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“D’ARCY’S DOUBLE.”

l
! A Splendid Long, Complete Tale of the Chums of St, Jim’s and their Rivals of the Grammar School.
il By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, of St. Jim's, face to face with his double of the Grammar School ! l
CHAPTER 1. “Scems to me that you're making more row than anybody—"
Fairly Caught elee,” observed Tom Merry.
= UIET 1 ALY Maug, “ Quiet, you ass! You'll alarm the Grammar cads!”
@ “ Weally Blak ” Blake hissed OuE the words with intense earnestnes?. :
“ Quict, oL ass 1! Arthur Augustus D’Arcy JQ:‘]_{CdﬂhlS head away from Blake’s
“T irefiise po detaining hand, and glared in speechless indignation at his

chum. The rest of the juniors were very. quict.
: 4 er 0L, There were eight or nine of them in the party, under the
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, and the remark D’Arcy Had been heavy branches of Rylcombe Wood. Jack Blake and D’Arey, -
about. to make died away in a faint gasp. of the Fourth, and Tom Merry, and Manners, and Lowther,

“Quict, you fathead!” whispered Blake. * You'll give of the Shell—the ornaments of the School House at St, Jim’s

L ihe alarm! Quict, you feows! Don’t make a' rvow, Tom —and_ I'iggins, Kerr, and Wynn, of the Fourth Form and =
& - Merry. Koep your feet still, Figgins, you ass! Don’t move, the New House—deadly rivals of Tem Merry &.Co., exeept-

Lowther. - Quict!” : ing when they united with them for the,purpese of taki

: ‘ ; Next Thuarsdoay : s : e

'WHEN A BOY'S DOWN!"

Jack Blake’s hand clesed forcibly oier the mouth of




the warpath against Rylcombte Grammar School—as they
were doing on the present occasion.

; Weally, Blake——"" Asthur Augustus D’Arcy burst out
at last.

“Quiet ! said Tom Merry,

“Shut up, Tom Merry !” muttered Blake.

¢ Yaas, wathahy”

¢ Better all shut up,”” suggested Xerr, who was famous for
liis practical common-sense. * Suppose we all keep quict—
cspecially Blake 77 ,

“ Yes, especially Bleke,”” agreed Tom Merry.

“ Yaas, wathah—especizlly Blake.”

Blake snorted.

CYWell, if you want the Grammarians to hear us

” he

“began resignedly.

“ Bleszed if I think there are any Grammarians in the
wood at all,” said Figgins. “I haven’t sce: an, for one.”

“Bai Jove! No!”

“ And I haven’t heard any,” said Tom Merry.

“1 haven’t, either.”

“Bcllake has been having dreams,”” Monty Lowther sug-
gested.

And the St. Jim’s juniors chuckled, and Blake glared.

“1 tell you I saw three of them sneaking into the woed,
carrying bundles,” he said. ‘‘They were Gorden Gay, the
Cornstalk chap, and Frank Monk and Carboy.”

*“ Sure ?”’

“Yes, ass.”

“Going to have a feed, perhaps,” Fatty Wynn remarked,
smacking his lips. “I don’t sec what they could have in the
bundles, excepting grub.”

“You wouldn’t,” said Manners.

“ Look here, you School House fathead—"

“Well, you New House porpoise )

o gl 11 jolSiv' well—"?

“ I’ll—_’Y

“That's it!”? said Jack Blake sarcastically.

“ Rt a

‘House row now, with the Grammar Schoo: chaps in hearing !

GO it !” .

“QOrdah !’ said Arthur Augustus D’Arey, turning his eye-
glass severely upon Fatty Wynn and Manners. ‘ Ovdah,
deah boys!”’ )

. “T know jolly well what they had in the bundles,” said
Blake, with conviction. ‘““You {mow Gordon Gay is always
getting up some theatrical bizney or other. I believe they're

" out herc for a rehearsal, and perhaps they’re going to dress

the parts. If we take care, we can take them by surprise—

. if you New House chaps don’{ jaw and alarm them.”

reflective sort of way.

Y Guw Liowia

* Look herc

“There you go again! That’s one thing I’ve always
noticed about you New House chaps,” Blake remarked, in a
“You must jaw !~

“Peace, my sons!” said Tom Merry pacifically. “ Pecaco
in the wigwam! If the Grammar cads are here—-"

“ Weally, Blake—" .

“Shut up! I canhear them! Listen!™ .

“¢«To be or not to ke, that is the questicn!
Whether ’tis nobler in the mind to suffe:

" The slings and arrows of cutragcous fortune,
Or to take arms against a sea of troubles
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And by opposing, end them!

.The well-known lines, recited in a clear, boyish voice, came
clearly through the trees. The St. Jim’s juniors grinned at
one another. Well they knew the voice of Gerdon Gay, of
the Fourth Forin at Rylcombe Grammar School, the leader
of the Grammarian juniors in their frequent alarums and
excursions against the  Saints.” )

“Bai Jove !”” murmured Arthur Augustus D’Avey. ¢ That’s
Gordon Gay, wight enough.”

“Yes, rather.”

**Come on,” said Blake softly.

The incipient House row was forgottes already School

“Tiouse and New House were like brothers when it was a

gaestion of raiding the Grammarians. With all the caution
thev had learned as Boy-Scouts, the St. Jim’s juniors tr_od-
softly through the wood in the direction of the ringing voice
of Gordon Gay. .

Jack Blake held up his hand as a sign to stop. In the

" glade kbefore them, as they peered through the thicket, three

strangs figures were to be seen. Three ancient Danes, but
of moderate size for Danes. Cordon Gay had the garb of

“Hamlet on, and Frank Monk was in the guise of Horatio,

and Carboy was clad as Laertes. Horatio and Laertes were

- gazing very admiringly upoa their leader as he spouted the

famous soliloquy.
¢ Jolly good ! said Monk.

“: % Ripping !” said Carboy. -

& YWell, don’t interrupt, then,” said Gordon Gay.
-No, 195..
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“¢But that the dread of something after death,
That undiscovered country, from whose bourne
No traveller returns, puzzles the will
And makes us rather bear the ills we have,
Than fly to others that we know not of "

“Oh, good!” murmured Blake.
something to stop all that! Come on, you fellows

“Yaas, wathah!”

“ We're ready !”’

And with a shout the St. Jim’s juniors rushed from the

“But we'll eive him

127

.« thicket, and Hamlet, Horatio, and Laertes we.c collzrced and

relied over in the grass.

CHAPTER 2.
Not Nice.

“ W
@ [ O}l !”
“St. Jim’s cads!

Ow 1”?

The Grammarian juniors yelled as they weni down. But.

they had no chance.” They struggled in vain in-the grasp of
many hands.
Each of them was deposited upon his back in the grass,
and‘ upon each chest a St. Jim’s junior sat.
. The three Gregnmarians gazed up at their grinning captors
in boundless rage.
““ Lemme gerrup !’

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

[T

. ““Wats, deah boy ! said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, turning
his eycglass upon Gordon Gay. *“I wathah weekén we'ra
not goin’ to do anythin’ of the sort, you know.” -

** No fear!” grinned Figgins.

Gordon Gay gasped.

“You—you bounders!” he exclaimed.
mean by interrupting a peacelul rehearsal?
Take this fat beast off my chest!”

* Look here——"" began Fatty Wynn.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!l”’ -

“I wathah think you’re done this time, deah boys,” saiid
Avrthar Augustus D’Arcy. * As a mattah of fact, Gay, deah
boy, I have nevah weally made it up to you for the time vou
had the feahful cheek to disguise yourself as me, and made
me look widiculous. Undzah the cires. g

* Rats!” said, Gay.
Nature did that.”

“Weally, Gay ¥

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”
}.“Pwaﬁy let Gorden Gay get up, Wynn, while T thwash
1150

“Hold on, Gussy!” said Blake. ‘Thrashings are off.
We're going to confiscate their clothes, and send them home
to the Grammar School in Shakespearian costume.”

“Bai Jove! Ha, ha, ha!”

The Grammarians exchanged looks of dismay. They could
imagine the howls of laughter that would greet them in the
Grammar School, when they marched in at the school gates
as Hamlet, Horatio, and Laertes.

“TI say > began Frank Monk.

‘“Rats !” said Blake, gathering up the garments the Gram-
marians had discarded. ¢ We'll take charge of these. You
shall have them back by parce's post to-morrow.”’

“Don’t you darc to take our clothes away!” yelled Frauk
Monk,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“We'll—we’ll smash you!” roared Gordon Gey.

“Bai Jove! I don’t sce how you’ll do the smashin’, undch
the cires.,” said Arthur Augustus D’Arey. ‘“ But you are
welcome to twy, deah beys.”

‘“Gimme my. duds!” yelled Carboy.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The discarded garments were carefully gathered up. Then
the three Grammarians were rolled over in the grass, and
tossed into a mass of bushes, and the St. Jim's fellows re-
treated, bearing the raided clothes with them.

The faint sound of a Jaugh foated back through the wood
to the ecars of the enraged Grammarians.

Gordon Gay scrambled out of the thicket. Xe rushed in
the divection taken by Tom Merry & Co.. and then he
paused. It was not much usc to pursue the Saints—three
were not likely to be able to effect much against so many.
The Grammarians would only ke looking for a licking, and
it was certainly impossible for them to get their clothes back
unless the Saints chose to give them up. Which was not
likely to happen.

Frank Monk and Carboy scrambled out of the hedge, look-
ing considerably rumpled. They looked furious, too. - =

fete Schiool Tale of Harry Wharton & Co,
ibrary. (:,lmwan" ¢ r{’{w -one

’ roared Gordon Gay.

“What do yeu
Lemme geivup!

*“I never made you look ridiculcus.




Every Thursday,
¢ Are we going to let the‘n get away with our tags?” de-
manded Monlk furiously.

Gordon Gay burst into a

“ Well, T guess we are | 1”7
io prevent it, anyway.’

“Let’s get after them, and—"

¢ Get licked 2”7

¢ Well, I suppose it’s not much good,” said Frank Monl,

“1 don’t sce how we'ro

laugh
be said

pausing.
¥ “I supposze not!” said Gordon Gay. *“Let’s get back to
. sohool.”
= ¢ Like this!” roared Monk and Carhoy together.
. *Gordon Gay shrugged his shoulders.
; “ Not if you can think of any other way out of it,”” heo
said;. “I can’t.)

¥ Frank Monk aud Carboy couldn’t, either, when they
thought™it owerf But to return to the Grammar School in
Shakea')eanan eostume!  They raged for a few minutes;
“and thnn making up their minds to i, they tramped away
savagely thnough the wood.

As they came out into the lane that led to the Grammar
School, two or three people caught sight of them, and thero
was a voll of laughter. It was not often that fellows were
seen m the quiet lanes of Rylcombe in the costume of Shakc
speare’s heroes.

With very red faces, Gmdon Gay & Co. ’nam’)ed on te the

Grammar School.
The great red-brick building burst upon their view, and
they burst upon the view of a- group of juniors in the gate-
way. Harry and Jack Wootton, and Lane, and Carpenter,
_and Tadpole, and several other fnllows were there, and they
all burst into hysterical laughter at the sight of the three
unhap')‘v 1ﬂhea‘seu
“Buck up !I” muttered Gay. ¢ Run for it! Wo shall have
to run the gauntlet till we get in.
Andthe three heroes ran.
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Where are your duds?”’
“Behold Hamlet !”
“To b3 or not to be, that is the queatxon
¢ Oh, my ])rophetlc soul, Horatio!’
“Ha, ha, ha!”
Tho three rehearsers, crimson and furious, dashed across
the quad. They reached the House, and on the steps ran
: atmost full-tilt “into . Mr. Adams, the m'ts’ter of the Fourth.
. “'Ths Form-master starcd at them blankl
“Wh-wh-what is this?” he gasped
' “ Ahem !” said Gordon Gay.
s g “H'm!” muttered Frank Monk.
2 “You see—" explained Carboy; but he got no further.
“Good heavens!” exclaimed Mr. Adams. ‘ What is the
megning of this ridiculous masquerade, Gay? Do you mean
to say that you have actually been out of doors in that
absurd ‘costume ?”’
“You sece, sir—""
i Ridiculous ! You will take five hundred
“ Somebody took our clothes, su while we were 1ehea1 sing
Bhalespeare in the- wood, sir, Gotdon Gay interposed
hurriedly, before the word ‘“lines” could come out.
Mr. Ada.m» startod; then a smile overspread his face.
“H'm! Very unfortunate for you,” he cxclaimed. “I
hapn you will recover your clothes.”
o-es, sir; I—I think we shall; sir,
“Go a.lrl tal\e those absurd i‘nnwa off «

“ Yes, sir.

7 stammered Gay.

at once.”

=3 l The \1Cl'lﬂla of the little joke of Tom Merry & Co. ‘mxn(rl

up to their dormitory. They glarcd at one another as they
dtafmed oft the costumes.
“Nico go this is—I don’t think " growled Frank ’\Icnh
Gordon Gay cl.uckled
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One Penxiy,

“Well, they had us, fair and squareld” he saxd

“Rats! It's beastly !

¢ Oh, be a sportsman, Monke ”»

“That’s all very well,” f,led the exasperated Monk,
“but w hat Wl“ the fellows say: We shall never hear the
end of this.”

“ Not till we’ \o got level with the giddy Saints, I know,”
grinned Gordon Gay.

“ And how are we going to do that?” growled Ca.rboy

Gordon Gay smiled:serenely.

“You leave it to your uncle,” he said. -

’I“cﬁwhxch Frank Monk and Carboy replied simultancously :

¢ t:

But the Cornstalk j ]umor only chuckled. Gordon Gay could
take a joke as cheerfully as he could perpetrate one, whick
is saying a good deal. ~And already a scheme had been
hatched in his fertile brain for scoring in his turn over the
juniors of St. Jim’s.

e

CHAPTER 3.
An Invitation. for Gussy.

RTIHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY chuckled. He was
R seated in-the junior common-room, in the School
House at St. Jim’s, the same evening.

Preparation was over, and the juniors were chatting before
going to bed. Tom Merry and Manners, of the Shell, were
playmcr chess. Monty Lowther was lookmrr on, giving advice
to both’ play rers alternately, by which e was reducing both
of thom o a state almost of frenzy.

Blake“and Digby and Herries, of the Fourth, were talking
football. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy had been apparentiy .
buried in reflection for some time, and he had emerged from
his brown study with that sudden chuckle. :

Jack Blake turned his head round to look at the swell of
St. Jim’s.

¢ Broken anything?” he asked. *

“ Weally, Blake i

“I'm sure something went off,”’ said Blake, evcing the swell
of St. Jim’s suspxclously “Didn’t you hear it, Dig?”

“Yes, rather!” said Digby.

“Didn’t you, Herues‘7 ’

€ Yes 7 said Herries.
down.”

“You uttah asses!” said D’Arey, turning his eyeglass
indignantly upon his chums of the I‘ourth Form. ¢ You
knﬁw perfectly well that I was laufrhm

“Oh, were you?” said Blake. *1 dare say you were, NOW<
you mention it. You are quite sure you haven’t broken any-
thing 7’ :

“Pway don’t be.an ass, Blake! I was thinkin' of the
wippin’ way I have done the Gwammah cads to-day.”

lake stared at him.

“The ripping way you’ve done the Grammar cads!” he
howled. “ Well, of all the nerve! It was my idea from
start to finish.”

“Weally, Blake—="

“You nearly spoiled the whole thing by making a 1ow,
said Blake; “‘that was all that you had to do with it.’

“Pway don’t be an ass, deah boy' Of course, I was at
the bottom ‘of the whole thing. I :

Blake turned excitedly to the Terrible Three. ~

“I say, you Shell chaps, whose idoa was it to collar the
Grammar cads in the wood?” he yelled.

:i %]/[lm(‘\"” said Tom Merry promptly.

l .

“Rook to king's second,” said Tom Moerry, addicssing
Manners. “I think that busts you, old man.”

I should have moved the bishop,” said Lowther judicially.

“I dare say you would,” agreed Tom Merry, “but I'n
playing chess.” #

““ Look here——

“The Gwammah cads will be awf’ly watty about it,”’ said
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. -“T1 don’t know whethah I was
a httlp too severe on them. Ha, ha, ha!”

“You—you ass! You had nothing to do with it, cxeept
to nearlv ‘muck up the whole thing bv jawing at the wiong

‘It was a sound like a clock runuing

s

moment,” said Blake; with just md!rrnatxon
= Pwa_, don't split  your - infinitives, _deah boy!” said
D’Arcy. “It wowwies me. I always did object stwongly

to a split infinitive.”

“Ass!” :

“1 wefuse to be called an ass. I wathah think that Gordon
Gay will be feelin’ inclined to kick himself, and us too,”
said D’Arey, with another chuckle. “I must say you backed
me up all wight, deah boys. I must say that.”

“Well, my hat—-"

“ Letter for Master D’Avrcy,” said Tpby, the School Heuse
page, putting his shock head into the-Gesmmon-room.

“ Bwing it heah, deah boy,” said D’Arcy. * Tham\ you
vowy much. Give him a shillin’,” Blake, plea%e :
“Haven’t one,” said Blake,- ‘Wﬂ a- ha penn do?”




““ Weally, Blake— Give him a shiliin’, Dig.”
“Qply got twopence,” said Digby cheerfully.

Give him a shillin’, Hewwies.” -

““Stony ! said ‘Herries tersely.

“Bai Jove! It’s too bad! Now I shall have all the
twouble of extwactin’ money fwom my pocket® said 1’ Arcy ;-
and he rose and groped in his trousers’ pocket for a cein..

Blake glared at him. :

“You—you nine kinds of an ass! Do you mean to say
you’ve got money on you all the time?”

“ Yaas, wathah; but it’s a feahful fag gettin’ up, and I'm
feelin’ completely exhausted aftah my exertions this aftah-
noon, in downin’ the Gwammah cads. Here you are, Toby;
and mind you don’t spend it in wiotous livin®.”

“ Thank you kindly, Master D’Arcy.”

And Toby took the shilling and departed. Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy was always gorgeous in his tips. He was the only
junior at St. Jim’s who expended shillings in that princely
way. =

“Who's the letter from, ass?’’ asked Blake.
it isn’t for me? >
Jane. -

“It’s .fwom Fwank Monk.”

‘“The Grammar bounder 77

“ Yaas, wathah !’ said Arthur Augustus, turning the letter
over in his hands. *I wondah what the boundah can have
to say to me? Pewwaps he wants me to let him down nwore
lightly next time?”

“ Fathead !

“ Weally, Blake—-"

““Open the letter!” shricked Blake.
see what he wants.”

“Yaas, that’s wathah a gcod ideah.”

Arthur- Augustus slit the envelope with a little silver-
handled penknife, and took out the letter. It was written in-
the big, bold handwriting of Frank Moenk.

“Dear. D’ Arcy,—Will you come over and see us to-morrow, -
Wednesday afterncon? My sister Phyilis is coming to tea,
and we.particularly want her to see ycu. If you could get
here immediately after dinner, we sheuld take 1t as a great
favour, and we would do our best to give you a good time.”
Always’ yours, F. Moxx.”,

“Bai Jove! I wegard that as a nice lettah,” said D’Arcy,
““especially considewin’ the way I wagged them to-day.”

“The way I ragged them, you.mean.”

“ Wats !”? ’ -

“T suppose it’s some jape,” said Kangarco,

Blake shook his head.

“Oh, no; Frank Monk wouldn’t jape Gussy after getting
Lim there on a friendly visit. Gussy will be safe enough
1)emo:3’all»y., But Monkey. must have some. motive, all the
same.

“Weally, Blake, his motive is quite plain enough. He
wants some fellow of tact and judgment to help cntahtain
Phyllis.” .

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“ Weally, you fellows——"

-+ There’s something else in it,”’ said Tom Merry, who had
turned round from the chess-table to hear the letter read—
‘“something more than that. They won’t jape Gussy, after
inviting him there; that wouldn’t be cricket. But they’ve
got something on, you can bet your best Sunday boots on
that.”

“T guess 50, said Jerrold Lumley-Lumley. * But what’s
the little game??

D’Arcy nodded thoughtfully.

“Yaas, it’s quite poss.,” he remarked. ‘“Pewwaps they
want to get me out of the way while they waid the school.”

‘““What !”” roared the juniors.

“ My hat 1"’ shrieked Tom Merry. ‘ Why should they want
to get you out of the way? What geod would you be if you
stayed 77’

‘“ Weally, Tom Mewwy—""

“Of all the cheeky asses A .

“You chaps bein’ left without a leadah, natuwally they
would have an easy time waggin’ you,” said D’Arcy loftily.
“T wecommend you to keep your eyes open, so as not to be
done bwown while I am away.”

The juniors glared at him. D’Arcy’s opinicn of himself
was a very considerable one, but the idea that the Gram-
narians would take the trouble to entice him out of the
way, while they raided St. Jim’s, was a little too rich.

“Well, you chump!” said Blake, in measured tones.

“Weally, Blake—" .

“ Faith, and are you goin’ to accept the invitation?” asked
Reilly.

“Yaas, wathah! If Fwank Monk wants me tc entahtain
his sister, I should be wantin’ in politencss to decline.”

“¥a, ha, ha!”

