the Rattler had perished.
Ifor two days the sea washed yp terrible mutilated bodies on
the foreshore; and it seemed to them that Lieutenant Ilope,
who had been in charge of the Rattler, would go out of his
mind, ITe was of an excitable disposition, and the shock
that he had suffered preyed on his mind to such an exbtent
that Lieutenant Iife, who had been with him on the Rattler,
told off two of the men to follow their superior officer about,
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and keep their eyes on him in case he should try and do him-
solf some mischief. ;

A period of enforced inactivity followed. There was no
means of leaving the island.except' by canos, which was nof
to be thought of. Nothing could have exceeded Mr. Wilson’s
hospitality. He seemed anxious to prove in every possibly
way that he had in no way assisted in the stealing away of
the schooner; but his very anxiety to ingratiate himself did
much to arouse suspicion against him. Ile swore that he
had never seen Captain Hutt, of the Albatross, before in his
life, that ho had only touched et the island two days beforo
the Government schooner. As for Kestor, he gaid that. he
had callod several times at the island to take in water, and
that twice whon he called at the istand on his veturn voyago
to Kingston in ballast, he had consented to ship a cargo of
cofton that Mr. Wilson wished to send to that port.

“This is all I know about ths two men!” Mr. Wilson
swore most emphatically. I did not oven know that they
knew each other. If they did, they hid the fact from me.
1 can only say that T would sooner lose half I possess in tho
world"than that this thing should have happened off this

hore.

Joseph Wilson, his son, a bestle-browed, heavy-faced young
man, corroborated all that his father said; and yof, although
they both told the same story, and stuck to it most man-
fully, there was something about the two men that aroused
suspicion.

Dr. Telford watched them with his keon little oyes.

“ Father and son looked a pair of rascals!” he confided to
Lieutenant Fife. ‘“Of course, you haven’t got the smallest
shred of evidence against either of them; but T should wateh
them very carefully. There is no knowing but they may
betray themsoalves yet, for all their confidence.”

“If the pair of them are hung up for their part in the
business, I don’t see that it will help poor Hope. The man's
career i3 ruined. e will nover get promotion now. And
yot it is a .thing that might have happened to any man
here's not a better sailor in the Service!” said Lieuteénant
Fife moodily.

“I believe the pair of them, father and son, aro as deep
in it as Kester himself was,”” Maxwell tells Oswald.

But though the guests under Mr. Wilson’s roof, at San
Andrade, had no great vegard for-their host and his son,
there was one member of the family that none of them
would have dreamed of saying a word against: This was Miss
Norah Wilson, the planter’s niece, a young girl of between
sixteon and seventeen years of agoe. She was unusually pretty,
with dark, flashing eyes, and hair that was rveally brown, buf
which looked like spun gold in the sunlight., She was tall
and slim, and as graceful as a young fawn,

“That girl dooesn’t look as if she came of the same stock
a6 the Wilsons,”” Dr. Telford said, *‘ She looks a lady. There
is breeding in her, from the crown of her head to the points
of her shoes, And the Wilsons, father and son, ave a couple
of clods!”

Maxwell and Dick Davis, the middy of the lost Rattler,
shared the same opinion about Miss Norah, and they fought
their differences out in the cotton-field behind the house, to
the satisfaction of themselves and a group of interested darkies,
who forgot their work in the excitement of the combat.

Angther Splendld Lonf, Complote
School Thle of Tom Merry & Co.

- o~ T




‘Every “‘hursdays
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& That day M
nd Davis had

axwell turned up. to luncheon yith a black eye,
a bruise on his forehead the size of an apple.

P Captain Burgoyne had quite recovered by the third day,
A

]

-

g} e o .