“T fail to see anythin’ whatevah to gwin at,” said D’Arcy,
with a great deal of dignity. ‘I shall now pwoceed to W’ite
2 weply to Fwank Monk, acceptin’. Pway excuse me, deah

)

5

> : Y “ Quite sure
I'm expecting a remittance from my Aunt

“That’s the way to
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boys, as I have to catch tHe post, or he won’t get my weply
in the mornin’.” 3

And the swell of St. Jim’s walked away.

He left the juniors grinning -and busily discussing ihe
letter. That there was something under that invitation
everybody but D’Arcy suspected ; but what it was they could
not guess. Frank Monk & Co. would certainly not japé the
guest within their gates. But what could be their motive
for getting him away from St. Jim’s. If they had intended
any raid, D'Arcy’s presence at St. Jim’s would not have
hindercd them in any way. /It was a puzele, and Tom Merry
tried in vain to solve it. S g :

CHAPTER 4.
Gordon Gay’s Little Scheme.

EDNESDAY was a half-holiday at both the

W Grammar Scheo)l and St Jim’s. - Gordon Gay &

? Co., of the Grammar Schocl, had intended -to play

St. Jim’s juniors at footer that afternoon, but there had been

too much rain of late. The ground was in no condition for
play, and the match had been scratched.

As a rule, the scratching of “a. fodter match would have
made the herces of the Gremmar Scheol look decidedly
doleful. - Bat on Wednesday morning Gordon Gay -and Frank
Monk and Carboy and Lane scemcd to be in high spivits.
They grinned to one ancther in the Form-rcom in the morn-
ing, and whispered to such an extent that Mr. Adams, the
Feorm-master, was **down ™ upon them mere then once.

“If there is any mocre talking in class I shall detain the
boys comcerned this afterncon,” said Mr. Adams ab last.

That was enough.

- From that momént Gordont Gay & Co. were as silent as
oysters. In spite of the fact that foctball was “ off,” they
cvidently had very strong reasons for not wishing to be de-
tained that Wednesday afterncon. . ) .

Gordon Gay breathed a sigh of relief when lessen
over, and the Fourth Form of the Grammar Schech trecped
cut into the flagged passage. ,
“My only hat,” Gay ejaculated
turn! Suppose we lad been derai
** Horrible ! said ‘Menk.

“ All serene now though! Come up to my study.”
“Can’t get to bizney. till after dinner,” said Monk.
“No; but we can get‘the things ready.”

“Right you are!”’ . |

And the four juniors tremped upstairs. .

They were grinning gleefuily when they came dewn to
dinner. -~ "y . '

Immediately that meal was disposed of they made for the
staircase.

“Aren't you coming out, Gay?’ asked Jack Wootton,
stopping Gorden Gay on the stairs. “I¢’s turmihg out
beautifully fine, and we could get a cycle run®

(GGay shool"his head. ~ T

*“Can’t be did!”

*“ Something on?’ asked Jack Wootton.

“Yes, vather! Ceme and help.”

““Oh, all right!”

Five juniors crowded into Gordon Gay’s study. Tadpele
of the Fourth, who was an amateur artist, had the windew
alrcady blocked up with an easel and was painting away in
wonderful reds and greens. Gorden Gay )erked the brush
out of his hand, Monk tcok the palette, and Lane scized the
casel, Wootton the canvas. Carboy grasped the artist him-
self.  Artist and art were deposited in the pussage. Tadpele
sat there gasping and blinking.

**Dear me!” he ejaculated. ** This—this must be a sudden
attack of insanity! Gay = .

“TIt’s all right, old son!” said the Cornstalk.
the study for a bit, that’s all.”

“But I was painting—"

““Never mind!”’

“But I really do mind, Gay. It is too bad. Let us argue
the point—""

™

»

“We want

Slam !
The sudden and forcible closing of the study deor put an
end to Tadpole’s expostulations. He rose to his feet,

¢
gathered up his various properties, and drifted sadly away.
From within the study came the sound of many chuckles.
Gordon Gay was in great humour. Jack Wcotton was
mystified, especially when he saw his chum take out a box
of make-up, and drag bundles of clothes out cf the cupboard.
Gordon Gay was a born actor, and he frequently amused
his Form-fellows by impersonations. He had the gift of
imitating any voice, and in his make-up he had passed himself
off as the most unlikely persons—once as Mr. Adams, the
Form-master, once as the Head, and once, on a famous ccca-
sion as, Arthur Augustus D’Arcy of St. Jim’s.
““ What’s the joke?’ asked Jack Wootton.

SEES
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was the double of the Swell of St. Jim's,

Gordon Gay stood pefore a glass and worked swiftly.
His chums grinned joyously as they looked at him. (See belor.)

He was very much of D’Arcy’s build, and alrecady he I

“It’s a little jape on St. Jim's, my son,” said Gordon Gay,
with a chuckle, “in return for their little jape vesterday.
Gussy’s coming over for the afternoon, when Monk’s sister
is here 7

Wootton looked serious.

“ Hang it all, Gay, you're not thinking of japing a chap
you've invited?” he exclaimed.

“Of course not, ass!”

“Then what’s the game?”

“We're going to jape the other chaps at St. Jim's.”

::A regular, ripping, royal jupe!” chuckled Iranlk Monk.
% But how—"
““ Do you remember iny making up as Gussy once?”’

Wootton laughed. g

“Yes, rather!”

“Well, that’s what I'm going to do now,” grintned Gordon
Gay. “While Gussy the First is here, Gussy the Second
will be at St. Jim’s—giving them a high old time.”

“My hat!”

¢ Hand out the duds, Franky.”

¢ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Wootton,

. “Gussy will-be here, without a suspish., as he would say
in his wonderful language,” said Gordon: Gay. I shall be

IEXT
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And T reckon the fellows there won't

)

at St. Jim’s as Gussy.
have a suspish. either.’
P B ha, ka!”

“They’ll give it to you in the neck if they find you out,”
said Wootton.

“But they won't find me out.”

Gordon Gay’s hands were busy while he was talking.

He had taken off his outer garments, and he dressed him-
self afresh in a brand new Eton suit, fresh from the tailor,
with a fancy waistcoat which would have put the celebrated
coat of Joseph to shame.

Gay was very much of D'Arcy’s build, and alrcady, as fur
as form went, he was the double of the swell of St. Jim's—
the fancy waistcoat, tho delicate and brilliant shoes, the won-
derfully-creased trousers all smacked of the St. Jim's swell.

Then his hands were busy with the make-up.

He stood before a glass and worked swiftly.

Frank Monk sorted out silk hats and ties and cyeglasses.

Gordon Gay had a very extensive wardrobe for the pur-
pose of amateur theatvicals, and he had everything that ke
needed for the impersonation of thg aristocratic Fourth-
Former of St. Jim’'s.

His -chums grinned joyously as they helped:

Tur Gem Lisrary.—No. 195.
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It was a huge jape—quite the biggest thing the chums of

the Grammar School had cver undertaken—and if it suc-
ceeded it would be the biggest score they had ever made
over the rival school. And Gordon Gay meant that it should
succeed.

It was not only in make-up, but in the play of the features,
of which the schoolboy-actor was a master, that he succeeded
in his impersonations.

When he turned from the glass and jammed a monocle
into ‘his eye the Grammarian juniors shrieked.

It was D’Arcy’s double that was looking at them!

“@imme a topper !’ grinned Gordon Gay.

“Ha, ba, ha!”

“My only hat! It’s ripping!”

“Bai Jove!” said Gordon Guy, with a masterly imitation
of the languid drawl of the swell of St. Jim's. *‘Bai Jove,
deah boys, I wathah weckon this will knock them. What?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” )

“Pway give me a nicah tie than that, Monkey, deah boy.
You weally do not imagine 1 can weah a tie with only seven
colours in_it, do you?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Where’s my ticpin, you boundahs

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

-(Gordon Gay was finished at last,

The change was wonderful.

His complexion was paler, his hair was nicely parted and
brushed back, his eyebrows were darker, his mouth seemed
a little smaller, and his whole expression was altered. The
gold-rimmed monocle, upon a_ black cord, gleamed in his
eye. The hat was stuck on his head at exactly the tilt of
1’Arcy’s topper. He encased his hands in_lavender kid
gloves, and flicked a speck of dust from his immaculate
trousers.

“My only chapeau!” gasped Frank Monk. “If T didn't
know it was Gay I should think it was Gussy or his ghost.
Ha, ha, ha!”

And the Grammarians yelled with laughter.

“No time to lose,” said Gordon Gay. ‘‘Gussy the First
will be here in ‘half an hour now, at the latest. Mind you
fellows give him a good time.”

“Yes, rather! Ha, ha, ha!”

“ And mind he doesn’t leave Dbefore six at the earliest,”
said Gordon Gay. *“By that time I shall have made the
Saints sit up, I think.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Come on'’ said Monk. “The station cab’s at the door,
and you can get away without many of the chaps secing
you. This way!”’

He unlocked the study door.

Gordon Gay & Co. descended. - There was a shout from a
group of juniors in the passage: .

“§t. Jim’s cad!”

. [ Yah !."

Frank Monk held up his hand.

“ Courtesy to visitors!” he said severely.

“Rats! Look here—"

“;—la, ha, ha!” yelled Gordon Gay. “My hat!
ha?t

The juniors stared at him, stupefied.

“My word! Gordon Gay!” gasped Harry Wootton,

“Yes, rather! Ha, ha, ha! And if it takes you in it will
take in the Saints!”’ chuckled Gordon Gay. *Not a word,
mind! Keep it dark!” ) '

‘““Ha, ha, ha! Rather!”

And Gordon Gay slipped downstairs into the waiting cab,
and bowled away. He left a crowd of juniors roaring with

79

Ha, ha,

Jaughter at the door of the Grammar School—and anticipat-

ing with great glee the arrival of the real and genuinc Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy. ©

———

CHAPTER 5.

Helping D’Arcy.
RTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY, in cheerful ignorance
%& of the plot that was working at the Grammar School,
ate his dinner in the School House at St. Jim’s,

wearing a sunny smile the while. .

Arthur Augustus was not in the least surprised at being
invited to the Grammar School to assist in entertaining Miss
Phyllis. D’Arcy was nothing if not a ladies’” man, and it
was perfectly clear to him that Frank Monk’s little tea-
party at the Grammar School could hardly be considered a
success if he was not there. D’Avcy felt complimented, but
he took the compliment as a matter of course.

His chums grinned as they regarded his cheerful face.
That Frank Monk & Co. had some ulterior motive they were
qaite certain; but Arthur Augustus went on his lofty way

> regardless.

“Bai Jove, I shall have to huwwy, you know!? said
Tue Geu Lisragy.—No. 195
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Arthur Augustus, as he came out of the dining-hall with
the rest of the Form. * Fwank Monk said I was to get there
soon aftah dinnah, you know. I dare say Miss Phyilis is
comin’ early.”

‘ Better start now,’ #Run
all the way, and—" :

_“I shall have to dwess in a mannah becomin’ the occa-
sion, of course,” said Arthur Augustus. ‘‘What kind of a
tie would you advise, Blake?”

“ A necktie,” said Blake.

“Weally, Blake, you know perfectly well that I mcan
what kind of a necktie. Undah the cires.——"

“Spotted, with pink stripes and yellow bars,” said Monty
Lowther. “I think I should have some blue in it, and a
shade of green, and a touch of rcd, and just a suspicion of
brown, and-——"

“Pway don't talk out of your hat, deah boy!”’

“ And a carriage and four to go in,” said Lowther.
Phyllis will expect you to arrive in style, you know.”

“Wats”

Arvthur Augastus walked away with his chums. The ex-
1{)1"ession upon his aristocratic countenance was very thought-
ul. .
“You chaps might help me to get weady,” he remarked.
“T weaily haven't vewy much time to waste.”

“We've got lines to do,” said Blake. *** Lathom was ratty
this morning, simply because Digby and_ Herries talked to
me. Lathom gets his little back up sometimes. We've got a
hundred lines each to do.” ‘

“Yes. Rotten!” said Digby.
ripping afternoon.”

‘1 was going to take Towser for a run!” growled Herries.
T suppose you wouldn’t like to drop Monk, and take Towser
out instead, would you, Gussy ?”’

* Certainly not, Hewwies !”

“T will brush your hat if you like,” said Blake.
about your corsets

“Weally, Blake—"

“We'll all lend a hand with them,” said Digby. ‘“ When
it's a question of sceing Gussy start off in good style, 1
think we ought to be willing, all of us, to lend a Land with
his corsets.”

*You uttah ass !’ shrieked D Arcy.
well that I do not wear corsets.”’

“ Ha, ha,; ha!” ) s

D’Arcy’s eyes glinted through his eyeglass. He certainly
had a most elegant figure, but it was a sheer libel to say
that he wore corsets.

T suppose I had bettah go up and change.” he remarked.
“71 will come to the studay latah, and twy on the neckties,
and ask your opinion, deah boys.”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

And Arthur Augustus D’Arcy made his way to the Fourth
Form dormitorv, to change into his best raiment for the
important occasion, and Blake and Herries and Digby went
up to Study -No. 6 to do their lines.

1’ Arcy spread out a variety of garments in the Fourth
Form dormitory. He was busily engaged in sclecting them
when Monty Lowther looked in.

“Want any help 2’ asked the humorist of the Shell.

D’ Arcy looked at him suspiciously. He had reason to be
suspicious of offers of help from Monty Lowther.

*“Thank you; no!” he replied.

“¥ don’t mind lifting you into your trousers, to save the
crease,” said Lowther, “or I will lend a hand with the
corsets 2

“That is an uttahly wotten joke, Lowthah !”’

“ Of corset is!”” agreed Lowther.

“Pway don’t make any of yonr wotten puns, Lowthah! T
am vewy busay! I shall be obliged if you will cleah out!”
said Arthur Augustus, with dignity.

“Can I brush your hat for you?”

“My hat is in my studay, and you will kindly leave it
alone, Lowthah! "I wegard you as a pwactical-jokin’
beast !

Monty Lowther chuckled, and withdrew from the
dormitory. He was determined to help Arthur Augustus
to get ready for the state visit to the Grammar School,
though whether the swell of St. Jim’s would benefit by his
aid was another question.

Skimpole, of the Shell, was in the passage as Monty
Lowther went down. Skimpole had an enormcus velume
under his arm. Skimpole was a genius—genius looked out
from his big, bumpy forehcad and from his glinting
«pectacles and from his short-sighted eyes. He was going-to
spend his half-holiday in perusing the weighty volume of
Professor Barmycrumpet, in which the professor clearly
prox(vled the most obvious things in-the longest possible
woras.

Monty Lowther tapped him on the shoulder.

“ Busy,” Skimmy ?” he asked.

)

said Monty Lowther seriously.

“ Miss

“And it's turning cut a

“And

“You know perfectly
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Skimpole blinked at him. .
“ Not exactly busy, Lowther,” he replied. “T am about to

.make a further study of the subject of Determinism, I—"

“Yes. Ahem!”’

T should be glad to read the book aloud to you, Lowther,
if you like,” said Skimpole generously.  ‘*Chapter two
hundred and twenty-seven is splendid. Professor Barmy-
crumpet proves that heredity and onvironmenig are the‘ cause
of everything that is produced by the combined action of
environment and heredity. It is truly wonderful I’

“It must be,” agreed Lowther. *“If you’re busy, it’s all

.right; but if you weren’t, you might have helped Gussy a

little.”

Skimpole beamed. He was always ready to help anybody.

“My dear Lowther, I shall be very pleased to help
D'Arcy,” he exclaimed. ‘‘Does he want me to explain the
first principles of Determinism ?”’ .

“QOh, no!”

“Ah! He is interested in the question of Socialism— °

the sufferings of the downtrodden millions, and the only
possible cure of social evils by the utterance of the greatest

-number of words in the shortest possible time—"

““Oh, no, no! He’s going out to tea!” .
¢“0Oh!” said Skimpole.

““And he’s in a hurry, and he'd be obliged if you’d brush
his silk topper ready for him,” said Monty Lowther blandly.

Skimpole looked disappointed. .

“Ah! T had hoped that D’Arcy’s intellectual faculties
were waking up at last,” he said. *‘Iowever, I shall be
only too pleased to assist him. Where is his hat?”’

“In his study.” '

“I will proceed there at once.” -

fHold on! Have you got a brush?'’*

“Dear me!” said Skimpole. “1T forgot that harmless and
necessary implement! In the contemplation of the great
truths of Determinism. one is apt to forget such little matters
appertaining to everyday life.”

““Quite so!” agreed Lowther. ‘ Wait a minute. and T'll
get you a hat-brush out of my study, Skimmy.”

‘“You are very kind, Lowther!”

‘“Are we not enjoined, by the great principles of Deter-
minism, to bo kind to one another?”. said Monty Lowther
solemnly. “If I were not kind, I should be a different kind
of fellow, and a different kind would not be so kind as the
same kind !

Skimpole laoked pnzzled.

“1 do not quite follow you-—"" he began.

‘“No need to follow me ! said Lowther politely. ¢TI can
get the brush without your assistance !”

“I did not mean—"

““ Wait here, Skimmy; I'll be back in a jiffy !"

‘And Monty Lowther went into his study.

Skimpole remained waiting in the passage, his mighty
brow corrugated with the lines of thought. He did not

- understand Monty Lowther. However, he opened the great

book of Professor Barinycrumpet to while away the few
minutes of waiting, and was soon decply immersed in the
wonderful truths of Determinism, and forgot all about
Lowther and the hat:brush and D'Arey’s hat.

Monty Lowther, meanwhile, was busy in his study.

He selected a brush—belonging to Manners, as a matter
of fact—and carefully poured gum into the hair of it, work-
ing the gum carefully in.

When this task was completed, he rejoined Skimpole in the
passage. The genius of the Shell was poring over his big
volume, and did not sce or hear Lowther till the latter
ittered a sudden terrific yell right in his ear.

“Oh!” gasped Skimpole.

- He gave a jump, and the huge volume of Professor Barmy-
crumpet fell with a crash to the floor—upon the big toe of
the humorist of the Shell:

Monty Lowther gave a yel! of agony, and hopped upon onc

foot.

“Oh! Ow! Yow! You ass!”

Skimpole blinked at hin.

“Dear me! .1 am sincerely sorry, Lowther ! You startled
me !”’ ’

Skimpole, for a moment, was dangerously near being
massacred on the spot. Then Monty Lowther controlled
himself, and smiled with painful politeness.

“It’'s all right, Skimmy. Here’s the brush. Buck up;
Gussy will be waiting! T’ll look after your book.”

‘““Thank you.very much, Lowther !’

And the genius of the Shell took the hat-brush, and made
his way to Study No. 6.
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CHAPTER 6, £
Skimpole is too Kind,

KIMPOLE blinked into Study No. 6.
SS Blake, Herries, and Digby lookc? up. A grin
overspread their countenances as they saw the bumpy

fS(ilrel}Ilead and large spectacles of the amateur scientist of the

ell.

“Hallo, Skimmy!”’ exclaimed Blake.
game?”’ .

* Nothing, thank you, Blake,” replied Skimpole, blinking
round the room inquisitively.

* Then close the door on the other side!” said Herrics.
“We don’t want any scrubbing doing! Good-bye, little

“What’s the

, yellow bird I”

‘“Really, Herries—"

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

““ What's the brush for?” asked Digby.

Skimpole stroked the brush he held in his hand nervously.

““ As a matter of fact, I have come to brush D’Arcy’s hat.
I understand he is in a great hurry to go out,” he said. “If
you will have the goodness to show me where it is, I will
begin without delay.” ’

Blake, Herries, and Digby stared at him.

“Oh, is that all?” said Blake, with a humorous twinkle
in his”eyes. “You will find Gussy’s hat in that wardrobe

ere.

Skimpole went to the wardrobe. As he did so expressive
looks were exchanged between Blake, Herries, and Digby.
Much entertainment was expected, ‘evidently. i

“T supposo this is it?” said Skimpole, producing one of
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s best silk hats. “ Which is the
proper way to brush it, you fellows, do you know—to the
right or left? I shouldn’t like to spoil it, you know.”

“Don’t wear ’em, Skimmy.” said Blake facetiously.
“ Better try both, I should say!”

‘“To be surc! How stupid of me!” said Skimpole.

And he forthwith began to brush D’Arcy’s hat to the left.
Blake, Herries, and Digby grinned. It was quite evidently
the wrong way, but Skimpole was too shortsighted to see
1t.

As a matter of fact, there were many things that Skimpole
was too shortsighted to sce. Whole dictionaries would not
have held what Skimpole knew upon such subjects as
Evolution and Socialism, but in the practical matters of life, -
the genius of the Shell was very much wanting. .

The brush Monty Lowther had gravely presented to Skim-
Fole had gum upon it. D'Arcy’s hat soon had gum upon it,
0o0.

Skimpole blinked at it in a perplexed way. He did not
know very much about brushing hats. but he felt sure that
the way D’Arcy’s silk topper was going was not the right
way. .

“Dear me !” murmured Skimpole.

 Anything wrong ?” asked Blake sympathetically.

¢ Stick to it, Skimmy !’ said Digby.

“The brash appears to be sticking to it ! said Skimpole,
blinking at the chums of the Fourth. “T fail to see. how.
ever, any reason why I should stick to it personally, Digby.
I cannot comprehend how that would improve matters in
any way.”

““Ha, ha, ha!” g

“I hope D’Arcy will be pleased.” said Skimpole. “I am
sure my intention is to assist D’Arcy, as he is in a hurry.
But I have not had very much practice in brushing hats. I
never brush my own. How does that look, Blake?"

““Oh, ripping !’

“ First chop ! said Herries. “Go it!" 5

“Perhaps the nap will lie a little smoother if you brush
it harder,” Dighy suggested. “ Put some elbow-grease into
it.”

Skimpole brushed away harder, and the last state of that
hat was worse than the first. But Skimmy was industrious.
He did not mind how much trouble he took, so long as he.
did D'Arcy a real service.

Hurrying feet sounded in the passage outside. Jack Blaka
slipped quietly to the door and turned the key. Meanwhile,
Skimpole was making great efforts to make the nap lie down.
D’Arcy’s hat began to resemble a cat's back that has been
stroked the wrong way. E

I think it will be all right when it dries,” said Skimpole,
holding it up for Blake, Herries, and Digby's inspection.

‘“Rather! D’Arcy will be pleased!” ”

As though in direct contradiction, a heavy knocking
sounded on the door, and Arthur Augustus’s voice was heard
in expostulation.

“In a hurry, Gussy ?” asked Blake, grinning.

“ Fwightfully, deah boy! Pway open the door at once!”
came the answer.

¢ Is it locked, Gussy?” ’

Tar GeM Lierarv.—No. 195,
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“Of course it’s locked, you gibbewin’ ass! What do you
think I'm knocking for?”’

“Don’t know. Exercise?

“ Weally, Bloke "

“T think it would be better not to open the door till I
have finished his hat,” observed Skimpole doubtfully.

The chums grinned. They thought so, too.

“1 wefuse to wait till my beastlay hat’s finished!” ex-
claimed Arthur Augustus, catching Skimpole’s words.
“Pway open the door! I shall be late for my appoint-
ment.”

“Just trim the rough edges down, Skimmy,” said Blake.

“1 gvefuse to have the wough edges twimmed down,
Blake—"

* He couldn’t possibly go out with it like that,” went on
Blake. .

“What are ycu doin’ to my beastlay hat, Skimmay?”’
almost shouted the swell of the School House, hammering
on the door.

“1 must confess I don’t know,” murmured Skimpole.

‘““Making it pretty!” shouted ITerries. ’

“1 wefuse to have it made pwetty, as
Hewwies

“But it’s by your own request, D’Avey,” said Skimpole,
going to the keyhole.

“Wats! I nevah wequested anythin’ of the sort.”

“He forgets, you know,” murmured Blake, loud enough
to penetrate the door.

““You wottah, Blake! «Pway open the door zt once!”

“(Can’t be-done!” said Digby. * Buck up, Skimmy!”

“Pway have the goodness to put my hat down, Skimmay!”
shouted Arthur Augustus.

“But I haven’t finished it, D’ Arcy—""

“I don’t want it finished. I shall give you a feahful
thivashin’, Skimmay, if you don’t let me in at oncel’

Skimpole looked round at the chums of Study No. 6 in a
scared manner. .

*“Do you heal, Skimmay?’ beliowed D’Arcy.

“Come back in ten minutes,” said Digby pacificolly.
“You've not allowed sufficient time for a good job.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

The sound of other feet pattering in the passage teld the
chums that the noise D’Arcy was making had got him an
audience.

“1 see no cause for this wibald laughtah,” said Arthur
ustus, with great dignity., “I am twyin’ to wescue
ray pwopertay fwom beastlay ill-usage. Open the door, you
wottahs I’ he concluded, banging on the door again.

* You're not in a fit state to come in,” said Blake. “We
duren’t risk it. It is our duty to protect Skimmy from a
lunatic—"

“Weally, Blake—"

“71 yeally think it will do now, you fellows,” said Skim-
pole, blinking. *‘There’s a few lumps on it yet, but I'm
sure they'll dry down in the sun.”

* Ma, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustus heard the allusion to the lumps.
choler rose to boiling point.

“Pway lend a hand, you fellahs,”” he said, to the juniors

in the passage.
" And he threw himself against the study door with the
idea of breaking it in. The juniors joined in for the fun
of the thing. A little dust-up between the swell of the
Schocl House and Skimpole would have been just to their
liking. But though the door creaked a little, it withstood
all the pressure they could put on it easily.

Skimpole backed behind Blake, Herries, and Digby.

“Oh, dear!” he gasped. “I'm sorry I took the thing on
now! Lowther ought to have known better. I'm not used
to sill: hats, you know, vet he assured me D’Arcy wanted
me tc do it, specially——" L

“ T peveh authowised Lowthah to do auythin’ of the sort.
T's a beastlay twick!” exclaimed D’Avcy indignantly.
“0sen the deoor!”

“"Not until you promise not to kill Skimmy,” said Blake,
in {eigned terror.

1 wefuse to mzke cenditions

“Then you might as well spend the
Skimmy.” .

“ 713, ha, ha!”

“You uttah wottah, Blake!”

*“Suy you'll be good, then

“Nevah! I will administah a seveah thwashin’ where it
is needed. I insist on summawy cowwection for Skimmay.”

Blake could not reply for laughing.

“1 think he would be pacified if he saw it now,” said
impole, coming forward with the hat. ‘What are you
~uching at, you fellows?”

Retween the threats of D’Arcy from without and the in-
dignant blinkings of Skimpole within, the chums of Study
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No. 6 could do nothing but laugh till the tears ran down
their faces. -

‘““ Nothing,” said Jack Blake.
all day.”

And turning the key in the leck he called to the chums
and Skimpole to follow him. .

“But—but D’Arcy appears to be very much escited,”
murmured Skimpole. ¢ Perhaps it would be better to keep
the study door locked, and—and leave by the window—""

“But we car’t stay here

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“We'll save you, old son,” said Blake encouragingly.
¢ Take his other arm, Herries. Now, then, all together!”

‘ Right-ho!” : : :

Blake flung the door open. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was
hammering on it with all his strength. and he staggered in
the doorway as the door was suddenly opened.

* Bai Jove—"

“Run for it!"” yelled Blake.

And the three chums, apparently in the wildest terror,
dashed from the study, dragging the genius of the Shell
with them.

-There was a terrific collision outside the doorway.

Skimpole fell over the swell of St. Jim’s, and the crowd
of jumors outside were scattered by the rush of Blake

& Co.
“Ow! Bai Jove! Yow!”
“Dear me! Yarooh!”
“Ow! Oh!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Plake and Herries and Digby, almost hysterical with
laughter, burst through the juniors and dashed down the
passage. Skimpole was sprawling on the floor, and Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy was sitting down in a dazed state.

The silk topper lay in the dust, of which it had collected
a considerable quantity. Dust adhered very readily to .he
nap after the way the genius of the Shell had brushed it.

Blake & Co. paused for a moment at the end of the
passage to look back, and let out a fresh yell cf laughter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Then they ran for their lives.

Arthur Augustus sat and stared afrer them. groping wildly
for his eyeglass, and wondering whether an earthquake had
cecurred in the Fourth-Form passage in the old School
House.

CHAPTER 7. :
Arthur Augustus Pays a Visit,
ﬁ RTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY picked himself up in

a somewhat dazed state. Skimpole sat on the

linoleum blinking through his big spectacles. Skim-
poie’s wits were widely scattered, and he could do nothing-.
but blink. There was a yell of laughter from the fellows
in the passage. @

*Bai Jove! Ow!”

* Dear me!”

* Gweat Scott! What have you been doin’ with my hat,
you utteh wottah "

“ Really, D'Arcy—"

*“You—you—you fwabjous ass—’

I was only trying to help you,” said Skimpole reproach-
fully. ““Lowther said that you were pressed for time, and
he kindly gave me the brush to brush your hat. I am sure
that I only wanted to help you, D’Arey.”

D’Arcy picked up his hat. When he saw the wonderfully
bruzhed nap and the gum adhering to it his feelings were
too deep for words.

*You—you unutterable ass!’ he exclaimed.

“Really, D’Arcy, I do not want to accuse you of in-
gratitude, but—"

“You—you—you ’

T will retire,” said Skimpole, with dignity, picking him-
sell up. ‘“ As Lowther remarked, we are enioined by the
first principles of Determinism to be kind to one another,
but I shall think very seriously before I attempt to oblige
vou again, D’Arcy.” .

And Skimpole walked away with great dignity, leaving
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy staring at the damaged hat.

“Bai Jove!” said D’Arcy, at last. *“Of course. it is all
Lowthah's fault. It is one of his wotten jokes. I shall have
to have a bwush down before I go now, and wear my second-
best hat. 1 wegard it as uttahly wotten.”

YThere was a_chuckle in the passage as the Terrible Three
came along. D’Arcy jammed his eyeglass into his eye and
gazed at them indignantly.

“You uttah wottahs—"" .

““Ha, ha, ha!” .

“I see no weason whatevah for wibald laughtah. I am
goin’ to give you a feahful thwashin’, Montay Lowthah—""

’
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Next Thursday,

“Won’t that disarrange your beautiful clothes, just before
going on a visit, t00?” asked the Shell fellow blandly.

“ Bai Jove, I nevah thought of that!” said D’Arcy. *1
shall thwash you when I come back from the Gwammah
School, Lowthah.”

““All right!” said Lowther. “I shall have time to make
my will, and take out a life insurance.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy declined to reply. He went into
Study Noz 6 and began to brush himself down, raising clouds
of dust. Then he selected another hat. Fortunately, he had
a large supply of them. Whatever straits Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy might be reduced to, he was never likely to run
short ‘of silk toppers.

He surveyed himself in the glass when he had finished,
and he really looked very nice. A contented smile irradiated
his aristocratic countenance.

““Bai Jove! I think that’s all wight!” he remarked.

“ Why, it’s ripping!” said Blake’s voice at the door.

D’Arcy turned his eyeglass upon his chum.

“I wegard you as a wottah, Blake!”

“My dear ass—-""

“I wefuse to be called an ass. T am vewy doubtful
whethah I can continue to.wegard you as a fwiend, Blake.”

“Well, that’s rotten,” said Blake, * when I've just come
back to apologise, as one gentleman to another.”

D’Arcy’s face cleared at once,

“If you put it that way, Blake—"

“Well, I do,” said Blake. ‘‘You ain’t deaf, are vou?”

. “Then I am willin’ to ovahlook the whole mattah,” said
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, with a noble wave of the hand.
“I shall be vewy pleased if you will walk down to the gates
with me.”

“Right-ho!” said Blake.
afternoon.”

‘“Thank you vewy much, deah boy!”

Blake and Herries and Digby walked down to the gates
with the swell of St Jim’s. D’Arcy raised his silk hat very
gracefully there, and left them, walking down the lano by
himself.

The afternoon had turned out quite sunny and pleasant,
and it was a pleasant walk. The swell of 8t. Jim’s felt nis
spirits rise. He was reallv going to have a very ripping
time, and he arrived at the Grammar School quite contented
and cheerful.

Frank Monk & Co. were at the gates waiting for him.
They all took off their caps very politely as D’Arcy came
up. D’Arcy raised his topper in the graceful manner for
which he was famous.

Frank Monk bowed low, and D’Arcy bowed. Monk
bowed ‘again, and the swell of St. Jim’s, not to be cutdone,
bowed a second time most gracefully. A chuckle was heard
somewhere, but when Arthur Augustus D’Arcy glanced
round every face was perfectly sober.

*Jolly glad to see you, Gussy,” said Monk.

*“The pleasuah-is on my side, deah boy.”

“Ha, ha—I mean exactly—that is to say, not at all!
Come in!”

“I twust you fellows have quite forgotien the way I
downed you yesterday,” said the swell of St. Jim’s, as he
walked m between Monk and Carboy. ‘Of course, we
nevah beah malice on either side.”

‘“Certainly not,” said Monk.

““ Of course, we shall down you some time,’

D’Arcy smiled.

“I wish you luck, deah boys,” he replied. “ You will find
it wathah difficult to pull the wool ovah my eyes, 1 wathah
think. Ha, ha, ha!”

““ Ha, ha, ha!”’ laughed Monk & Co. very heartily.

“I don’t think I am vewy easily taken 1n, you know.”

¢“Oh, hardly! Ha, ha, ha!”

And the Grammarians marched D’Arcy into Monk’s study
in great state. The table was alrcady laid for tea, and the
supplies were certainly on a gonerous scalo.

* Gordon Gay here?”’ asked D’Arcy.

Monk shook his head.

“No; he’s unavoidably detained elsewhere,”
Soriy! Did you want to seec him?”

“Oh, it’s all wight!”

£ My sister will be here in good time for tea,” said Monk.
“Vewy good.” -

Miss Phyllis, when she arrived, .was very sweet to Arthur
Augustus.  The girl had not the faintest idea that D’Arcy
had been enticed to the Grammar School for any special
reason. Gordon Gay & Co. had kept their own counsel upon
that matter. .

But Miss Phil liked D’Arcy, and as D’Arcy liked Miss Phil
quite as much, they got on very well together, so that Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy was booked for a very pleasant afternoon.

Frank Monk & Co.; and Frank Monk’s sister, did their
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very best to entertain him; and the swoll of St. Jin's was
casily entertained.

The time passed very swiftiy and pleasantly.

D’Arcy was in the greatest spirits.

But it is probable that he would not have been quite so
easy in his mind if he had known what was passing at St.
Jim’s in those same moments.

B

CHAPTER 8.
A Fall for the Terrible Three.
TR OM MERRY & CO. were lounging on the steps of tha
h School House some little time, after the departure of
Arthur Augustus *D’Arcy upon his visit tog the
Grammar School.  They were debating the possibility of
getting up a game, after all, on the footer ground.

**We might kick the ball about a bit, at all events,”
Tom Merry. * Don’t like wasting an aftcrnoon.”

*Let’s go and have a row with the New House bounders,”
suggested Monty Lowther.

“I've got some negatives to develop,” said Manners
thoughtfully. ‘' Perhaps you fellows would like to come down
into the vault and help me. I believe you've got sonse
cnough to hold the lamp, Lowther, if yvou try very hard.”

I dare say,” assented Lowther., “I know I jolly well
haven’t got the inglination, though. Let’s go and take
Figgins’s footer away.” ~

Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn, of the New House, were punting
a football about in the quad., and several times they had
brought it very near the School House, as if to challenze
Tom Merry & Co. to make a raid upon it. And the Terrikie
Three, of the Shell, were seldom slow to accept a challenge

“Good egg!” said Tom Merry. *‘ Better than developing
rotten negatives, anyway ! Those Foprth-Form bounders are
doing lines, ain’t they?” v

“Yes. Tl call Kangaroo and Clifion Dane, and—""

‘ Hallo !”

‘““ What’s the matter?”

‘‘ Look !

Tom Merry pointed to the distant school gates.

“My hat! Gussy!” _

An elegant figure had entered at the gates of St. Jim’s.

It needed only a glance at the clegant trousers and Eton
coat, the glossy boots, the shining silk topper and the cye-
glass, to tell who it was.

* Gussy—he’s come back,” said Mannors.
Grammarians only japing him, after all?”

* Perhaps he's come back to give Monty that foarful
thrashing, after all,” suggested Tom Merry, with a grin.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“Hallo, Gussy! Is the tea-party off?”’

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy the Second strolled up to the
School House. Whether it was Arthur Augustus D’Arcy or
his double the keenest cyes could hardly have told, even if
a suspicion had been aroused. And the chums of the $hell
certainly had no suspicion.

The elegant junior paused or the steps of the School House,
and jammed his eyeglass a little tighter into his eye.

As a matter of fact, his heart was beating very fast, though
outwardly he did not show a sign of it.

Gordon Gay was undergoing his first severe tost.

If he passed the eyes of the Tervible Three, he was quite
safe from detection, and it was soon quite clear that the
Terrible Three were unsuspicious.

“ Hallo, deah boys!”

“ What have you come back for
the feed off 7’ /

*“Did they find that your face was likely to worry Miss
Phyllis, Gussy ?” asked Lowther.

*“ Weally, Lowthah .

It was D’Arcy’s voice to the life.
*“What's up?” asked Tom Merry.
wrong at the Grammar School, kid.”

“Pway do not allude to me as a kid, deah boy.”

“Well, goat, then, as you're growing up,” amended Tora
Merry.

“ Wezlly, Tom Mewwy—

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”’

“I have declined to wemain at the Gwammah School,””
said the elegant junior. “I do not feel inclined to entah
into a discush. of the mattah, howevah.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

1 fail to see any weason for wibald laughtah, howeveh.”

“T thought perhaps vou had comeo back to give me tnat
fearful thrashing,” said Monty Lowther, ‘I was trembling.
Ha, ha, ha!” ’

D’Arcy eyed him through his monocle.

“Yaas, wathah! Upon the whole, I think I had bettzh
give you a feahful thwashin’.”

“Go it!”

said

“Were tae

i

asked Tom Meiry. “Is

“T hope nothing’s gone
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_ his chums b,

* Vewy well!l”

The eyeglass dropped to the end of its cord, and the elegant
junior laid violent hands upon the huwmorist of the Shell, If
Lowther had known that he was dealing with Gordon Gay,
the champion athicte of the Grammar School, and a past-

master of ‘all the tricks of jiu-jitsu, he would have known -

what to expect. As it was, he was astonished.

He was dropped in a sitting posture on the steps, and slid
down them to the ground, where he alighted in a puddle
left by the recent rain. There was a splash.

*“Oh?” roared Monty Lowther. “Oh!

“You asked for it, deah boy.”

‘“You—you bounder !’

Monty Lowther jumped up and rushed up the steps, and
closed with the swell of the School House. In another
moment, without knowing exactly how it had happened, he

My bags!”

found himself sitting in the puddle again, and this time he

was not so quick to rise.

“My hat?’ he cjaculated.

Tom Merry and Manners stared at the elegant junior in
amazement. They knew that Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was
something of an athlete,- and he had sometimes astonished
unexpected displays of strength and activity.
But they hdd never drecamed that he could handle a Shell
fellow in this way. - -

“Great Scott!” cxclaimed Tom Merry, * Why—halio !—
what’s tho joke? Hold on!”

* Pway follow youah fwiend, deah boy.”

“But I—I-—my hat!”

Tom Merry went whirling down the steps. ITe rolled over

‘Lowther, who was just rising, and the two of them splashed

into the puddle together.
[ O“, !”
‘“Yarooh I :
““ Mannahs, deah bov!”
‘‘ Here, you keep off ® roared Manners. “I—oh!”?
Manners went volling down to join Tom Merry and
Lowther. There was another splash in the muddy puddle.

- D’Arcy the Second turned upon the steps, raised his silk-hat

to the muddy and raging trio. and walked into thie Fouse.
Tom Merry struggled to his feet.
4 Well, my oniy hat!” he ejaculated, in boundless astonish-
ment. -
And Maonners and - Lowther

Words failed
them1

were silent.,

CHAPTER 9.
: A Surprise for Study No. 6.
ONE at last!” ejaculated Jack Blake.
And in his relief he pitched his pen across the
. study, where it stuck into a beautiful picture be-
longing to Digby, and hung by the broken nib.

“You ass!” exclaimed Dighy.
picture. I gave two bob for that, and the man I bought it
of said it was a real Rembiandt.”

“Yes, it must have been at the price,” agreed Blake.
“I'm done.
heliday, T'I1—I'll—"

“You'll what?” sniffed Herries.

“Write them,” said Blake blandly. “You two duffers
done? TI'm sick of sticking indoors. Let’s go and have a
row with the New Housc fellows, if we can’t get any footer.”

*“Right-ho! I'm finished,” said Herries. **I was thinking
of taking Towser for a little run.”

““Oh, blow Towser!”

“T wonder how Gussy’s getting on,” said Digby, as he laid
down his pen, and blotted the last sheet he had written.
** My hat, talk of angels!”

The study door opened, and an elegant figure lounged in.
A silk-hat was cavefully deposited on the table, and an eye-
glass was tuined upon the chums of the Fourth.

* Hallo, deah boys!”

“Hallo!” said Blake. * You're back carly. Couldn't the
Grammar chaps stand you any longer?”

‘“ Wealiy, Blake 2

‘I suppose he’s been singing a tenor solo to them,” said
Digby. *“Any casualties, Gussy?”

“Weally, Digby—"

“ My hat, he’s changed his necktic while he’s been out!”?
said Herries, locking at the elegant junior.

1 ** Did you borrew
that tic from Gordon Gay 7’

* It cortainly belongs to Gordon-Gay, Hewwies.”

“Dear me!” said Blake reflectivély. “ Now, we're going
to have Gussy worrying u. for the rest of the afternocn. It's
too beastly I

*If you are lookin’ for a thick eah, Blake—

‘“ My hat, what’s that row?’ demanded Herrics.

There was a rush of fooisteps in the passage. B
NTh% Terrible Three, muddy and furious, rushed into Study
No. 6.
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“ Where is he?” roared Tom Merry.

*“Where’s the bounder?”

‘“ Where’s the fathead:”

‘“Bai Jove, stand by me, deah boys!”