{ and soon fell back quite naturally into hig usual habits. Mr.
| Wilson' kept a good cellar, and yvery soon he and Captain
| Burgoyne and Mr. Brabazon were all on the best of terms
| with each other. *
| Yellow Jack lays hold of them!” said Dr. Tolford to Mr,
. Pringle.
{ " “My. Wilson said that there has never been a case of
| fever on this island since he tool up his residence here,” Mr.
Pringle observed : {

T dare say not, But we shall not stop here all our lives,
1 suppose?? zaid Dr. Telford. ' Good gad 1’ he added, as a
thought struck him. * What a pretty report we shall have
| to give to the admiral when we do reach Kingston. '

The

| frigate and the schoomer both gone, mutingﬂand pirac{, and
" on?y a handful of men left alive from the crews o both
|

vessels 1" §
“ Burgoyne and Hope will both be court-martialled, T
| suppose?’ said Mr.' Pringle. J
| %1 daro say; and the reswlt will be the captain of the
| Catapult will get off seot-free, while the other—" )

. Dy. Telford broke off suddenly, for, unknown to him,
{Lieutenn.nt Hope had entered the room.

The youmg officer’s faco had ﬁrown white .and drawn-look-
ing during the past few days. He ate gcarcely anything, and
spent most of his time wandering along the shore, watched
by his faithful bluejackets.

“1 heard what you said, doctor,” he said, in a hollow
voios. “'Phe eaptain of the Catapult will get off scot-free,
! "While the lieutenant of the Rattler will be disgraced for ever.
| Yes, yes, ¥ know, and I shall but get my deserts. 1 should
not have left my vessel.
man Wilson. I feel assuved now that he is a scoundrel, and
| was in league with those villains. The entertainment here
‘ tg_at"{light was a blind, a pretext to get me to desext my

ship.!
| 8o far he had talked coolly and rationally; but now he
| yose and began to pace the room with hasty strides, swinging
" his arms, and talking in a loud, i voice.

“F cannot stand it much longer!” he cried. ‘‘Day and
night T seem to see the faces of :3' murdered erew. Their
oyes are open and seem to be fixed on me full of reproach.
‘ This is' your doing!” their white lips seem to say. T tell

. you, Telford, it is driving me mad. It is not the thought of

P

go down to the shore and watch
F tly the water arts, and a ghastly dead
face appears for an instant above the surface. gt night dim
shapes form around my Now, I ean see them now—dead
faces—dead faces everywhere !’ ~
| ‘He stood with his back planted against the wall, and his
hands held out as though to ward
| while the loek in his face was one of intense horror and fear.
Dr. Telford rose and went over to him.
My doar fellow, you are nervous and fanciful.
let this thing prey on your mind.
 yours? ¥ou did not dream of treachery. Cumsar was slain by
treachery ; but none can say the fault was his.”
| “There can he no pessible blame attached to you,” added
Lieutenant Fife.
v But M. Tlopo seemed not to hear them. Ie stood with
| his. hands still outstretehed, then suddenly rushed out of the
| room. .

“The sooner we ean get off this island tho better he will
I be,” said Dr. Telford.
| "'The sooner weo ﬁct out of this hole the better we shall all
| be,” said Captain Burgoyne, who lurehed into the room at
jthis moment. Al
[ had been diinking as usual heavily, and his blotched
| face was flus and his voice thick and unsteady.
| Fow much Jonger are we to stop here kicking our heels?”
| ho %m?dod. : ]

*Until some vessel comes to take us off, I suppose,” said
- MviRsle eoolly. _ CR s e
- “4I’s my belief that this man Wilson wants to keep us
| ‘hero;’” said Burgoyne, with an oath. He hed been quarrelling
\ with bis host over their cups, and his mind at this moment
- was filled with animosity against him. “TIt’s my belief that
this Wilson and bis rascally son are a precious pair of scoun-
dvels. T believe that they were in the plot to murder the
crew of the Rattler 1" sheuted Captain Burgoyne.
s ‘B'/Ir. Rife gripped him quickly by the arm.