“ What-ho !”” was the simultancous reply of Blake & Co.

The Terrible Three rushed right at Arthur Augusius.
Blake, Herries, and Digby rushed to his aid. Whatever the
swell of St. Jim’s had done, Fourth-Formers were bound to
stand by onc another in their own studies against -Shell
fellows.

In o moment a wild and whirling fight was
Study No. 6.

Blake closed with Tom Merry, and they crashed against
the table, and sent it flying, and with it the newly finished
impositions and the inkpot, and the state of those impesitions
was such that Mr. Lathom would have been shocked if they
had been presented to him.

lake and Tom Merry: fell over the upturned table, and
Lowther and Digby fell over them, and Manners and Herries
added themselves to the heap, and there was a wild mass of
waving arms and legs amid the ruins.

The elegant junior had dodged round the table and aveided
the rush of the Terrible Three, and as the other fellows were
one to one, he was left unattacked.

But he did not remain idle.

He caught up an ink-bottle from the mautelpicce, and scat-
tered its contents with wide waves of the hand with equal
impartiality over Shell fellows and Fourth-Formenrs.

hen he collardd the ashpan from the grate, and upset it
over Tom Merry, and, incidentally, over Blake as well.

“Ow!” roared Tom Merry,

“Groo-ugh!” gasped Blake.

“Go it, deah boys! Go it!

“You chump!”’

*“You frightful ass!”

“Huwway!” roaved the-swell of St. Jim’s I1., scizing an
armful of books from the bookease, and hurling them n a
shower over the excited combatants. “ Huwway! Go it!”

““Stop, you ass!”

¢ Oh, you fathcad!”

“Huwway! Huwway!” By

The clegant junior, apparently in wild excitement, dragged
out the crockery froin the cupboard, and. it erashed upon the
floov. Then he jerked over the bockease, and the cnd of it
jammed through the study.sindow.

Then he dashed out of the study, caught the key from the
leck, and slammed the door. Theve was a click cutside.

The study was a wreck.

Blake & Co. and the Terrible Threce left off fighting, by
mutual agreement. The wild excitement shown by Arthur
Augustus D’Arvey puzzled and alarmed them.

“ My hat!” gusped Tom Merry, cavessing a swolien nose.
*This place leoks a picture. Has Gussy gone mad?”

Blake groancd as he gouged ashes from his eyes and nose.

*“I don’t know. I think you fellows have. What did you
rush in like a gang of prize lunaties for?”

““That frabjous ass rolled us down tlie steps!” roared
Manners. * We'll slay him!”

raging in

Huwway !”

“Ow! My eye!”

“Ow! My nose!”

“Yow! Ow!”

“Pax!” cxclaimed Tom Merry., “ There's something

wrong with Gussy. We thought he was on the warpath,

“and we came licre to slay him, but it looks to me as if he's

off his rocker. Where has he gone?”

** Blessed if T know!”

“It isn’t like Gussy to dodge a fight,” said A Digby,
mopping ink from his face with his handkerchief. **Ow!
‘m smothered, you fatheads!”

It was Gussy chucked the ink about.”

“ And the ashes.”

“And biffed the bookcase through the window.”
“He’s dotty !’

Tom Merry dabbed a red stream from his nose with his
handkerchict, and 1an to the door. He was really alarmed
for the swell of St. Jim’s. He dragged at the door, but it
would not come open. He realised that it must be locked
on the outside.

** We're locked in!™ he roared. by

* What!” .

* Great Scoti!”

* He’s locked the door on the cutside!”

“ My only chapcau!”

Blake tried the door, but it was cvidently locked. He
looked through the-keyhole, but the keyhole was empty; the
key had been taken away. Iven if anyone passed. along the
passage, which was unlikely on a half-holiday, the juniors
could not be released.

They stared at one another in dismay. Blake's wrath rose.

“This is a jape on us in return for Skimmy brushing his
hat with a gummy brush,” he cxclaimed. i

—
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ti:e Remove and disgraced himself,

“ But—but——"
Blake hammered on the door.

“Help!” he roared. * Come and open this door! Help!”

“My hat, youll have the prefects here!”* exclaimed
Manners. * Draw it mild!”

* But we've got to get out!” said Blake excitedly. ¢ We'll

slay that chump! This is one of his ghastly japes. T'll

517 e X g )
scalp him!

“ He's off his vocker!"” said Herries. .

“Rats! He’s taken his hat with him,” said Blake. “He
was cool enough. It's just a rotten jape on the lot of us,
and we’ll scalp him!”

** Yes, vather!”

“We've got to got this door open.” .

“But we can’t,” said Digby. *‘Bince we had the new
lock put on there’s not another key in the passage that will
fis it.”

“Phew!” said Tom Merry.

“If this is the Fourth-Form brand of humour, I'm fed
up with it,”’ said Monty Lowther. * T'll make an example
of that ass.”

“Look at our study!’ gioaned Blake.
busted! My word!™ ,

“It’s rather thick, T must say. Never iicard of a fellow
busting up his own study in this way,” said Manners.

Blake pantéd.

“TIL scalp him!” he said. “TI'll break him into small
. p s y . . B 1 v y
instalments! I'll—[’ll—oh, wait till T elaw him, that's all!”

“Buat how ave we to get out?”

¢ Goodness knows! Look at my impot.!” .

“Oh, blow your impot.! How are we to get out of this
7" roared Tom Merry.

rotten study?
_“ WHEN A BOY'S DOWHN.”

“ Everything

‘NEXT
WEEK:

“You shouldn't have come in, ass! I don’t care a rap
how’you'ro to get out. The question 5, how am I to get
out?”

*“ Look here, Blake——"

“Rats!” -

“If you want a thick car——’

¢ Gror-vr!”

“I'm jolly well—"

‘““No, you won’t!”

“Yes, I will!”

No more was said. Fourth Form and Shell were equally
excited and cxaspérated, and in a moment more they were
fighting, and the locked door was forgotten as the juniors
trampled and rolled in deadly combat amid the wreckage
of the study.

’

CHAPTER 10.
Well Done!
ORDON GAY chuckled softly.
His campaign in the School House at St. Jim’s had
opened well.

As he went down the passage he heard the renewed sounds
of conflict in Study No. 6. The chums of the Fourth and fhe
Terrible Three were ““ going it” strong. . :

While the Terrible Three were thus engaged, it was
certain that they would not be able to look after their own
quarters. Gordon Gay, who had paid many a visit, friendly
and otherwise, to St. Jim’s, knew the lay of the land well
cnough. He coolly opened the door of Tom Merry’s study,
and walked in. *

Skimpole, of the Shell, was there. Skimpole had come
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2 there to borrow a dictionary, to lcok out the meaning of a
: word of eight syllables which occurred in the luminious pages
of Professor Barmycrumpet. Skimpole was a long-word
B merchant himself;  but that special long word was a
“corker,” as Blake would have put it, and for once in a
way Skimpole was driven to have recourse to 2 dictionary.
& He was blinking over the pages of the ““dic.” when the
supposed Arthur Augustus came in.

*“ Hallo, Skimmay, deah boy !

“Ab, it is you, D’Arcy I’ said Skimpole, blinking through
his spectacles at the elegant junior. ** You have returned,
then? Is it possible that you have decided, after all, to
allow me to make an attempt to cultivate your mental
faculties, instead of wasting your time with a number of
riotous youths?’.

“Yaas, wathah!?

£ “I am truly glad to hear you say so. $hall we take the
Iz sabject of Determinism, of the equally interesting and
important subject of Evolution?” asked the genius of the
Shell, with a beaming smile, **Shall I give you a lecture
upon the entrancingly interesting topic of the origin of
species, tracing the descent of man from a rotten apple
floating in a sea of mud in the glare of the sun of a gco-
g logical age——"’

z ) L’gh 1%

5 “My dear D’Arcy, the subject is of intense interest and
importance. I kunow that a large number of people of
ardinary intellect contrive 1o live very comfortably without
knowing whether the human race dates back six thousand
or six million years; but consider—— Dear me! What are
you doing, D'Arcy”’

D’Arcy II. grasped Skimpole by the shoulders and plumped
kim into Tom Merry's armchair. Then he jerked the
curtains down from the window, and procceded to tie the
genius of the Shell there. Skimpole was too astounded to
resist.

“D'Arecy—imy dear D’'Arcy——""

“It's all wight, deah boy. "1 believe that evewythin® is the
wesult of hewedity or enviwonment. Isn't it?” '

“ Yes, certainly; but——"

“Well, deah hoy, I am cnviwoned by a howlin' idiot, and
f my hewedity makes me tie him up. It's all wight!”

2 * But really——"
B *Pway don’t wesist, deah boy, or I shall punch you on
K the nappah, and I might hurt my knuckles, you know.”
skimpole could only gasp. The curtains were twisted
round him and knotted, and then ke was a helpless prisoner.
- He blinked at D’Arcy I through his big spectacles, like
ono mesmerisced.

The actions of the clegant junior were certainly peculiar.

He turned the table over, recklessly upsetting papers and
beoks and ink, and then pitched out the contents of the
bookcase upon the heap.

“Fo this he added the mantcl ornaments, and then the

catables out of the cupboard, standing the jam and honcy
- iars upside down so that their contents would trickle over
~t2e rest of the things in the heap.

‘Dear me!” gasped Skimpole. I really do not under-

and the reason of these proccedings, my dear D’Arcy,

- unless you have suddenly taken leave of your senscs.” :
“It’s all wight, deah boy!”

~ “But really——"

Es “ Good-bye !”

= “You—you arc not going to leave me like this?”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy II. walked cut of the study, and
£ closed the door. He strolled away down the passage, calling
B in at a few of the sfudies in passing, to upsct the tables and
E Cisarrange the furniture generally.
£ ie had o clear field, for as it was 2 half-heliday and a
b fine afterncon, the juniors were all out of doors.
|y The disguised Grammarian descended the stairs, and as
he entered the lower passage a disagrecable voice shouted
to him,

“D’Avey! D’Arey!”

Gordon Gay turned his head.

Knox, of the Sixth, was on the lower staivs, waving his
bhand to him. The junior hesitated. He knew Knox, of the
fixth Form of St. Jim’s. Knox was a senior and a prefect,
and the worst bully in the School House. It was a favourito
trick of the Sixth Form bully to fag juniors on a half-
iday, at a time when, of course, fagging was cspecially
iriisome. .

“*“Come here!” shouted Knox.

“Yazk, dech boy. What do you want?'™
-1 want o fag!” said Knox.

““Oh, wats!”’

‘“ Are you comin’?”’

T

(N

tiie Sixth-Former, and he submitted to the inevitable, avith
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Gordon UGay looked round. But there was no escape from
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he ‘best grace he could. But it occurred to hirs ihat his
agging vould not benefit Knox very much.

" Come to my study!” said Knez. - * You've got to get
tea for me and two others, and mind you de it wolli? -

* All wight, ‘deah boy.”

“Don’t call me dear boy!” said the prefect sharply.

“ All wight, deah boy—I mcan——"

“ Get a move on you!”

D’Arcy I followed the bullying prefect into his study. There
was a bundle of groceries on the table, and Knox pointed
to 1t,

* Unfasten that bundle!” he said.

“Yaas, wathah!” .

D’Arey IL unfustened the bundle and turned out grocerics
of ull kinds—a large bag of eggs, rashers of bacon, and other
things. Knox evidently intended to * do” himsclf very well
that_afrerncon.

“ You're to cook those, and have them ready in exactly
half an hour,” said Knox impr vely. “I'm going to fetch
Scfton and Bolter, and we shall sce how you are getting on
when we come in. Mind you de well 1

© Weelly, Knox——"

“Don’t talk to me, you cub!”

* Undah the circs.——"

* Hold your tongue!”

And Knox left the study. .

Gordon Gay chuckled quictly. He imagined that (he
bullying prefect would be surprised when he returned. The
irammarian set to work at once.

He lighted the fire, and procecded to cook the bacon. Heo
cooked 1t in a way that would certainly not have pleascd
Knox. He piled the bacon upon the fire, and it was soon
burning and frizzling away merrily.  The study was filled
with the odour of cooking and burning kacon.

Then Gay deposited bread, and butter, and cake, and jam,
on the fire, building them up so that they added to it.

He surveyed his handiwork: with considerable satisfaction.
The bag of eggs he kept—he had other uses for that,

There was a sound of footsteps in the pastage, and an
angry voice, -

“My hat! That young hound’s burning the bacon !”

It was Knox’s voice. Gordon Gay drew a shaip breath.
e stepped quickly behind the study door, with the bag of
¢ggs 1 his hand. He felt for the key in the door, hut thero
was none. He would have to depend upon his legs for
safety when the pinch came. The study door, which opencd
inwards, completely concealed him from sicht.

Three senicrs rushed into the dy—Krox, and Belter,
and Befton, of the New House. They halted, staring in
emazement and rage at the sight of the materials for the
feed blazing away merrily upon the fire. Knox went quita
pale with fury.

““ The—the young hound !”’

Softon grinned.

“He’s gone,” he said. “He wouldn’t te likely to stay
hece after that, T should think.” o

X3 I_I_I?]]_”

“There he is, behind the deor !’ roared Bolter.

Gorden Gay jumped out. .

The three ceniors made a rush for himn. The lithe junior
skipped into the passage. An egg was in his hand, and
Gordon Gag, in the cricket season, was the best bowler in
the Grammar School junior team.

Squelch ! -
The egg caught Knox under the chin, and burst, and tha
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prefeot ered back with a wild yell. Biff! Squash!
Another.egz, and then another, whizzed ihrough the air, and
Bolter and Sefton caught them, one with his eye, and onc
with his nose. :

Then Gordon Gay sprinted down the passage

Three seniors, yelling with rage, and with kroken eggs
streaming over them, rushed wadly in pursuit.

I?lut they were not likely to catch the flext-footed Corn-
stalle.

Gordon Gav dashed ou* of the Scheol Houss and fled for
his life

In a twinkling he had disappeared round the school build-
ings, and Knox & Co. halted, panting outsid: the School
House, dabhing their faces with their handkenchiefs. Yelis
of laughter grected them from the othcr fellows in the
quadrangie.

They re >d into the heo - frey.

¢ I—I—T'll squash him for i d Kncs., ¢ I'll have
him up before the Head! I'll teach him to pelt a prefect!
T'il go and conplain to the Head now.” \

And he did!

breat:
1

CHAPTER 11,
Quite a Run.
y ORDON GAY halted, breathing bhard, behind the
@ School House. He had escaped the pursuit of the
refocts, and for the moment ha was content to rest
s, and recover his breath. Taggles, the school
porter of St. Jim’s, came round on his way to the stabies,
and stopped and locked at the disguiscd junior.
1 oings hon!” said Taggles severcly. ¢ Nice goings
D'Avey ! I saw yer!”

2., “and a

good thing, T says. All boys oughter be drow ded, that's
wot I say. Ho!”

.

Gordon Gay laughed.
v Waally, Taggles
“Wok "ave vou got in that bag, Master D'Arey 7 a:ked

~ Taggles suspiciously.

“Tiggs
‘“Heg
“No,” s

" repeated Taggles.
d Gordon Gax blandly.

“Pon't you start a-throwin’ of them
Taggles. “T’ll repori yer!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Tagzles gave him another
opinion was that all boys ought to be sentenced to instant
execution, as painfully as possible Naturally. Gordon Gay
considered that Taggles ought to be punished for holding
such oninions; and Fate had delivered the offender into his
hands. .

Crasin! Sqguelch!

Taggles gave a roar.

“Eggs!”
hezgs at me,” said

suspicious look. Taggles’s

An egg had brokea on the back of his neck and as he
turned his head. another sjueiched in his car.

“Yow!" roared Tagg! 0wl Greoooh! Ugh! Oh!
You young rip! Ow! I'il report yer!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I'l report yer! Ow! Ow!”

Squalet ! Sjyuelch!

Taggles fairiy ran, with eggs smashing ail over him. He
was in a decidedly eggy condition when he escaped. Gordon
Gay, with only half a dozen eggs left, sauntered away in
tho direction of the New House. He tock a cautious look
round thgeorner of the building; but Knox & Co. were not
in sight. , )

“ Hallo, Gussy! You've come home, then!”

Gordon Gay looked up.

Figgins & Co. were at thoir study window. looking out.
They favoured him with o grin.  They had not the slightest
doubt that it was the real and genuire Arthur Augustus

D'Avey whom they ware gazing upon.
“ Hallo, deah boys! Would yon Lke some eggs?”
“Tgas I repeated Fatty Wyan ‘¢ Are they good?”

“Quite good.”

“ Do you mean to say that you're giving them away ?”

“ Ve

“Tor nothing?”’

“Yaas, wathah!”

“P’ll have them, then—— Qooooch!”

“ Here you are!” said Gordon Gay blandly.

Fatty Wynn had the egg, certainly, bit not as he had
thought of having it. It eaught him under the chin, and
burst over his neck and collar and tie.

“Yarooh !” roared Fatty.

“Twook here!” howled Tiggins. “I—— Oh! Yah!”

An ezg burst on Figgins's nose Then another squelched
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on Kerr’s ear. The three heroes of the New House dis-
?'ppeurcd from their window in an amazingly short space of
ime.

There was a shout from thhe doorway of the Mew .House.
Monteith, |tha liead prefect of the ilouse, had seen D’Arcy’s
action, with blank amazement. That a junior should venture
to play such a prank under his very oyes, amazed the prefeet,

“D’Arcy ! he shouted.

“ Hallo, deal boy 1"

“Come here, you young rascal!”
ctriding towards him. “I— Oh!”

Squeleh !

An egg defdly aimed, burst just on the end of Monteith’s
nose. ;

Ile staggered back, choked and gasping. Gordoa Gay
Lurled his last egg, and caught the prefect unde: thc chin.
Then Le fled! It was time, for Figgins & Ce. were pelting
down the stairs inside to take summary vengeance upon him.

The disguised junior disappeared past the clms.

“I rather reckon I'd better leave the houscs alone for a
bit I” murmured Gordon Gay, with a chuckle.

He dropped into a walk, and strolled upon the footer ficld.
There wera no matches on, but some of the Fifth had turned
out for praciice in spite of the state of the ground. Lefovre,
of the Fifth, and several more were punting a bali about.
The disguised junior strolled upon the footer-field, with his
hands in his pockets, and his siliz hat on the back of Lis head.
He was certainly not in the garb for footer, but he meant to
take'a hand in the game, all the same

Lefevre lifted the ball with a powerful kick, and it dropped
near Gordon Gay. In a flash the Grammarian’s hands wero
out of his pockets, and he was on the ball.

“This way!” shouted Lefevre, thinking that the junior
was intending to return the ball to him from a desire to
make himself useful.

But D’Arcy II. had no intention of returning the ball. He
kicked it away towards the edgyv of the ground, and tiwen
followed it, and dribbled the leather away in great style.
T.ofevre looked after him in blank amazement, and so did
the rest of the Fifth players. 4

“ Bring that ball back I” roared Lefevre. f That’s what
say ! Bring that ball back

There was no reply.

The elegant junior dribbled the ball away, taking a devious
course towards the gates of St. Jim’s. Gordon Gay realised
that it was time that his campaign there came tc a close
He had woke up both the New House and the School House
like nests of hornets, and it was time he beat a retreat. It
would put the finishing touch to his exploits to carry off the
footer from the Fifth-Formers. .

Figgins & Co. had rushed out of the New House, and they
caught sight of the junior in the distance, and raced towards
him. Lefevre and the other Fifth fellows were rushing in
pursuit. From the School House came Knox, and Sefton,
and Bolter. They had seen D’Arcy II. from a window.
After them came a crowd of juniors—Tom Merry & Co.,
who had succeeded at last in getting out of Study No. 6.
The half-dozen juniors looked very much the worse for wear;

exclaimed Monteith,

and they were all utterly exasperated. If they had arrived --- :

within hitting distance of the elusive junior, 1t wou!d have
gone hard with him. Gordon Gay realised his danger. and
he made directly for the school gates, still dribbling the
footer.

““Stop him

¢ Bring that ball back!”

“Stop !

¢ After him!”

Quite a crowd raced on the track of the flecing junior.

But Gordon Gay had a gocd start, and he was wonderfully
swift. Right through the old gateway of St. Jim’s he
dribbled the Fifth-Form ball, at a speed the pursuers could
not beat. He dashed out into the road, and ran on towards
the village, with the ball still merrily speeding before him.

“He must be dotty!” gasped Rlake. “ Where 1s ke
going 7"

“Off his rocke: ! said Monty Lowther.

‘“ Ho must be caught!”

The crowd dashed out of the school gates. Gordon Gay
was already a great distance down the road. Seniors and
juniors dashed frantically towards him. Gordon Gay turned
round in the lan2, and set the silk topper moro firmly on his
head. He allowed the ball to rest, calculated the distance,
and kicked. The footer sailed through the air, and droppad *
in the midst of the St. Jim’s crowd. It was wet and muddy,
and it plumped full upon the chin of Knox, the prefect, and
bounced off, grazing Sefton’s nose.. Then it dropped to the
ground, and Monty Lowther stumbled gver it and fell, and
Tom Merry fell over him,

There was a laugh from Gordon Gay in the distance.
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" with a bright smile.