Hush !\ he said, in a low voice, for through the open door
~hehind Captain Burgoyne’s back, he eould see the tall form
~of Norah Wilson.
| ' Confoumd your impertinence! Take your hand off ¥’
] shouted Burgoyne, with an oath. * Who dares tell me to

| .
.

have been living now.
the sea, and

You have

e
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“1 wouldn’t give thosze two twenty-f-our hours -of life if

1 should not have put faith in this’

my disgrace, it is the thou]ght that but for me those men might’

off some unseen enemy,’

How can the. fault be
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be silent? T tell you that Wilsor helped to murder that ship’s
erew as surely as If he had held the knife in his own hand I’ :
Mr. Fife rose hastily and closed the door; but too late!

Interrupted—A Sail—Oswald Klears News —Rest
at Last,

With a ook of horror on hei white face, the girl passed out
on to the verandal, and sank on to a seat, burying her face
in her hands.

She knew that her uncle had lied to the officers about
Kestor. She knew that he had been here, not twice or threo
times, but twenty or thirty times, and that there had been
strange business, and strange doings during his visits. She
knew, too, that Captain, Hutt, of the Albatross, had been here
often before, and that he and Kester had met often.

Sho was sitting near the open door that led into her, uncle’s
private sitting-room, frem which presently there came sounds
of voices. Her unele’s, husky and thick; hex cousin’s, lond
and angry.

“Do you want to swing for it?” eried the younger man.
“Tlaven't you sense to keep away from.it while those brutes
are here? They suspect you already, and, if you drop 2 hint
or blab, they’ll have irons on you for your share in the busi-
ness, and you'll hang for it on Kingston Quay as sure as my
name—"

The girl rose hastily from her seat, her worst suspicion
confirmed. She wanted to hear no more. She had never
cared for her uncle and cousin, never respected them; but
now—— Her dress caught in the prickly leaves of a cactus,
bringing down the plant and the pot in which it was set, and
the next moment her ccusin, with a white, seaved-looking
face, came hastily to the window.

“Oh, it is you, is it? Spying on us, I suppose?”’ he aved,
in a furious voice,

“1 was not spying.
more,”’ she answered.

“More? Then you bave heard something?”’
low veice. With a stride he had reached hex side,
her hand in his. -*' Now, then, what have yon heard?’ he
muttered between his teeth. *“Tell me!” ho added, with an
oath. Ho gripped her arm tightly, so that she ‘winced with
the pain. . "

““ Be careful,” he whispered—‘ be carefully We've risked so
much that we don’t mean to risk any mone. ¥You under-

T was going, that I might not hear

he said, in &

stand? What have you heard? Out with ity or—""He!

raised his fist with a threatening gesture, but the girl stood
firm, looking him in the eyes.

“You coward!” she muttered.

“If trouble comes through you,” he muttered, in a furions
voice; ‘' if anything happens, then—-"

The threat was nevew finished. )

‘“Take your Liand off that young lady!” dewanded a cool

Vo100,

Joseph Wilson swung round and found himself face to faco
with Oswald. :

“You hear!” said Oswald sternly.

“T hear !’ veplied the other, gntting his teeth together.
“ But what is it to you, you cub?”’

“J give you one »cc‘!md to release that young lady !’ said
©swald, striding forward and laying his hand on young
Wilson’s shoulder.

With an oath Wilson {ried to fling off his hand, and at the
samo time ferce Norah m through the open window of the

room.

But Oswald’s passion rose. Slipping his hand from Wilson’s
shoulder to his throat, e shook him like a rat, and, gasping
iqr} breath, the rufian was forced to let go his hold on the
girl,

e staggered back; then, with a hoarse cry of fury, he
rushed at Oswald with clenched fists.

In spite of all that he had gone through, Oswald had not
lost his cunning. Shpﬁmg quickly aside to avoid the blow
Wilson aimed at him, he sent his right fist crashing into his
opponent’s face, then followed up the first blow with another
from his left.

Cursing freely, and gpitting blood, Wilson stumbled back-
wards. Then, with a howl of rage, and murder flaming in
his eyes, he rushed at Oswald again.