-most took his breath away.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“ After him !’ shrieked Blake. :

But Gordon Gay was running again at a speed few eould
equal. He dodgsd into a bylane, and cu’ across a field,
wound through the wood, and soon threw his pursaers off the
track. As they had no suspicion of his real identity, they
did not know that he intended to make for the Grammar
School. When Gay came out into the road again, near the
gates of the Grammar School, thére was nol a single St.
Jim’s junior in sight. .

he junior ehuckled.

He tramped on towards the Grammar School, while at a
distance, hidden by the trees and the windings of the lanes,
the 8t. Jim’s fellows returned +o St. Jim’s. They wecre in a
state of utter amazement. -

What had come over D’Arcy that afternoon? Where was
he gone? The full extent of the damage he had dene was
rovealed when the fellows returned tc St. Jim’s and com-
parcd notes. The Terrible Three feund Skimpols in their
study, tied to the chair with the curtains, and the place a
wreck. Half the studies in the Shell ara the Fourth -had
been upset. Knox,. the prefect, was raging, and he had
already complained to the Head, and Dr. Holmes had
directed that D’Arcy should ke sent to him at once

“ He'll be expelléd for this!” said Gore, of the Shell.

“My hat !’

“ He must have gone dotty !”

“ Right off his rocker !’

“ But where has he gone now?” Tom Merry exclaimed,
completely puzzled. “He car’t intend to stay away from
St. Jim’s.” -

“ Blessed if T know I’ said Blake. ¢ I suppose he’ll come
Lack. We shall have to wait till he does, and then--—"’

“Then we'll squash him !’ said Manners.

And the St. Jim’s fellows waited for D’Arcy to come back.

CHAPTER 12,
D’Arcy’s .Double.
RTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY, the genuine, had in
H the meantime thoroughly enjoyed his afterncon at
the Grammar ~School. ~ Frank Monk & Co. and
Phyllis Monk did their best to entertain him, and they suc-
cecded. After tea D’Arcy sang a tenor solo, and the Gram-
marians listened to it with perfect gravity. When the time
came to part. Arthur Augustus was feeling very jolly arnd
contented. The whole crowd of Grammarians accompanied
him te the school gates to bid him good-bye. They had
kept him at the school #ll half-past five, which was the time
agreed upon with Gordon Gay. D’Arcy shook hands affably
with the Grammar crowd, and raised his silk hat in his
graceful way to Miss Phyllis. .

“T twust we shall see you chaps ovah at St. Jim’s ‘soon,”
he said. - E
. Frank Monk grinned.

After -what had happened at the rival school that after-
noon, he did not think that Grammar i
to be popular there for some time.

*Thaniks very much,” he
said. - “We’ll come with
pleasure.” L

“And Miss Phyllis, I
twust 7’

** Certainly,” caid the girl, ’

Ne=xt

And I’ Arcy tock his leave.

- He walked gracefully away
down the road, and turned into
Rylcombe Lane sauntering on
towards St. Jim's, -

“A jollay wippin® aftah-
roon !” he murmured to him-
setf. ¢ Miss Phyllis is ‘a” wip-
pin’ gal, and those Gwammah
houndahs are not so bad. §
Fwank -Monk seems to have _jg
quite a taste for music. IT'm §
wathah_ sowwy Gordon Gay
wasn’t there—he is a musical
chap, and I think he wonld
have enjoyed that solo. Bai
Jove !

D’Arcy uttered that exclama-
tion suddenly.

He had caaght sight of a
figure in the lane, coming to-
wards him, and -the sight al-
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For the stranger was an exact reproduction of himself.
The same clegant clothes, the same fancy waistcoat, the
same gold-rimmed monocle, and the same features, to all
appearance. -

The newcomer caught sight of him at the same moment,
and paused, and raised his silk hat in a graceful way.

Arthur Augustus mechanically raised his hat in rctarn.

He jammed his eyeglass a little more tightly into his cye,
and gazed at him. d

*“ Bai Jove!” cjaculated D’Arcy again.

* Good-aftalnoon !” said the stranger affably. -

*“ G-g-g-good-aftahnoon !’ stammered 1’ Arcy.

¢ Wippin’ weathah, considewin’,” the stranger went on.

“ Bai Jove!” -

* Nice weathah for a beastly walk, don’t you know.”

*“ Gweat Scott!” - ' : ® .

“Does your mothah know you're out, deah hoy?”’

_ “Look here!” exclaimed D’Arcy. “ Wko are you?”

“T wegard that as a wude question.”

“Wlio are you, you boundah?’

* Undah the cires., I wefuse to.weply.”

“ You uttah ass ’

“You shwiekin’ fathead—"

** Bal Jove »

‘“ Bai Jove!” - i

“I know you now!” shouted 1’Arcy. You are Gordon
Gay! You have been playin’ some of your wotten twicke.”

** Ha, ha. ha!” yelled Gordon Gay.

2y

“ You uttzh wottah

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bai Jove! You have been” disguisin’ yourself as me
egain!” exclaimcd the swell of St. Jim’s. ““T’ll give youra
feahful “thwashin’ »” C

Gordon Gay grinned and dodged past him.

‘** Good-bye, little yellow bird!” he said.
Bluebell I ¢

And he sprinted on towards the Grammar School.

Arthur Augustus dashed in pursuit. But at the specd
Gordon Gay was going it was clear that D’Arcy would net
overtake him until the school was reached; and that made
the swell of St. Jim’s pause. He did not wish to rush hack '
in warlike guise into the school where he had just been enter-
tained as an honoured guest.

He paused in the lane, and shook his gloved fist after the
retreating form of the disguised Grammarian.

* You uttah wottah ” he shouted.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

*“ Come back and be thwashed, you wascal !

‘ Ha, ha, ha!”

*“Vewy well Gordon Gay, I will thwash you anothah
time—""

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustus gave it
tinued his walk towards St.
state of mind.

He could not help wondering what Gordon Gay might have
been doing in that disguise. The direction he came from
indicated that he had heen to 8t Jim’s. What had he done
there?  He had undoubtedly
taken in Tom Merry & Co. in
some way.

That™ reflection breught a
smile to D’Arey’s face.

He had warned Tom Merry
& Co. that the Grammarians
would ‘““down ”’ thegy if he—
D’Arcy—were absent.  And if
they had been japed by the
disguised Grammar junior, it
orly bore cut B’Arcy’s warn-
ing. Tt vas a clear proof to
Ton Merry & Co. that when
the swell of St. Jin’s was
sent they were no goed.

B’Avey arrived 1n sight of
the old school. A grcup of
juniors :tood in the gathcring
dusk in the gateway, evidently
waiting for him,

There was a shont as the
swell of 8t Jim's came in sight.

““Here he ig 17

“ Good-bye,

u‘}). He swung round and con-
im’s in & cousiderably ruffled

a

“ Here’s Gussy I”?
“Yaas, wathah, deah boys,
Ordoew here I am!” said.  Arthur
Angustus D’Arcy, in surprise.
Early . “Are you waitin’ for me?

Anythin’ gone wong 17’
“You rotter |
1




.

‘““Pway open the dcor!” called Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, “I shall give
vou a fcahtful thwachin’, Skimmay, if you don’t l¢t me in at once!

“You wrecker !

“You chump”

“You ass!”

“ You frightful chump!”’

D’ Arcy stared in amazement at the excited crowd of juniors

* Weally, deah boys !’ he began.

“ You dangerou ’

“ You escaped lunatic

* You burbling duffer—"’

D’Arcy’s eye gleamed with
monocle.

2]

T wefuse to listen to these oppwobwivus expwessions ! he

exclaimed. “ Wkat is the mattah? Are
yeu all off your silly wockahs ?”
“You're off yours, I think!” growled

g}‘lak.e. “What did you vwreck our study
or?”?

‘* Blake—"

“What did you wreck my study for 7
yelled Tom Merry,

*“ Weally, deah boy—"

“And tie Skimmy in the chair with
the curtains 7’ shouted Manners:

*“ Weally, Mannahs ?

““And all the studies along the pas-
sage,” shouted Gore; “what did you
wreek them for, you burbiing idiot 7%

*Bal Jove!”

‘““ And Knox, too—""

‘“ And Figging—-"

‘ And Bolter i

*“ You burbling jabberv

“ You fearscme ass——’

A light breke upon I’ Arcy.
dersiood now what Go

He un-
| rdon Gay had
been doing in disguise ot St. Jim's.
el That Gwammah wot-

ulated.

Kildare of the ixth, the captain of St.
Jim’s, came strjding threugh the crowd.

“ Is that D’Arcy?” he asked brusquely
The captain of the schoel was looking
viry grim,

‘“ Yaas, wathah, Kildare!*

“You are to come ic the
onee.”’

D’Arey s

Head at

rted back in dismay.

** The—the Head 7 he stammcred.
“ Yes, immediately 1”7 .
“ B-b-but—-"

Bai Jove——"

indignation through his

upon his brow.

notice of junior escapades.
prefects dealt with them.
out of the common.

On:z Penny, B

“Come on!” said Kildare, dropping
his hand upon the shoulder of tke swell
of St. Jim’s.  “I am to take you at
once, you silly young duffer !”

“Weally, Kildare! W-w-what am I
to see the Head for?”

“Knox has cemplained about your
burning the food in his study, aud peli-
ing him with cggs,” said the St. Jim’s
captain, *

‘*“ Bai Jove!”

“1 should, think you were cut of your
senses, to treat a prefect in that way,”
said Kildare, knitting bhis brows, **and
vou might have the excuse that Knox
ragged you; but there’s no excuse. of
that sort in the case of Monteith. You
pelted him with cggs, too, and he has
laid the matter belcre the Head.”

‘“Bai Jove!”

“ What did you do it for?”” demanded
Kildare.

“T—I—TI didn’t!”

“What?’ shouted Kildare angrily.

“ T didn’t do it, deah.boy!”

Kildare's grasp tightened upcn ‘the
shoulder of the clegant junicr. He was
very angry. He had no suspicion of tire
real facts of the case, and I’ Arcy’s state-
ment seemed to him to be a mecrely im-
pudently untruthful denial.

*“Come with me at cnce!”
harshly. .

“ But weally—""

“ Come!”

And Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was
marched off to the Head’s study

he zaid

CHAPTER 13,
The Sentence,

The Head, as & rule, did not take any

l]D R. HOLMES was sitting in his study with a stern frown

The Form-masters and the
But the present case was quite

Knox had complained, and Monteith had complained, and

the Head had to take notice of the matter. .,And as he knew
that Arthur Augustus D’Arey was, as a rule, a quiet and well-

conducted youth, he Rad investigated the matier carclully

already, before D’Arcy’s return

! The three chums made a sudden dash from the study, dragging the !

genius of the Shell with them, and there was a terrific coilision in the
passage as the crowd of juniors-outside the door were scattered by the

rush,

(See Chapter 6.)
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Knox had told him that the junior had wrecked a whole
passage. and the Head had himself paid a visit to the Shell
and the Fourth-Form quarters, to ascertain the extent of the
daimage that had been done.

The cxtent of it amazed him.

There was no doubt that D’Arey had done it. The juniors
were fav from wishing to tell tales, but there was no conceal-
ing the fact that the raiding had been done by the swell of
St. Jim’s.  The Head's anger rose. Japes were all very
well, and excusable in a thoughtloss junior, but this was
going altegether too far.  And attacks upoa prefects—that
was unpardonable.

Dr. Holmes waited for D’Arcy in a very grim humour.

Kildare tapped at his door at last, and brought the swell
of St. Jim’s in. The Head fixed his exes upon D’Arcy.

Arthur Augustus stood si]"nt

He knew, of course, that all the damage dene at St. Jim’s
Lad been done by the Grammarian dlS*"‘lhed as himself. It
had occurred to him at first that his way out of the scrape
was quite casy: he had only to state the facts.

But upon second thoughts, Arthar Augustus realised that
he could not state the facts. For that would be me'e‘y to
transfer the blame from his shoulders to Gordon Gay’s. The
Head would certainly not overlook such a raid on the part of
the Grammarian.

He would make a formal complaint to Dr. Monk, the Head
of the Rylcombe Grammar School. Gordon Gay weuld cer-
tainly be sev erely punished

The reckless junior had carried out the jape. apparently
without a single thought 23 to the probable consequences.
He had certainly not “intended to get D’Arcy into trouble
with the Head.

But that was what had happered. Eitl
tako the consequences of ali Gordon Gay’
Iie had to betray the Graommarizn.

And that was impossible !

» D’Arey had to
erratic action, or

Many things were permitted by a schoolboy’s coda of
honour, but 1if there was onc thing that was severels barred
it was “ sneaking.”

and the
would

And the statement of the culprit’s true identity,
inevitable punishment of Gordon Gay to follow,
und«)ub‘ edly come under the hesd of sneaking.

D'Arcy, with all his little foikles. wouid have been cut to
picces before he would have done anything dishonourabie.

He could not *‘sneak.” It followed that he was bound to
keep silent. He had to take the consequences of what
Gordon Gay had done. He braced himself to face the
“ music.”’

The Head regarded him with a frown. He thought to
himself that one never really dces know of what a bo. is
capable. He would never, (‘(nnvr\h, 1ave suspected the swell
of St. Jim’s of the wild freaks he had been gutlty of that
afternoon.

s D’Arcy,” ho said at last.

* Yaas, sty .
““ Have you any explanation to offer?
¢ No, sir.
*You have acted in an utterly outragecus way this atter-
noon, D’Arcy.’

The Fourth-Formei was silent.

“ You havo done a great deal of damage,
treated the prefects ‘with utter disrespect,”

“ O}\ sir!’>
‘ And yon have no excuse to offer?”
No, sir.”

¢ No explanation to make?”’

“ No, sir.”

*I hardly understand this, D’Arcy. Are you ill?”
cwl;umed tho Head, looking at him keenly over his glasses.

*“ No, sir.”

“Verv well.  You understand, D’Arcy, that ou :
froaks of this kind cannot be allowed to pass unpurished !”
exclaimed Dr. Holmcw sternly.

“ Yaas, sir.’

¢ I hardly lmow how to deal with you,” said Dr. Hoimes
s owl/ “Yon have always borne a good reputation in your
1<orm D’Arcy, and Mr. Lathom 5')oal;s very highly of you
¢ Thank you, sir!™

1 hesitate, therefore, to sentence you to a public flogging,
which I =houd certainly inflict upon any boy who harl done
as you nne done, if his record had not been'so good.”

Arthur Augustus shuddered.

Tho picture floated in his mind for & moment—of himself
hoisted upon the back of the school-porter, of the birch
descending, of the sea of faces surrounding, and he
shuddered. But even if tnt had been his sentence, he would
not have faltered. Ho would not betray Gordon Gay.

Tue Geu Lisrary.—No. 195.

“THE BULLY'S CHANCE!”

and you have
said the Head.

13

\

“1 shall not flog vou, said the Hoad “and 1 cmn\&
cxpel you for thla, it 1s hardly serious enough for that)
serious as it is. Lines, however, will not meet the case;\
neither will a caning.”

D’Arcy brightened up. The Head had run through the
varions forms of punishment, and as there remained noxne
that D’Arcy knew of, he began to hope that he would
escape with a lecture. But Dr. Holmes’s next words nipped
that hope in tho bud.

*“I have decided what to do, D’Arcy,” went on the Head.
“ You havo acted outrageously—inexcusably! I shall send
you home.”

D’ Arcy started. . '

¢ Oh, sir!”

“T shall not expe! youa from: ihe school,” said the Head.

* But I shall send you home for a time, to consider yourself.
Xou will remamm away from the school for some weeks, and
I shail write a full explanation to your father of the reasons
for my action.”

3 Oh, er”y

“ Before you are allowed to return, you will be expected to
writo a full apology to both of the 1nc.fw¢> whom you have
treated with disrespect.”

D’Arcy was silent. He was always ready to apologise
when ho was in the wrong. and his mageful a‘)olo'w‘s on the
slightest occasions had become a amndmg joke in the Lower
School at St. Jim’ s; but to apologise for something that he
had not done at all was a peculiar duty.

“You may go now,” said the Head. I sh1l1 witle to
your father 1mmcumte]y, and Lord Enmood will expect you
home to-morrow morning.”

“ When—when am I to leave St.
D’ Arey.

“You will leave the school to-morrow morning, immedi-
ately after breakfast. If you have any preparations to m:ke,
vou can make them to-day

¢ Thank you, sir!™

“1 am sorry for this. D Avey. I am surprised and s
at your conduct, and I hope that i
upon what you have done, and rcalis
has been very lenient. You may go.”’

D’Arcy went, with dre opin" ‘head.

His punishment, certainly, had been very 101'
parison with what it n‘lpht ‘have been. But'i
of St. Jim’s very havd, all the samo. He ¢
from school—banished from his old associates and his cul
associations.

To go home in the holidays when everybody was

Jim’s, sir?” faliered

n oliday-

making, was one thing; but to go home by himself, whan
all others wore at work, was quite arother.
To mope about at Fastwood while his old comrades were

in class, or playing footer, or skating at St. Jim’s—that was a
hard purishment.

D’Arcy’s face was very gleomy as he left the Head’s ztudy.

His friends were waiting for him in the passage. They
surrounded him as he camo out. Tho resentment of Tom
Merry & Co. had quite subsided now. Now that D'Arev had
been taken before the Head, they felt oniy sympathy, though
they were still at & loss to account for his strangc actions
of tho afternoon.

Biake clapped his clegant chum upon the shoulam

“ Well, what’s tho ver (llft 7

“I'm bein’ sent home.”

Jack Blake's face feli.

¢ Not—not sacked!” he gasped.

“0Oh, no; sent home for a fow weeks, as a punishment!”

“ Banished, by Jove!” said Monty Lowther.

3 XfaaS.YY

““That’s 1ough, old chap!” said

“ But what on ecarth did you want to pls
for to-day?”

“0Oh, wats!” said D’Arcy pecvishly.

“ You wree your own stud
Merry. ** Blessed if 1 can under

*“ Oh, wot!”

¢ Pelting Figgins & Co. with cggs ‘was all right,”
Blake. “But what did you w. to pelt Monteith
You know that you mustn’t handle prefcets that way.”

“ Weally, Blake

‘“ Were you off your rocker?”’

(3 “'f‘ts "Y

And that was all the explanation D’Arcy vouchsafed to
tho juniors. He did not intend to tell them the facts.
Somethmg might leak out, and D’Arey would never have it
that the Grammarians should say that he had sneaked. 0
swell of St. Jim’s kept his own counsgel, and Tom Mervy &
Co. were left to wonder,

Dﬂby ,§rr‘,nt“em
y those mad t

sked Kangaroco.
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CHAPTER 14,
) D’Arcy is Downhearted.
B ANISHED frowm schooll

D’Arcy’s sentence was socn known all cver St
Jim’s.

Most of the fellows were sorry. Even those whose studies
had been wrecked, apparently without provocation, were
sorry to hear that D’ Arcy was to leave St. Jim's.

His chums of Study No. 6 were doleful.  They might chip
D’Arcy, they might rag him, they might make fun of his
iittle weaknesses; but they liked him all the same, and they
knew very well that with all his foibles, Arthur Augustus
D’Arxcy’s nature was full of noble qualities.

The rag of that alternocn could only be accounted for by
supposing that D’Arcy had lost his head. Perhaps thet
something had happened at the Grammar School to exasper-
ate him, and that he had wreaked it upon the juuiors at
home.

“But no one bore resentment ncw.

Knox, the prefect, was gleeful; but he was the ouly one.
Monteith, of the New ilouse, had reported the junior’s con-
duct to the Iead, but he was sorry now that he had men-
ticned it. Kildare would have licked him, and =aid nothing
about it. .

There were glum faces in the School House that cvening.
Tom Merry & Co. helped D’Arcy to pack.
how long he was to be away, or whether he would return
that term at all, and he had to take all his belengings with
him. And Arthur Augustus D’Arcy had many belongings.

His boxes, trunks, bags, and hat-boxes were innumerable.
He packed box after box., and trunk after trunk, with the
assistance of the chums of the School Houge.

The swell of St. Jim’s had already telephoned for a motor-
car to take him away in the morning. The station cab was
not quite gorgeous enough for D’Arey. And the luggage

After the packing was done Arthur Augustus returned
into Study No. 0, with a gloomy expression upon his
aristocratic face.

He glanced round his old quarters through his eveglass,

Study No. 6 had many drawbacks, no doubt: but D’Arecy
had epent many a happy hour there, and he was sorry to go.
Blake, Herries, and Digby were equally glum. They had

their preparation to do, but they were not doing it. They
bad no heart for work that evening.
T “ Oh. it’s rotten!” said Blake at last.
“Yaas, wathah!”
“ Why did you do it, eld mn?”
Arthur Augusius was silent.
“I say, old chap!’ said Herries hesitatingly. “IUs

I—I--Ill let you have

bezstly for you to go iike this. )
He’ll remind you of

Towser, if you like, to take with you.
St. Jim’s.”

*“ Weally, Hewwies

“ You can have him,” said Herries heroically. ¢ Of course,
I shall miss him. But I know you’ll take good care of him,
Gussy.”

Herries spoke carnestly. To possess Towser, the bulldog,
scemed to his owner the height of human happiness.
Mahomet tells us of seven heavens, each more delectable than
the preceding one; but ITerries could have told Mahomet of
an eighth—the possession of that remarkable bulldog, Towser.
Parting with Towser was to Herries like parting with a
tooth. But he was a trve chum. He would have parted with
Towser with a heavy heart but cheerful face, to comfort
D’Arcy in his banishment.

But D’Arey shook his head.

He did not mean to inflict that pain upon Hewrries. And, as
a matter of fact, nothing would have induced him to take
gharge of thut dreadful bulidog.

“* Not at all, IHewwies, deah boy,” he said hastily. “1
wouldn’t wob vou iike that.”

* You can have him, Gussy——'

‘“ No, no!”

“Yes, yes! T incist!” said Herries bravely. -

“T weally conld not take him, Hewwies. Ii would be too
wuff on you, deah boy,” said Arthur Augustus. “I wil
take the will for the deed. Hewwies, old man.”’

'There was a knock at the door, and Skimpole, of the She’l,

(1]

’

“Dhrl.ed into Study No. 6.

His eyes lighted upon D’Arcy.

" Ah, you are here!” he exclaimed. T have been looking
for you, D’Arcy. I hear that vou ave leaving the school.”

** Yaus, Skimmy, deah boy.”

“I quite forgive you for your exceedingly rough cénduct
this afternocn,” said Skimpole gentiy. ** You were doubtless
driven to it by the combined influence of your heredity and
environment. I wish to make you a farewell present, D"Arcy,
if you will accept it.”

“You’re vewy kind, Skimmay

“WHEN A ggv’s DOWN.”

”
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“I mean to be kind, D’Arey,” said Skimpole, beaming
through his spectacles. ** I wish you to accept this volume,”

And he held out the fanious volume of Professor Barmy-
crumpet, that eminent authority upon Evolution, Deter-
minism, and several other ‘‘tions’’ and ““isms.”’

Arthur Augustus locked at it in dismay. He would almost
rather have had Herries's bulldog. -

* Weally, Skimmay " he began.

It will do for you to-read while you are at home,” said
Skimpole. *“In the hours of solitude you may open this
book and study the important question.of the evoiution of
the human race.  You will learn, by the study of this
volume, that there is not a single. reasonable argument in
favour of the theory of evolution, which will show you how
wonderful a brain it must have been that invented the theory.
You will learn "’ .

“My dear Skimmay—-""

“Pray take the volume, my dear D’Arcy.
heavy—

“My word, it is!” murmured Dighy.

“But it contains wonderful wisdom. Professor Barmy-
crumpet clearly proves, in chapter 357, that the human race
developed from a lower type, of which no trace remains to
be discovered upon the earth. Traces have been discovered
of every other organic being; but no trace of the missing
link between man and the lower animals, which might in-
dicate to a common mind that there never was any such
link. But not to a scientific mind, my dear D’Arcy. The
total absence of evidence is regarded as a conclusive proof
of the-truth of a theory by a mind which has a truly
scientific training.”

“Weally—-". i :

‘“By the study of this volume you will learn—"’

“I couldn’t wob you of it, Skimmay.- Pway keep tho
volume. It is much hetter suited to your intellect, deah
br}‘)‘f, than tp’ mine,”

t—

It is somewhat

The Terrible Three came into the study, and Skimpole
was interrupted. Mouty Lowther seized the amateut
scientist of the Shell by the collar and jerked him into the
passage, and tossed the great volume of Professor Barmy-
crumpet after him,

*“Run away and play!”’ he said.

‘¢ Oh, really, Lowther—""

Monty Lowther closed the door of the study. Skimpole
picked up his wonderful velume and wendered. down the-
passage.

‘** Anything we can do for you, Gussy?”’ asked Tom Merry,
* Blessed if I don’t feel quite downhearted at your going!”

“Thank you vewy much, deah hoy.”

“It’s beastly!” said Manners. ‘‘But why did you do it,
Gussy 7’

“Oh, wats!”

“Can I help you?’ asked Lowther.
anything 7’

¢ Weally, Lowthah—"

There was a knock at the door.
New House came in. Blake reached towards a ruler.
Figgins held up his hand pacifically.

“Pax!” he exclaimed. “We've come to sce Gussy.
Gussy, old man, we don’t mind that pelting a bit. We wish
you weren't going.”’

“Yes, rather!”” said Kerr. “1It’s rotten!”

“Beastly !” said Fatty Wynn. ‘““You gave me an cgg in
the eye, you ass; but I don’t mind a bit. Lotk here, wc'vo
got up a bit of a farewell feed—"’

‘“And we want you all to come,”

D’ Arcy was quite moved.

“You are vewy gocd!” he faltered. ©1T dou't feel much
inclined for a feed now, ‘deah boys. T'm feelin’ wathah
down in the mouth, you know ; but I'll come, with pleasure.”

“Oh, we’ll come!” said Tom Meiry.

And the juniors walked over to the New House, with
Avthur Augustus D’Arcy in their midst.

They crowded into Figgins's studv.  The study leoked
very bright and cheerful, with a good fire burning, and the
gaslight  glimmering on a white cloth and glimmering
crockery.

Fatty Wynn had prepared a really handsome feed. TFatty
Wynn could always be relied upon to do well in that line.

It was a good feed, and the juniors did the best they could
to appear cheerful. But a cloud hung over them all.

“O0Oh, it’s rotten!” said Blake, at last. “We shall mies
you frightfully, Gussy.”

““Yaas, deah boy. And I shall miss all of you.”

“Why did you do it?” exclaimed Tom Merry.  Blessed
if I can understand it now! It was so unlike you, Gussy.”
ID’Arcy hesitated. '

“Look here, we’re all fwiends here,” he said, looking
round, “if you will pwomise, on your, word of honah, not
to bweathe a syllable about it, I will explain.”
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looked at h}’

3laic
Blake

chum anxiously.

ght that his chum’s brain was wandéring.
‘1,didn’t do it at all, deah boys.
“Vhat on carth do you mean?”’ s2id Figgins uneasily.
S Why, we saw you!”
“You didn’t see me, deah boy. I was at the Gwammah

School all the arta.m on,”

 What?”

¢ Gussy !

“Jt’s a fact, deah boys! You've been donﬁ!’

“Done!” ejaculated Tom Moerry., ‘“What do you mean?
Done by whom?”

“ Tho Gw wmrn“mnm‘

(3 W"L\qt o

“It was (xoxdon Gay!”

“Gordon Gay?”

“Yaas, wathah! Don’t you wemembah that he dis
guised himself as me once before, and tosk you all in, and
the Gweyfwiahs chaps, too? It was. Gordon Ga ay; and I

said Arthur Augustus.

nevah knew till I met him in the lane, as I was comin’
back.” s

There was a dead silence in Figgy’s study.

‘“My only hat!” said Tom Merry at la st

“That accounts!” said Bidke Sowlv My hat !

“Well, Gussy, vou image

““Why didn’t you tell the Head?"

“ V‘vea'lv “deah boys, if you weflect for a moment, you
will see that it was quite imposs. for me to tell the Head,
a%!é‘:c" Gordon Gay into a feahful wow.”

h!”

The juniors sat silent. They understood now.

¢ And—and you're keeping it dark to shield Gordon Gay!”
burst out Tom Merry at last.

“ There's .nothin’ velse to be done. Dri. Holines would
complain to the Head OL the (ﬂv‘\m\.mh Schoo!, and Gay
would get it in the neck. They’'ve done us, deah boys;
but we can’t allow them to say that St. Jim's sneaked.”

“By Jove, no!”

“No, th wouldn't do,”

said Kerr “ But

But if Gordon Gay 10 b into he’d

knew

own un a shot!” G\cLlel Blake.
“Yaas, wathah! But we can’t tell him; it would be s
bad as snecakin’.”

suppose so.”’

“T've explained to you, deah boys, so that you will kno
the facts, and not think that I was waggin’
Arthur Augustus. I felt that T owed it to
aftah all. But not a word, mind! Not a
this studay !”

Biake drew a deep breath.

u to
hispah

“It’s rotten hard on you, Gussy!”

“Yaas. But it can’t’ be belped, deah boys. T shall have
to stand 1t.”

“ Hes a giddy hero!” said Blake. “A giddy hero! T

“Oh wats!”

But the juniors pevsisted in regarding Arthur Augustus
D’Arey as & here. And a hero urc‘o"otodxy he was.

- CiHAPTER 15.
Good-bye to St. Jim's.
CTRHE clang of the rising-hell awoke the juniors of St.

Jim’s in the morning, and they turned out in much
less than their usual spirt
but
quite c¢:

‘Augustus D'Arcy
din and firm.

He did not repent of the resolution he had taken. e
was bound to act as he had (lone. by his code of honour,
and be did it without finching
cealfast was a doleful meal
Hou:

Arthw‘ Augustus D’Arcy was to depart before mornir

Arth

as serious,

S,
looking very

"for the chums of the Schon!

1o
26
lessons covnmenced and 2 crowd of fellows meant to soco
him off.
There was a buzz when the motor, o num by tolo nhone
Ty

over night, was seen to drive up to the
a most imposing chauffeur and a liveried fonot

“My only hatl” said Gore. ““Gussy is
and no mistake!”

A Czu‘: followed the motor. That was for the luggage.
DBoth drew un outside the School House.

Taggles, the school porter, began to carry out the
Some of the fellows lent him a hand. D’Arcy’s
. was somaowhat bulky for onc man to negatiate.
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‘Arthur Augustus D’Arcy stood on the steps of the Schos!
House, with his monocle jammed into his eye, superintend-
ing the 1emoval of the luggage.

Some of the masters were at their study windows, Every-
hody at St. Jim’s was interested in the departure of tha
ornament of the Fourth Form. What would the Fourth
be like without the one and only Augustus? That was what
Blake said, and many of the juniors echoed his sentiments.
Arthur Auguﬁms D’Arcy would certainly be missed. ~

“I've a ]o}‘v goad mind to sen ad a wire to Gordon Gay!”
muttered Jack Blake. »

Avthur Auq astus turned a severe glance upon him,

“Wo allv. Blake—""

“Go 1t!” said Herries.

“Tt 1» my pwewogative to say what shall be
mattah,” said Arthur Augustus, with considera
“I declina to allow a nvthm of the sort.”

“You're a blessed quixotic murmured Blake, as the
swell of St. Jim’s descended the steps and anpxoacheq tho "B
waiting. motor. And he followed Arthur Augustus, to make 5
one more appeal to the elegant junior. ;

D’Arcy stepped into the car. His usually pleasant face
wore a stern expression. There was ro sign of wavering.

The chums gathered round the gates could sce ‘that he
:\‘?q determined to go through with what he had under-

aken.

Tom Merry, Manners, and Monty Lowtlier approached the
car. :

“I'm sorry yow're going, old kid!”
sympathetically.

“8So am I, deah boy, but—-"

“T shall jolly well lay the facts before the Head myself!”
burst out Jack Blake.

“Woal‘y Blake—-"

“ Rats

done in the
able dignity.

’D

ass!”

said Tom  Merry

‘I insist on you keepin’ quict, Blake!” retorted Arthur
Augustx with some asperity.
“Why ‘should he?” demanded Herrios.
D’ Arey tws r'c-rl a withering gaze upon Herrics over thoe
back of the car’s hood, which was down. His_ bearing was

very dignified.

“RBecause it is my pv.'(—‘wogalri\'e, Hewwi
o) mvincod i ara actin’ for the best.”
Blake snorted. Arthur Augustus g]"rced at him
h to port fwiends, Bhkn he went on. *‘ But if-
vou \xattah; dont altah your wotten manuahs I shall dwug
off without sayin’ good-bye!”

‘)eoy took out his handkerchiof and pretended to wine
€yEs, T‘w orowd of nrofects who were \"ltLhL.., e
scemed  to l)e enjoying it—Knox especigly.
woaring a puzzied Toak. d

¥ Arer stood it for a momert only.
»dered indignantly.
lugeage, siv?”
e
said Monty TLowther, with _

‘)coodmm
it}

“Am i to go \chont H
I)‘l ._)O\(‘ I hz\d ¢

apparently, did not_hear the jokor of the Shell’s
Hh monocle jammed hard in his eve, he was re
garding the roof of the car intently.

“1 fail uttahly to see how all my luggage can
on the woof, dwiwah,” he said.

“ You might carry it on your knoe, Gussy.”

“ Weally, T'). thah-—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

1 should vewv much
Tﬂ)\\'thah before T go—-"
Can’t you sec the cart for

be cawwicd.

wogwet to have to thwash you, .

the luggage behind

sovo

e

tima, Arth v the that wag
lugzage star lmr l)ohmd The vision scomod
Eord hxvn Infinite pl(\:\m, For one 'o‘xm; moment
had had visions of piled-up boxes around hun in the body
the car.

T'ho juniors grinned as he turned in their direction again.

oth sides were equally at some loss what to say. Tom

Me‘t" felt v sorrv that D’Arcy was going. Jsck Blake
would have liked to drag Arthur Aus vu~tus forcibly frora the
car, and detain him, whether he liked it or not. Herries___
and Digby probably understood what was passing in BIws
mind, ard could have been counted on to ass But it
masters were all watching a2t ihe windows. The thing
impossible. Kildare would be about too, they might depend,
anJ would socn put a stop to such a p*ocoed'n"

A gloomy siience fell on all the jurisrs. Monty Towther
came to tho rescue.
to home, Gussy?” he said. .
hall novah forget 8t Jim’ s deah bhows,” replied .
18 thh fecling .
“J1 a, lﬂ‘\, hw' Il bet he won't!”

o

lete School Tale of Harry Wharf.on & c-
ibrary. .‘Now on Sa,le. Price O 1;6 Ponny. -
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D’Arcy turned his monccle full glare on Knox for a
moement. He and the other juniors “OIC glad te sec that
very few of the prefects shared Krnox’s nhmeuts

“ My bcatﬂy luggage s a long time comin’ . deah boys,”
remarked IV’Arey, as if nothing had bappened. I wondah

£ what Taggles is doin’.”” )
= And as though Blake might be Taggles’s special custodian,
u..tl’!ur ugustus turned his monocle on the Fourth-Former.
he juniors grinned.
* What are you lcoking at me
Blake.
* Weally, Blake
Crash ! .
““Ila, bha, hal’
T“ggln had suddLn

like that for?” grewled

appcared at the deor.
Taggles’s proximity w ould yerhaps be more p
large trunk came through the deorway at that 11‘Oln€ut and
fell to the floor.

“An’ I ses as it’s busted ‘cavy!” came the voice of the
porter in explanation. .

; “You howwid wufiian, Taggles! How dare
- twunk about like that?”

* Lock here, Master ID’Avey,” began Taggles, vainiy trying
to lift the heavy trunk, “you can’t kid me thcw s on’) socks
and shirts in um ’

Ia, ha, ha

“ Weally, deah Loys—-—

“Lend a hand, kigs!” eried Tom Merry.

CAnd in half a Jiffv, the saying is. 1)’ Are
an the luggage cart, while numierous hat-boxes
steaux were piled on the roof of the ca
{ “Tt’s not damaged In any way, (1u vy
= i) “Thank vou, Tom Mewwy! Pway be
Tageles, deah boy,” c"id Arthur Auguastus.

- Taggles locked very sympathetically at the
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= e SOITY *1‘ ot D’Arcy was geing. e was a strong pillar in
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laggage lu, ﬂad helped hnmoh copious drzuglits
and-water, ‘“to give 'im ‘eart,”” as Taggles wou Id hate s
His cyes ah(\aJ}, hud 2 tor;dcmy to disagree with cne arcther,
and he shed a r.e«o lating odeur of gin all around him. He
took his cap off and n,op‘wul }115 forehicad before going 1
thc th( ol Houm again. .

v 1 I

‘tL-v‘ Jike’s ¢ yeu that md‘ (&}

an if yau on’y saw how sorry the missis is too, vou d~—
3

e Bmk cup with the rest of the tr unks, weuldn't you,

xe
a place “worth keep

()

And the St. me chool-perter disappesred into t 3
FHouse. D’ Azcy was about to recall him for a tin, when
Merry eamc forward to speak to him.

“TIs thcw 10:111) no other way than this, Gh»)) 77 he asked.

“ Nene, ay, @ can sce

* And thuta net very far,” interrupted Jack Blake dis-
gustedly.

“Chu Blake I said Tom Merry.“It’s no use gotting

your hal oﬁ' about '*, anyway.
“Well, tell me, did you cver see
asked Blake.
The juniors cculd not help grinning.
dropped qmch ilom Xlthux Augustus’s cye,
; *umrmg at the door-handle in & moment.
: “You leave me no alternative but to administah a scveah
thwashin’, Blake,” lc said. “Pweparc to defend yoaveelf
deah boy.”
Blake watched the swell of the Schoel Heuse as &
: tried to open the car door. It resisted all his cffort
H “Tow stwange!” he murmured. “I can’t ¢pen
beastly deor!”
“I'm holding 1'
ha, ha !’
Al\, Tom Aewwy .
“Make it pax,”’ sugg
“1 wefuse—"
“ What’s “the matter with the

such a blithering 1

But the

and he wos

you see,” explained Tom Merry.

The point of Monty Lowther’  was mede
Ta"‘glcs reappearing at the Sc door st
55 undcr another trunk.  D’Arcy’s grievance with 13
T forgotten in concern for his property. Taggles groancd like
Sisyphus.
“Packs or trunks is all the same if y'ask me, Master
| Lowther,” he panted. ““All as T know is thar T'd ewep
z places with that old felier Hatles w .an ly, if this here wasn't

£ for Master D’Arcy. Talk to me
: D’Arey looked concerned as. his second txunL ncarly had a
nasty side- shp.
. Boggm your pzudon, Mastcr D? Arcy, smd Tfag-glcs,
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hat’s all, Dont mind what I said.

“Of course I den't, Blake, deah boy ! said Arthur Augus-
tug, giving lis chums hand an affectionate grip. “Its all
wight. Good | :J\e- o

“ Goed-bye, ‘d cnp"’

The car moved off. t iscd his silk hat

to the crowd outside thn S 2 1ere was a heer
frem Tem \Ior v & Co., anfl ringing good-byes frem the
whale crowd, as the car rolled cut at the gates cf St Jim’s.
Arthur Augustus D'Avcy, the swell of 8t Jim’s, was gene!
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three fights were quickly in progress. There was a cloud
of dust in the lane.

“Yah! St. Jim’s cads!”

“You Grammar School rotters!”

“Go it!”

¢ Give ’em socks !”

The fight was terrific. When the juniors soparated at last,
they were all looking very dusty and damaged. Gerdon Gay
dropped his hands and stepped back.

‘“’Nuft’s as good as a feast,” he said. *¢
call it a draw.”

140Oh, I'm going to lick you!’" said Blake.
. “But what’s the row ?”’ said Gay. “Tt isn’t like you to
bear malice because you've been japed, Jacky.”

Blake hesitated.

“It’s because of Gussy,” he said.
Never mind; I'm off.”

And he swung away, followed by Herries and Digby.
Gordon Gay rubbed a discoloured eye, and looked after them
very thoughtfully.
“Something’s upset them,”

I ihink we can

“ But—but you're right.

he said; “it’s not only the
1ape. Can they have gone for Gussy and damaged him bofore
10 had time to explain? Tt would be like some of thosa
8t. Jim’s asses. I wonder "

“Don’t see that it matters,” yawned Carboy.

But Gordon Gay looked very thoughtful as he walked
eway with his chums. They stopped af the fountain in the
village to bathe their injuries, with the aid of their pocket-
handkerchiefs. The encounter had been an unusually severe
one.

And Gordon Gay was still thinking. It occurred to him
that, after all, he had done a great deal of damage at St.
Jim’s which would not come under the head of junior
ragging.

If Knox or Monteith had cut up rusty, matters might be
made very unpleasant for Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

Taggles, the school porter of St. Jim’s, was coming down
the village strect, and Gordon Gay caught sight of him. He
waved his hand to Taggles.

‘“Stop a minute!” he exclaimed.

Taggles was quite willing to stop a minute. He was. ncar
‘tho entrance of the Red Cow, and if he could by any pos-
sibility extract a tip from Gordon Gay, he could revisit that
ancient hostelry. As a maiter of fact, Taggles’s walk was
8 littie unsteady. He had been expending D’Arcy’s parting

- tips in reckless profusion at the Red Cow, and it was alrcady

appearing to Taggles that the road he was walking on was
most unaccountably jumpy. He had not noticed it about
the road before, but certainly it had developed a way of
rising and bumping against his feet which was realiy very
remarkable. ]

“Good harternoon, Master Gay!” said Taggles, touching
his hat.

“Dry weather!” suggested Gordon Gay.

‘““Which you're right, Master Gay.”

Gordon Gay fumbled in his pocket, and Taggles watched
the motion of his hand with fascinated eyes.

““ Any news at St. Jim’s, Taggy ?” he asked.

“Only that Master D'Arcy’s gone, sir.”

_ Gordon Gay jumped.
‘exclamations.
< “D'Arcy gone!”

“Yes, sir. He went this morning,” said Taggles.
you says, sir, it is dry.”’ . .
b (l}orldon Gay dropped a shilling into Taggles's willing
palm.