This time Oswald did not attempt to dodge the blow, but

+ parried it with his left, and, putting forth all his strength,

he drove his right fist into the young ruffian’s face.
With a gasp and a groan, Wilson went down like a log,

just as the clder Wilson, still fuddled with drink, staggered.

out en to the verandah. 2

“ What's this—what’s this?”’ he cried thickly.

Then, sceing the body of his son lying on the ground, he
r:.;g.;d t}lxs thick stick that he had been carrying, and rushed
at Oswald.

The girlsshricked aloud, and started forward with arms

outstretched, as her uncle brought down the stick with a
Tar Gem Lisrary.—No. 127,
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tremendous blow, which he aimed at Oswald’s head; but,
leaping nimbly aside, Oswald caught the _stick as, it
descended, and in a moment had wrenched it out of the
man’s grasp.

For a moment the pair stood glaring at each other; then,
with a contemptuous laugh, Oswald sent the stick whirling
away into a dense clump of grass.

“ff you were a few years younger, I would serve you
the same as I served your son,” he said. ¢

But by this time the noise had alarmed everyone within
hoaring,

Dr. Telford, Maxwell, Mr. Pringle, and Mr. Fife came
rushing out, followed in a few moments by Captain
Burgoyne,

“Good heavens, Smith!” cried Mr. Pringle. * What's
the matter? What has happened 7"

“I knocked that cur down,” said Oswald coolly, “ and his
father wanted to revenge him, that’s all.”

“That’s all, is it? That’s all, you young villain!" roared
Captain Burgoyne. “ And this is the way you treat people
who have shown you hospitality, is it?7 By thunder, ['d
have you put in irons, if I could !”

Dr. Telford had, meanwhile,
Wilson.

“He is not much hurt—j
“How did it happen, Smith?

Oswald stood silently, and, meanwhile, Captain Burgoyne's
fury rose.

“I may have lost my ship; but, by thunder, I haven’t lost
all my men! Fid! Wid!” h

Old Fid appeared in a few minutes in answer to his
name. g

“Call up a couple of negroes and get a cane !’

““What aroe you going to do?”’ demanded Dr. Telford
sharply. i

“l am going to show Mr. Smith that T have some
authortty still, though 1 have lost my ship, thanks to the
cursed bungling of you and the rest " retorted the captain. -

:: ¥ou"¢}ro going to flog that boy ?” said-Dr. Telford.

les !

“He saved your life, and this is the way
to prove youp gratitude.
doing what ho did.”

Captain Burgoyne slunk back
Dr. Tolford’s eyes.

Just then Mr. Wilson came up.

“If you want help, Burgoyne, my hands are all at your
service.”’

Oswald stood leaning against the wooden railings of the
verandah, with his arms folded across his chest.

Old I'id stood looking one to anogher, turning the quid
ovor in his cheelk.

“Cane! What'd I want with a cane?” he muttered, “I
ain’t no schoolmaster.”

“I shall expect you to

been examining young

ust stunned,” he said quietly.

you are going
I dare say he had good reason in

abashed at the contempt in

rigged ship, and proved fo be,

THE BEST 5" LIBRARY D%~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3" LIBRARY. "

when she came fully into

sight, a frigate of considerable size.

Fife

‘“I'hope so—I hope so,”
Meanwhile,
Wilson.

“Tiven now it may not be too late.
seen something of the Rattlor,”

““1f she had only come a fow days earlier !"" mutterad Mr.

) She ma} have
said Mr. Pringle.

replied the other.
Oswald was on the verandah with -Norah
Father and son had disappeared

;3 the latter, no

doubt, to bathe his face and make himself presentable before

the arrival of the frigate.
“I can't bear to think th

will remain with those—with your uncle and cousin,” said

Oswald.

“Oh, if you knew how I long to
‘“ How I hate this life.

the girl cried.
they keep me here. They
them."”

get away from here !"
I do not know why

do not care for me, either of

“ You don’t mean to say they ill-treat you?" cried Oswald.