- ““Gone on a holiday, I suppose?’’ he asked.

“Ho, no, sir! Gone ’ome.”

““Somebedy 11l 2’

“Ho, no, sir! He's been sent ’ome !"

““ Not expelled ?”’ exclaimed Gordon Gay.

“Sent ’ome, sir, which i much the same thing,” said
Taggles. ‘“Sent 'ome in disgrace, sir. I would never have
Jbelieved it of Master D’Arcy, sir, if I hadn’t seen it—sich
carryings-on! He pelted me with heggs, Master Gay—me—
with heggs!”

! Gordon Gay could not help laughing. He still had in his
mifid’s eye the picture of the St. Jim’s porter tearing round
the house, with the eggs whizzing after him. :

| “Did he really, Taggy?”

“'HE did,” said Taggles, with asperity.
%daster Monteith and Master Knox, which they is both

refects.  And the damage he did—my only hat, sir! You'd
never believe it. Thank you kindly, sir. I don't drink, as
a rule, but T'll drink your ’ealth for once, young gentlemen,
breakin’ my rule.”

t. “Sent home in disgrace!” said Gordon Gay, as Taggles
stumped away towards the Red Cow. ‘And he can't have
explained, then, that it was I all the time.” ’

Frank Monk looked perplexed. :

: THE GEMrLIBRARY.—I\? . 195.

“Ag

And ’e pelted

Monk and Carboy uttered sharp

s the Title of the Splendid; Long, Complete School Tale of Harry Wharton & Oo,
appearing in this woek's - MAGNETS Li

*“ That accounts for Blake being so ratty,” he said. “ PRut
why didn’t Gussy explain ?”’

Gordon Gay shook his head.

“What should we have called him if he had given me

“H'm! Sneak, I'suppose.”

“ And Gussy never was a sneak !”

“But it's
Carboy.

“TIt’s rotten I”
if I'd krown,
now."”’

“What are you going to do?’ exclaimed his two chums
together. * Where are you going, Gay, you ass?”’ ,

“I'm going to St. Jim’s. ’You can excuse me to old
Adams if I'm not back in time,”? said Gordon Gay. *

And, without another word, the hero of the Grammar
School strede away, -

: . said Gordon Gay. .
rather thick being sent home in disgracs !” said

said Gordon Gay. I never thought; but
I wouldn’t have had it. But it's not too late

CHAPTER 17.
) Gordon Gay to the Rescue.
“ MY only hat " exclaimed Tom Merry.

“What——"
“Leok there! What cheak !V

rammar cad!”
Yah!”

'

13

The juniors of St Jim’'s had reason to be astonished.
After what had happened, Gordon Gay might have been
expected to give St. Jim’s a wide berth. But there he was,
walking in at the gates with as much coolness as if the whole
#chool belonged to him,

“Grammar cad! Yah!”

Gordon Gay grinned.

A dozen fellows rushed up to collar the presumptuous
Grammarian, and bump him hard for his temerity. But
Gay held up his hand.

“Pax!” he exclaimed.

“That’s all very weil!” exclaimed Blake wrathfully.
“You didn't want any pax yesterday afternson, you
bounder. Look here——"

“Bump him !”

“Collar the cad!”

“Hold on!” said Tom Marry.
for. What do you want, Gay "
“I want to see the Head.”

:‘ The iHe:wl " exclaimed Monty Lowther.

‘Yes.¥

The astonished juniors allowed the Grammarian to pars.
Gordon Gay mounged the steps of the School House. He
rang, and when Toby the page appeared he tapped that
astonished youth on the shoulder.

“Take me in to the Head,” he said.

“T'll take your name in, sir,” said Toby.

““ Tell him™it's very important—in connection with Master
D’Arcy.”

“Very well, sir.”

Toby departed, leaving Gordon Gay standing in the hall.
A crowd of juniors gatherad round him in a few minutes.
Most of the fellows weras surprised to see a Grammarian
there, and more astonished at his asking to see the Head.
A suspicion of his errand occurred to Tom Merry. 1f
Gordon Gay had learned of D’Arcy’s plight, it was the most
natural thing in the world for him to come there.

“ What do you want to see the Head for, Gay 7"

“ Business.” '

¢ About Gussy 2

“Yes)’ -

“Then yon know?"

“1 got it from Taggles,” said

Toby returned.

“'];“,he ‘Ead wil! see vou, Master Gay,” he said.
way.

Gordon Gay followed the Schiool House page to the Head's
study. Dr. Holmes was not alone there. Mr. Railton, the
Housemaster of the School House, was in the room. Roth
of the masters looked curiously at Gordon Cay as he
entered, his cap in his hand. ’

“You wish to see me?” said Dr. Holmes.
Rylcombe Grammar School, I believe 2"

““Yes, sir. I'm Gay, of the Fourth Form there.”

¢ What is your business with me ?"

“It’s about Gussy, sir—D’Arcy, I mean,” said Gordon
Gay, colouring. “T—I've heard to-day, sir, that he's been
sent home in disgrace for what happened yesterday.” °

Dr. Holmes nodded.

“I've come here to own up and clear him, sir,” said the
Cornstalk junior. . . .

The Head looked puzzled. Mr. Railton fastened a very

“Let's see what he's coma

Gordon Gay.

““ This

“You are from

ibrary. Now on_Sale. ‘Price One-Penny.
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keen glance upon the Grammarian junior. Gordon Gay met
their eyes firmly. .

“{ do not understand, I confess,” said the Head. % There
is Do doubt that D’Arcy wes—the culprit. He did nei deny

“ Besides, he was seen,” said Mr. Railten.

¢ Excuse me, sir—he wasn't "’ said Gorden CGzy., %1 was
seen !’

“You?” . -

“Ves, sir. It was I who japed the fellews here. 1 was
made up as Gussy, sir,” said Gordon Gay. it was just a
jape, sir.”

The Head of St. Jim’s looked blankly at Gerdon Gay.

“Do vou mean seriously to tell me, Gay. t yeu made
yourself up to impersonate D'Arcy, and that you played
those absurd tricks in this schcol ¥ he exclaimed. *Im-
‘possible !

“1It's true, sir!”

“ But— but—--"

“Then where was D’Arcy all the time, Gay?” asked Mr.
Railton quietly, his eyes never leaving the junior’s face.

“He was at the Grammar School, sir. Monk and_ the
fellows had him to tea, to keep him out of the way while I
japed the other chaps.”

“This is~is extraordinary !’ exclaimed the Head. “It is
very difficult to believe that a boy of your age could have so
much skill in impersonation.”

Gordon Gay smiled.

“Tve impersonated lots of people, sir,” he said. “ The
other fellows here have seen me made up as Gussy hefore,
and they never spotted me. They'll bear witness if you like,
[35 - !

“T suppose ycur schoolfellows will attest that D’Arcy we
really at the Grammar Schocl vesterday afterncon?” szl
Mr. Railton.

“Certainly, sir. And Mork's sister Phyi!
there.”

Tt is extraordinary I’ murmured the Head.

T have heard of this boy before, and his peculiar gifts,”
said Mr. Railton. § There is a boy in the New House Leve
—Kerr—who is very much the same way. Ibclieve that this
boy’s word may be relied upon, sir.”

“But it—it is amazing ! gasped the Head. “Then
D’Arcy did not know that you were playing those pranks,
Gay 77

The Grammarian junior burst into an involuntary. chuckle.

* Excuse me, sir—no! If he had known, ke weculd have
hammered me.”

‘“Ahem ! And you say that you came here d::sgufs_(:d as

ex-

5, tco. She was

claimed the Head. *‘ And why?"”

» Oh, it was a jape, sir! We're always japing one another,
Perhaps I went a bit too far this time,” said Gordon Gay
thougntfully.

“TUpon my word! I should say you did!” said Dr.
Holmes, smiling, in spite of himself. *But if this simvle
explanation would have cleared up the matter, Gay, why
should D'Arcy have refused to make it?  That is very
extraordinary.”

“ He wouldn’t give me away, sir. Gussy is a good little
ass—ahem ! I mean Gussy is the soul of honcur, sir, and he
wouldn't do anything to get ancther chap into trouble.”

“H'm'! That is straining a point of honour a little too
far, I think,” said the Head. © However, I do not blame
D’Arcy. Better for a boy to be too honcurable than not
henourable at all. But—but this is all very extraordinary.
I suppose I must take your word, Gay—especially as you
offer me evidence of it.”

The chaps at the Grammar School will bear out all I've
said, sir—and the fellows here have seen me made up as
D’ Arcy,” said Gordon Gay.

“Very well, I accept vour assurance. PRut why have yvou
come here and told me this? You must know that you will
bo roverely punished for perpetrating sach an outrageous
k in a echool you do not belong to!” the Head ex-
imed, his voice rising.

*I—I suppose so, sir.”

I shall certainly report vour conduct to Dr. Monk, and
I trust that he will flog you weverely ! said the Head.

* Very well, sir,”” sard Gerdon Gay meekly.

“You surely admit that you decerve a severe punish-
ment t”’

“ 1 cuppose I do, sir.”

* And you will receive it. You may go!”

“Thank you, sir!” -

“One moment, if you will excuse me, sir,” said Mr.
Railton. *““You wished Gay to explain why he came here
to tell you this.”

“VYes, indeed,” said the Head, fixing his eyes upon Gay.
“You knew that by clearing D’Arcy, Gay, you would be
taking the punishment upon yourself. It.is surely not mere
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impertinence that has led you to come and make this state-
ment to me.”’

Gordon Gay fushed.

£ Oh, sir!” .

“ Well—well, I believe it was not,”” said the Head. * But
what was your motive 7"

“I couldn't let poor old Guesy be sacked becauss of what
I had done, sir,” said Gordon Gay simply. “I simply had
w0 come and own. up. As for the punishment, 1 can stand
it. I'm mnot afraid of a flogging.”

Dr. Holimes hesitated.

“When did you learn about D’Arcy being sent away ™
he asked,

“Half an hour ago, sir. I met Taggles in the village,
and he told me.”

““ And you came directly here, then?”

“Yes, sir.” .

“You have acted in a manly way, Gay. Upon the
whole ”—the Head paused—‘‘upon the whole, Gay, I do
rot see the necessity of inflicting any further punishment in
%liis lafflair at all. "I shall not report your action to Dr.
Monk.’

*Oh, sir!” exclaimed Gordon Gay gratefully.

“You may go, Gay.’

“Thank you, sir! You are very kind!” faltered Gordon
Gay. ‘I hope you’ll believe, sir, that I—I never meant to
cheek you in any way by coming here yesterday.” I suppose
it was all jolly thoughtless; but if I had thought about you
being displeased, sir, I wouldn’t have done it.”

1 “Very well, Gay,” said the Head good-humouredly, *“ we
will say no more about it.”

And Gordon Gay left the study, feeling considerably
lighter-hearted than when he had entered it. Tom Merry
& Co. met him in the hall. .

“Well 7’ they demanded with one voice. =

“T’ve owned up.”

S And—" .

“ And—nothing I said Gordon Gay cheerfully. *“Your
headmaster’s a brick—simply a ripping, first-class brick!
He's going to overlook it.””

“Jolly lucky for you,” said Tomi Merry. “If you hadn’t
Cﬁl]]i here on Gussy’s account, we'd bump you for your
cheek !’

“What-ho !’

“As it is,” said Tom Merry, “we’ll invite you to the
feed when Gussy gets back. He'll come back at once now.~
1 euppose, and we shall celebrate. And yon can corme; but.
come in your own proper person this time. We've had
enough of D’Arey JI.”

And Gordon Gay grinned, and said that he would.

3 . . . 3 . .

Needless to say. the banishment of Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy from his old haunts at St. Jim’s did not continue.

His silence might be considered quixotic, but he certainly,
was not to be punished, as he had done nothing to merit
punishment. And the same day a telegram arrived at East-
wood from the Head of St. Jim’s.

““ All explained. Return to school at once.—IToLMES.”

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus D’ Arcy, showing the
t}clegram to Lord Eastwocd. ‘ Bai Jove, dad! Look at
that !I”
]'Lord Eastwood read the telegram, and looked grimly at
hig son.

“Well,” he said, “perhaps you will kindly explain.”

¢ (Certainly, dad. I was sent home- yesterday because I
was supposed to have «domne somethin’ which I hadn’t
done—"

CWell 777 )

¢ And the chap who had done it didn’t know about it, so
he couldn’t own up, and I couldn’t give him away. It
would not have been becoming to a D’Arcy to act in such

. a mannah, sir!” said Arthur Augustus, with dignity.
bRl

* Quite z0, Arthur. But now

“T suppose Gordon Gay has heard of it, and owned up,”
said the swell of St. Jim’s thoughtfully. “I’'m to go bkack.
Pewwaps, aftah all, I needn't have bwought eo much
luggage away with me, but I can take it back all wight.”

The follgwing morning Arthur Augustus D’Arcy arrived
at St. Jim’s in great state, luggage and all, and he was
given a tremendous welcome.

And the feed, which took place in Tom Merry’s study, under
the skilful superintendence of Fatty Wynn, was first-rate;
and Gordon Gay & Co., who came over to join in it, had a
really good time. And for the time the rival juniors forgot
that they were rivals, and joined heartily in celebrating the
return of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy from his banishment.

THE END.

(Next week’s grand long, complete tale of Tom Merry & Co., and Firzina

& Co., is entitled, * WHEN A BOY’S DOWN,” by Maitin Oliford,

Order your copy of **THE GEM " Library in advance. Price 1d.)
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EEP SEA GOLD!

R WONDERFUL NEUT STORY OF RIAZING ADUENTURE IN A SUBMARINE IIIUTﬁﬂ CAR.

By REGINALD WRAY.

The Opcning Chapters of “DEEP SEA GOLD,” specially
re-written for this number of “THE GEM"™ LIDRARY.

Dick Dauntless and Jack Orde, chums of Weltsea College.
are bathing in the sea early one morning, when they are
suddenly seized by enormous octopus-like tentacles and
dragged swiftly down beneath the surface of the water.
The chums are almost at their last gasp, when a dark trap-
door appears befors them, and they are pulled aboard a
strange submarine crait, the like of which they have never
scen before. It is, in fact, a submarine motor-car, and the
hoys are soon intreduced to Captain Flame, the captain of the
Octopus, as the strange craft is named.

The crew consists entirely of boys, with whom Dick
Dauntless and Jack Orde arc soon on good: terms.

The chums learn that Captain Flame is bound for the Pacifiz
with the express intention of searching for Dick Dauntless’s
millionaire father, who was a friend of his, and whose yacht
the Morning Star, has long boen reportad missing.

A chance paragraph in a newspaper gives the adventurers
a clue, and they make for that dreaded mass of Hoating weeds
Lnown as the Sargasso Sea. Thewve, stuck fosc in tha midat
of the weeds, they find both tho Morning Star and a tug
- which had been sent to aid her.

Captain Flame, with a small party of his boys, sot out in
a launch to investigate. When the party roturn to the Octopus
they find that it is being attacked by the fearful monsters of
the deep. )

These are eventualiy driven off, and the Octopus is repaired.
Just as the repairs arc finished, however, a body of Tankas,
huge men who dwell in the crater of an extinet voleano, are
seen advancing to attack the ship. The leader is captured,
and the Octopus makes for an island. where the repairs can
be properly attended to. Dick Dauntless and Jack Orde are
sent, in the launch, to the Island of Rest for chemicals, but
on arriving ‘at their destination they find that the prisoners
of tho Island of Lost Hopes have rebelled. Together with
the guards, they manage to beat thom off, and some of the
warders are rescucd, from the hands of the rebels. The gate-
leeper, whose abscice had seriously imperilled the lives of
tho warders, returns, and the sergeant immediately points his
revolver at the keeper’s head, for by the rules of the islands
auy act which imperils the safety of others is punishable by
immediate death.
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With a gesture, the boy waved him aside: then, turning
to the trembling gatekeeper, said:

“Your lifo is forfeited, but I give you tho chance of meet-
ing it like a man instead of being shot like a dog.. Get your
arms, and fall in.” ‘ i

The man would have poured out his gratitude for the
reprieve, but Dick sternly motioned him to ke silent, then
issued orders which sent the little party hurrying in all
directions to order ecvery able-bodied male inhabitant  to
muster in the cave by the sea.

Not that there was any danger of invasion for the only
means of communication between the Island of Lost Hopes and
the Island of Rest, was the drawbridge, now safely drawn up,
and the passage under the sea, which could only be passed
by men wearing diving-helmets.

But within one of the caves with which the Island of Lost
IHopes was honeycombed, was a submarine vessel larger, and
built more like a caravan, than the Octopas.

This strange craft was nearing completion, and Dick feared
lest the rebels should seize it, and, sallying forth, either
bring destruction upon the island, or, what was even more
to be dreaded, set forth on a voyage of piracy and murder on
their own account.

It had often struck Dick what a terrible weapon a sub-
marine car like the Octopus would be in the hands of un-
scrupulous men.

t was therefore his obvious duty to prevent the mutineers
seizing tha Red Terror, with which ominous name Captain
Flame had already christened his second ecat.

Besides, thers was atother reason whioh made it im-
perative that Dick Dauntless should enter the Island of tho
Lost at once. - ’

There had been twenty warders scattered amongst the
various work-room caverns; eight had escaped, five were
Inown to have been killed, leaving seven as yet unaccounted
for, who, if still living, must not be allowed to fall victims
to the taffled hate of the mutineers.

Telling off some of them, who joined him in the cave by
the gea, to remove the launci: from its precarious positien,
load it with the necessary chewicals, and prepare it for their
rerurn journey, e put himself at the héad ot twenty picked
men,

Bidding these latler don their helmeis, he was about to
give the order to march, when he chanced to glance towards
Jack Orde.

Though the boy’s eyes shone with the brave light of an
unconquerable spirit, he was deathly pale, and the hand
which rested on his sword-hilt trembled perceptibly.

Dick blamed himeelf for having forgottea the recent illness -
which had rendered his friend incapablo of bearing the
danger and cxcitement through which he had just passed.

Turning to his chum, he said:

“By the bye, Jack, you’d ketter stop in the cave. Seco
that the launch is properly ioaded, and as the storm scems
passing off, take her into the dagoon readr to star’ directly
T return.”

Jack looked in blank dismay at his chum.

“ But, Dick, I—"' ha bezan, when Dauntless turned with
pretended anger upon him.

“1 am in command here, Mr. Orde.
what T ovder.”

A look of dull resentment flashed for a moment into Jack
Orde’s heavy oyes, then his hand flew in salute to his fore-
head, and, with a heavy heart, he turned to okey his
superior’s orders

But a few minutes’ reflection seemed to-banish all feeling
of resentment against Dick, for he guessed the reason of the
order, and could but admit that he felt far from fit for
further exertion just then. .

Turning, he waved a farewell to .Dick Dauntless, who,
sword in hand, was leading his helmeted little troop into the
water. %

Once more Dick Dauatless threaded his wav through the
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beautiful land of vari-coloured coral, rich with sca anemoncs,
that lay beneath the waters dividing the two islands.

But the faiffylike scene did not appeal to Dick just then.

His thcughts were on the work _before him

He could not hide from himself that ths lives-of himself
and those with him hung on & thread.

With the small force at his command, he was akout to face
hundreds of desperate men.

About half-way between the i{wo islands Dick came to an
abrupt halt.

Something had whizzed past hir_head, and, striking a mass
of coral immediately behind him, had fallen to the ground.

Signing his men to halt, Dick picked up the missile.

It was a fattened bullet of a kind similar to those in the
cartridges he carried in his own bandolier,

A quick order, and his men scattered in all dircctions.

7 Advancing in skirmishing order, they searched cvery bBunch

of weeds, every overhanging branch ot ccral in the dirceticn
from whence the shot had come.

But without avail; and, deeming it likely that his unsecn
foe had fled directly he had fived, Dick resumed his advarce.

But the episvde gave him food for thought.

It was plain that at least cne of the mutineers possessed
a diving-helmet and 2 rific.

He would have been more uneasy still had he known that,
just as his men breasted the slope leading to ths entrance to
e Island of the Lost, a helmeted figure, bearing a rifle in
one hand, a heavy bar of iron in the other, had crept from
out a coral cave, the entrance to which had been cfficiently
scrcened by falling masses of scaweed.

Rising to his fect, the man looked with ¢ snecring smile
on his pale face after the departing forms.

Then, créeping from coral stem to coral stem. hidi
behind rocks, wriggling like some loathsome reptile throug
masses of scaweed, he made his way towards the Island ef
Rest.

Presently he reached the Cave by the Sca to find a small
party whom Dick had ordered to remain on guard there,
drawn up on the beach.

Stretened at full length upen the sand. the stranger
dragged himself, slowly and cautiously, to the furthcrmost
end of the cavern.

‘Taking advantage of every inequality in ti
Liad soon worked his way to.the wide tunnel wi
well-wooded, open ground above.

Men wers constantly passing to and fro, from the sca.
“A dozen timcs ere the outer air was reached, had the un-
known been in danger of discovery.

Yet fortune, and the fancied security from attack which
those on the Island of Rest felt, saved him frem discovery.

Within half an hoar of leaving the water, he rose to his
feet in a copse of tropical shrukbs.