“If—if T thought that—-
“No, they
Oh, I cannot tell you!

o not ill-treat me.
Only if—if I could onl

Oswald clenched his hands and unclenched t
_“What can I do?” he muttered.
of this frigate, I might help hor;

It is not that; but—
got away !"”

em, .
“If I were the captain

yet to leave hor behind with that brute !”
“Why don’t you ask the captain of this frigate to. take

you to Kingston ?
Oswald asked.
She shook her head.
“I have no friends
cousin,”

By this time the frigate had entered the little

Have you friends-there, or anywhere?”

in the world but my uncle and

bay. They

saw the anchor go over her side and send up a white ¢loud

of foam, as it went rushin
Then the white pyrami
in the sunshine,

down through the groeen depths.
of canvas melted away like snow
and a few moments later the noble vessel

was riding at anchor under her poles. '
A boat was lowered from her sides, manned, and in a few
moments was coming quickly to the shore.

“They will take you on

perhaps we shall never see e

Norah Wilson said.
and Oswald took it in his,

board. You will go, and—and
ach other again, Mr. Smith,”
“ Good-bye !’

She held out her hand,

“Good-bye !”” hie said huskily, -

She was gone the next moment, and he

furned away sad

walked down towards the shore, where tho boat’s crew had

already landed.

“This is very ill-news, Captain Burgoyne,” said a tall
man, with a pair of epaulettes on his shoulders, who was

walkmq slowly up the hill
Catapult.

“I know it, Garvin,” replied Burgoyne.

an ionquiry held, of course;

punish  this man goveroely,

Captain ~ Burgoyno!”  said
Wilson, with all the dignity
he could muster up. * After
our hospitality—~---""

He paused, and the un-
ploasant silence that followed
was broken most opportunely
by young Davis, who came
rushing up, shouting
oxcitedly :

“A  sail—a sail to  tho
north-east ! She looks like a
full-rigged ship, and I think
sho is shaping this way !”’

“A sail, is it?7 yolled Iid,

springing out from the
verandah. ¢ circumstance, as
In a moment excitoment

reigned, and the quarrel be-
tween Oswald and the Wil-
sons was apparently for-
gotten.

The distant sail was still a
vory lona way out at sea;
but, as Davis had said, she
was evidently shaping her
course in the direction of tho
island,  So all through the
afternoon a little group was
gathered ~on . the - shore,
eagerly watching the ship as
gho came nearer and nearer.
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WHOM TO WRITE TO—The
Editor, ““GEM " LIBRARY, 23-9,
Bouverie Street, Fleet Street,
London, who will be pleased to
bear from you.

“THE ST. JIN'S RECATTA."

Arthur Augustug is the victim of
through an accidental
fall into the river he causes the whole
school to be punished. However, after
much trouble and worry
cverything ends well, and

““THE ST. JIM'S REGATTA”

is a huge succes$,

Iz

It

Davis's sharp eyes had not

e e V)
Belertn. | ‘

doceived him. She was a full-

beside the captain of the

“There will bo
but I have nothing to con-

ceal. I shall court an. in-
quiry.”
“Of course—of courso!”

replied the captain of the
frigate, who had proved to
be a former acquaintance of
Burgoyne’s “Of course, tho
crew mutinied, you say—the
rascals!| Have you any idea
why 2" !

“They were inocited to it
by my first officor.. My only
regret is that the scoundrel
is dead, and that I cannot
bring him to justice,” said
Burgoyne. y

“I thought that Wryer had .
sailed with you as first lieu-
tenant,”” said Captain Garvin.

“He did. Tt was he!”
cried Burgoyne,

Captain Garvin startod and
looked keenly.

“Iryer dead!”
tered.

he mut-
“And you bring this
accusation agamst him. [
cannot  believe it. Ile was
one of the best officers in the
Service,” he  said shortly.
Then, without another word
to Burgoyne, he fell back
and joined Dr. Telford and
Licutenant Iife.

L

4

at we are going, and that you

but I am nobody. And '

-t

(Another instalment of this thiilling .

serial will appear next Thursday.)
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