Removing his hclmet, he allowed a low, mirthless, evil
laugh to escape his lips.

Creeping through the undergrowth, watching his oppor-
tunity and rushing unseen across the opea spaces he encoun-
tered on his way, the rebel rapidly approaching the draw-
bridge. .

From bencath a muass of flaming scarlet blossom, he pecred
at the gatekeeper, wio, his rifle resting in the erock cf his
arm, paced up and down before the gates, all unconscious cf
the slinking form which was watching him with bleed-
shot, murderous eyes.

Presently the rebel drew a cartridge from his bandolicr,
and, leaning cautiously forward, waited until the sentry was
almost within arm’s length, then flung the missile with all
his force at the drawbridge. )

As the metal case struck against the iron bridgze, the
sentry, alarmed by the sound, turned swiftly round.

It was his last move on earth.

Rising noiselessly to his fect, the rebel swung the heavy
bar in the air, and brought it down with erushing force upen
the sentry’s unprotected head

With a hollow moan, the man dropped lifeless to the
ground.

Sinking back into tle mass of trailing vines frem which
he had risen, the rebel looked cautiously aroand him.

‘here was no one in sight.

Nc mortal cye had witpessed the foul deed.

Again rising, he approached the drawbridge, und, thrust-
ing his face close to the grating. sent the w:ird cvy of o
sea-hawk hurtling through the air.

An evil-locking face was thrust from behind a vock along-
side the picr, and bared his jagged, discoloured teeth in a
snarling grin, as he saw the murdercer’s face looking at him
through the grating by the side of the drawbridge.

The next monient the man on the pier had disappeared.

Kecping his oves fixed anxiously upoa the path leading
from the valley to the drawbridge, the rcbel crouched
within- the shadow of the arch., - -
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But not for Jeng, A low whistle scon brought him swiftly
to his feet. " . =
Glancing acress the chasm, he saw the dark tunnel lcading
to the stone pier crammed with erouching, evil-faced figures.

The riext moment he nad worked the lever.

The drawbridze dropped gently to its resting-place “on
the opposite side, and a crowd of stalwart, ragged men,
each grasping a stout iron bar, or blacksmith’s hammer in
his hand, stole like stalking wolves over the bridge.

The Tanka King’s Escape.

Leb us return to the island on which we left the Octopus.

Glad to work, rest, and sleep in the ope. air ence more,
ihe boys, under Captain Flame’s dircctions, worked hard
cn the hull of their ocean home. the Octopus -

With one of the boys, armed with a rifle; on guard over.

Lim, the Tanka king strede moodily about, or, scated on a
vock or the trunk of o fallen tree, surveyed the busy party
with scowling hate-laden eyes. .

Cpatain Flame spent every moment he could spare from
the work on the car in his captive’s company.

At first the. chief maintained o sullen silence. But after a
time he yielded sufficiently to utter a few words, which, to his
delight; Captain Flame recognized as similar to the language
spoken by the Maoris of New Zealand.

Captain Flame was one of those born linguists to whom a
strange language presents little difficulty, and, ‘thanks to bis
vious kmowledge of the Maori tongue, was soon. able to
derstand whast his priscner said, and to make himself uuder-
stood in return. E 1w

But in vain he guestioned him about the strange land from.

whonce he came.

All he could get out of the chief was that it was taboo,””-

forbidden, ‘to speak of the land beneath the ea:th to any-
one outside his cwn race. ‘ . ) .
Nor was -the inventor more: successipl in discovering what

Lecame of the many prisoners who, 1 the course- of years,

must have fallen into the hands of these strange people.

Yet, from one or two remarks the Tanka let fall, he_

Lelieved that his friend Mr. Dauntless still lived, and was
not ill-treated. . <
Of the fishmen the chief spoke freely, but with the utmost

contemgt. - Evidently ~he- looked upon.them s, littlo. better:

than animals.

These strange beings, Captain Flame gathered, were slaves

of the larger race, who used them to tiil the fields beneath
the sea, to secure the ships which became entrapped in the
Y3rgasso, and to carry off those of the crew who were not
devoured at nightfall py the horrible monsters, of which the
adventurers had secen so many.

More than this the chief refused to disclose, relapsing
into sullen silence when the inventor pressed his questions
home.

The sixth day found the Ociopus ready to resume her
explorations, directly Dick Dauntless and Jack Orde returned.
Indeed, she could have started at once, for, amongst the
stores in the flooded stern of the Octopus had been discovered
sufficient chemicals, in air-tight metal cases, ta carry the
submarine car many thousands of miles.

Throughout the afternoon of the sixth day Captain Flame
repeatedly scanned the distan horizom, hoping to sco the

‘rays of the sun reflected on the highly-polished hull of the

launch. But he locked in vain.

Yet it was not urtil the sun had risen and set on the seventh
day, and Dick Dauntless had rot returned, that he began
to feel uneasy about him.

There was yet another cause for uneasiness. That morning
Captain Flame had mounted the hill, to obtain a wider view
of the ocexn lest the missing boys should have got out of
their course, and be approaching the island from another
direction, when he happened to glince in the direction of the
burning mountain.

Suddeniy his frame stiffened, and he remained for rearly
ten minutes with his glass glued to his eyes, as he surveyed
the bare cone of the -volcano, frem which clouds of flame-
tinted smoke were rising in a mighty column.

Moving amongst the scorched and blackened boulders which
dotted the summit of the cone, were a numker of dark specks.
T'igs would never have mountcd to so great a height, and
monkeys there were none on the island. Yet it scemed im-
possible for the objects to be men. What would men be
doing on that lLifcless cone?

Presently he saw the specks climb to the top of ihe craler,
then disappear zs though they had hurled themselves into
its flaming mouth. i

Replacing his binoculars in their case, he descended the
hill, ‘and reached the Qctopus, to find the boys in a state of
great exciternent. Their prisoner had escaped.
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“ Who was guarding him?” asked Captain Flame, his
white face growing black with anger.

‘“ Karl Munchen,” was the reply.

“Bring him to me!” ordered the inveuntor, in a voice of
shunder.

A minute later the culpric stood be

The German’s face was pale, but th
look on his face, which showed anything but contrition.

“How did you come to let your prisoner escape 7"’
demanded Cfaptain Flame. . . .

“I couldn’t help it. T did not take my eves off him more
than a second, and he was gone,” growled Munchen, his
shifty eyes wandering from the boys to-the Octopus, from the
Octopus to the sea, from the sea to the forest of palms behind
them. ] ‘

Every now and again his hand would steal half-way to his
breast, then sink swiftly back to his side.

- “ You have becn false to your trusi, and your punishment
shall fit your crime,” announced Caprain Flame. ¢ TFool,
had you forgotten that there are already many minor offences
recorded against you?”’

Karl Munchen turned pale, then his hand stole almost to
his breast once more, and something like a dawning smile
crossed his lips.

Captain Flame had turned partly away. but he caught the
expression on the culprit’s face. Wheeling swiftly round, he
seized Munchen’s shoulder in a grip that drew a ery of pain
from the boy’s lips.

“What price did the chief pay you for his liberty ?” he
demanded, in- such awful tones that the boys instinectively
shrunk back.

With a wail of terror Karl Munchen dropped on his
inees. .

“ Pay me!” he stammered.. “I swear——-""

~““No lies, boy!” thundered Captain Flame.

- With a single movement of -his right hand the enraged
captain tore openthe German’s coat, then, plunging his
hand into his breast-pocket, drew out the enormous uncut
diamond the Tanka king had worn above his forehead.

-A wild, despairing cry of terror burst from Munchen’s lips.
The dumbfounded boys watched the scene with blanched
faces.  All eyes were fixed upon Captain Flame. His face
was convulsed with rage. His eves seemed litérally to flash
with- livid fire: Shifting his grasp from the boy’s shoulder
to his thioat; he smatched a stout. iron crowbar frém-. the
ground. Fiercely he towered over the gasping boy.

The spectators held their breaths. Not a boy present but
deemed Munchen’s very moments numbered. Suddenly the
iron grip which circled the German’s throat relaxed, and the
boy fell half unconscious to the ground.

- Captain Flame looked down upon him with a glance full
of withering contempt.

“Bah! You are not worthy even of death!” he oried.

Then he added, as he pointed to the Octopus :

' *Go! VYouyr punishment shall commence in the engine-
_room, which you shall only leave to be transferred to the

5

e hin
was a sullen, defiant

living death of the Island of the Lost!”

: With a wailing cry of terror, Karl Munchen flung himself
at Captain Flame’s feet. The inventor spurned him aside
‘as though he was some unclean beast.

" “To arms, lads!” he cried, in his usnal clear, ringing
tones. “We may yet be in time to undo the harm yonder
traitor has done!”

As though awakened from . fearful dream, the boys rushed
to_the submarine motor-car, from which they soon emerged
each with a rifle in his hand, and hastily buckling on sword-
belt and- bandolier. )

The Fight on the Plain.

Scattered in extended order, the boys from the Octopus
followed Captain Flame towards the interior of the island.
But though they covered as wide a front as their slender
numbers would allow, Captain Flame had warned them not
to lose touch with each other.

The fugitive was unarmed, it is true, but his enormous
stature and great strength would render him a formidable
oppoment at close quarters.  Besides, would not his first
care be to provide himself with the fallen branch of a tree
with which to defend himself v

However, there was littlo need for them to wander far.
-Evidently the savage had never found it necessary to cover
up® his tracks, for he left a well-defined * spoor” behind
him, which the pursuers could not well miss.

' As they marched inland, a thoughtful frown gathered on
iCaptain Flame’s brow. The Tanka had wandered neithor to
xight nor left, but was making a bee-line for the volcano, as
one following a well-defined plan, with a certain goal ahead.
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He remembered also the moving specks, which might have
been. men, that he had scen moving about the cone-shapcd
summit of the volcano.

For half an hour the pursuit was maintained. Not oncs
had their quarry been sighted. Even when they reached the
edge of a large plain that divided the palms growing near
the sea from the thickly-timbered foot of the voleano, they
saw nothing of the huge form they sought. But for the
unmistakable track they were following, they might have
thought that the chief had concealed himself in the thick
undergrowth through which they had just passed, and was
laughing at them in his sleeve.

Half-way across the plain, Captain Flame beckoned il
Avery, who, in Dick Dauntless’ absence, was second in com- °
mand, to approach.

“Call the boys in, Avery. We will continue the advance
in close order!” he commanded. )

Saluting, Avery obeyed. .

It was well he did so: Barely had the little force formed
up in rear of their captain, with Will Avery on their i
flank, than all were startled by a loud, threatening shout,
that came from amidst the trees towards which they were
advancing. )

The next minute fifty enormous Tanlas, gay in their
strange shell armour, bearing enormous broad-bladed spea
in their hands, and large, gaily-emblazoned shields on the
arms, burst from the shelter of the wood. Ar thoir he
strode Captain I'lame’s late prisoner.

Moving with a precision which spoke of the excellent
discipline that obtained in their ranks, they advanced ar the
double towards the little party.

At the first sight of the foe Captain Flame had halted the
boys.

“Steady, lads! Remember, we have fircarms; they have
not!” he cried; adding, as his practised eyes judged the
distance between themselves and their foes: “ Kneel!”

As one, the boys knelt in the long grass.

““ At seven hundred yards!”

Steadily the boys adjusted their sights. o

vad

“Ready !
Each boy grasped his rifle, and eagerly awaited the noxt
order. ’
“Present ! -
ifle sprang to its owner’s.shoulder.

With what might easily have been taken for a single
report, the five rifles rang. out their message of death, and an
irrepressible cheer burst from the boys’ lips when they saw
five men stagger, and fall, from out the advancing ranks.

“Steady, lads!  Don’t throw a shot away ! Independont
firing ! ordered Captain Flame.

Well did the four boys repay the care and attention their
chief had g'ven to their shooting whenever an opportunity
offere:l.

Almost every bullet found its billet, until at last the
Tankas, who had shown signs of confusion when the fir:-
volley struck their ranks, came to a halt some three hundred
vards from the kneeling boys, and gazed, irresolutely, acvoss
the intervening space.

Captain Flame knelt by the little Chinaman’s side.

“ Hasten back to the Octopus as fast as your legz con
carry you, Mopsa. Tell Mr. MacIntyre to bring the car :5
our assistance without a moment’s delay,” he ordered.

Nodding his comprehension, Mopsa sank down in the lon:
grasp, and glided away so quietly that none except
master and Will Avery saw his going.

““Cease firing:! Retreat by half scctions! Do not fi -
un}esa the Tankas advance I’ was Captain Flame’s nex:
order.

Stepping into Mopsa’s place, he remained behind wirt
little Charlic Steele, who, though small, was not wanting in
pluck.

As soon as the foe saw that the Britishers were retreating
they prepared to follow. but, loading and firing as quicklv
as they could thrust cartridges into the breeches of their rifles,
Charlie and Captain Tlame greeted them with so deadly a
shower of bullets that they again halted.

Fifty vards in the rear of their comrades, Tom Allstraw
and Harry Monston halted, and knelt with rifles ready to
cover the retreat of their companions.

But there was no need to fire, for the Tankas were standing
irresolutely around their chicf.

Hope rose high in the boys’ hearts.

It scemed as though the foe would allow them to retreat
without atiempting to molest them.

Indeed, the savages had been taught a faiily severe losson.

Nearly half their number were stretched, dead or wounded,
on tho grass. .

At that moment a new factor appeared on the sccne.

s
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From the wood immediately behind the Tankas arcse the
loud, shrill notes of a trumpet.

iminediately a man stepped forth from the attackers’ ranks
and answered the call in a series of rapid notes, cvidently of
alarm.

Steadily our little party continued their rctreat.

Anxious glances were cast in the dircetion from whence
the first trumpet call had ccme. )

Nor was it long ere their worst fears were realised.

Covering the ground in long ‘louping strides, two strong
cclumns of shell-armoured warriors emerged from the wood.

Captain Flame glanced in the dircction from -whence he
hoped to sce the Octopus hastening on the scene.

Well might anxiety tear his heart.

The reinforcement that had reached the first body of their
fces could not have numbered less than five hundred stalwart,
well-drilled warriors,
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The castle clock was strik-
ing cleven as Dick Dauntless
was lowered by a rope tfrom
the battlements,

“*Goodbye, mylad!”’ wasthe
colonel’s Tarewell. ‘‘You’re
Dauntless by mname and
dauntless by nature, TFake
care of yourself!” (See p. 27.)

L

The Octopus Turns the Scale.

Rlankly the boys looked at cach other, then into Captain
Flame’s calm, cmotionless face, and were comforted.

No matter what the odds against them, they felt convinced
that the inventor would somehow or other extricate them
from the peril that menaced them.

Nor was their confidence misplaced.

As with 2 loud shout that sounded in the distance Iike some
majestic chant, and the beating of their :pear hcads on their
long shiclds, the Tankas greeted their king, Captain Flame
ordered the boys to retrcat et the double, towards where a
small, round hill would give them some slight advantagg
over their cnemies. .

Barely had they reached the hill than the Tarkas com-
menced their final advance.

It was a splendid sight that of those five hundred gaily-
accoutred warriors advancing in all the grandeur and panoply
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of war across the plain.
no confusion.

They advanced in double line, their spears lowered, the
plumes on their shell helmets nodding in unison.

In vain the boys plied their rifles with a rapidity trained
soldiers could not have beaten.

Tho foe fell fast.

But as each Tanka fell, the ranks clozed up, and the
advance continued unchecked.

All that dauntless Britons could do the galiant representa-
tives of the greatest race the world has ever scen did that day.

But from the first the fight was hopeless.

What could four Britishers, three of whom were but boys,
do against fivo hundred?

Nearer and ncarer came the long, unwavering line. And
now but a hundred yards intervencd between attackers and
attacked.

Encouraged by the calm, cool voice of their captain, the
Britons’ fire increased, until it seemed difficult to believe that
four rifles could pour such a shower of fead upon their foes.

Suddenly the king raised his spear, and thrust it forward
in the direction of the hill ‘

For the first time the Tankas broke silence.

A loud, hoarse, deep-chested roar burst from every lip, as
with their spears at the charge they charged headlong up
the hill. .

The little party gave thenfelves up for lost.

Yet not for a moment did their steady fire relax.

Suddenly every heart was quickened by a deep, loud,
formidable bellow, that they recognised and greeted with a
cheer.

It was the Octopus’s syren bellowing forth defiance to her
foes, deliverance to her friends.

Never before had the car’s hooter been pronounced musical.

But just then it was more welcome than the sweetest music
to tho hard-pressed little party.

Her long, steel tentacles beating down all that stood in
her path as her huge wheels urged her through their ranks,
the 6ctopus swept from one end of the long line to the other,
then turned to repeat her charge.

But thero was no necd.

Brave though they were, the Tankas could not face this
moving mass of hardened sicel.

Their triumphant shouts turned to yells of terror, and they
broke and fled back to the shelter of the woods at the foot
¢f the volcano from whieh they had emerged.

As with a last fearful blast of her syren, the Octopus came
to rest alongside the hill, the top of the conning-tower flew
back and Mopsa emerged. . .

Striking a heroic attitude, he pointed to the flecing Tankas,
crying :

‘ Aleno T did it!” .

Iic slapped his chest ‘with a force that rmade him cough,

1, Mopsa, the brave, the invincible, looked upon the foes
cf my fricnds, and behold their hearts arcéturned to milk
within their bosoms, and shrieking they fly!” he eried, in
* glorious tones.

-~ Again he slapped his chest, more gently this time.
“Who like Mopsa? Who so good, so noble, so great, so
brave, so—" )

His vauntings ceased. §

He cast one terrificd glance at a gigantic Tanke, who, re-
“covering from the shock of the Octopus’ charge, was rushing
ith upraised spear at the wildly gesticulating Chinaman.
Mops» saw him coming.

Saw his arm drawn back in the act of hurling his spear,
then he dived head foremost through the conning-tower.

But quick though he v tha spear flew quicker, and
cjaculations of horror ar from the boys as they saw the
keen weapon pass clean threugh the Chinaman’s voluminous
gariments, to clatter on to the roof of the car beyond him.

A wild, triumphant shout at the success of hiz shot burst
from the warrior’s throat.

Chanting a wild war-song, he disengaged a huge Ltatile-
axe from over his shoulder, and was rushing at the car when
a well-directed shot fromn Harry Monston siretched him life-
less on the plain.

Whilst the above was toking place, Captain Flame was
standing on the summit of tho nll. _

His arms were folded.

A dark frown hung like a thundercloud over his brow, as
ho gazed towards where, far amay on the extreme left of
vhere they had halted, o tiny speck was vunning hastily
~afler the fleeing Tankas. .

Suddenly he turned, and, beckoning to the boys, led the
way into the Octopus through the side door, at which Mr.
Maclntyre was standing to welcoms them.

“ Where is Munchen?” demanded Captain Flame, waving
eside, tho engincer’s congratulations.

“I.do not knaew.
“Pu® Grar LIBRARY.-No. 195.
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He did not come to me in the engine:
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r}c;om a}s you commanded, but plunged into the palms,” was
the reply. ’

Captain Flame led the way into the conning-tower.

“Yonder goes tho traitor! Ileeing to our cnemies for
protection!” he cried, pointing to the swiftly moving speck,
which_had occupied his attention when standing on the
mound. ““But he shall not escape me. I will recapture him
though five thousand and not five hundred, gigantic savages
barred my path!”

Mr. Maclntyre made no reply.

He saw that Captain Flame’s " black hour” was approa
ing, and knew that at such times the great inventor was b
left alone.

Silently he retraced his steps to the engine-room.

As he did so he had to pass through the general room,
where he found Mopsa trying vainly to persuade the boys
that he had not fled from the Tanka’s attack, but had fallen
accidentally through the door of the conning-tower..

The little Chinaman had escaped serious injury from the
Tanka’s spear, but the boys noticed that he scemed unwilling
to sit down for the next day or two.

——

When the Prisoners Broke Losse to Return to
the Islands,

Motioning his men to halt, Dick Dauntless peered anxiously
over the parapet of the walk cut in the face of the rock, along
which he and Jack Orde had been cscorted on their first visit
to the Island of Lost Hopes ~ L b

Then the bare plain had been dotted with the figures of the
unhappy prisoners.

Now not a soul was to be seen. .

An ominous silence brooded over the enormous cave.

What might this absence of lifs portend?

Possibly it was some decp, cunninaly-conceived trap to lure
the upholders of Captain Flame’s power into a fancied
security, which would induce them to advance into the lower
caves, where they might easily be taken unawarcs and
massacred to a man.

Dicl’s idea that the man who had shot at him had retreated
befare them seemed to point to this solution of the mystery.

Then he called the sergeant forward, and bade him lcad
the way to where the Red Terror was stabled.

Saluting, the man obeyved. s

Presently they entered a large cave, covidontly separated .
only by a thin wall of rock from th 1, for they could hear
tho waves beating fiercely on the outer walls.

In the centre of this cavern stosd the Red Terror.

As her name implied, she was made of a dull red metal,
and, save for her huge padded cls, and long, twining
tentacles, was as unlike the cyl: al Octopus  as  coulc
well be.

Whilst the latter could easily have been taken for a sub
marinc on wheels, the Red Terror resembled an cnormous
caravan, for she was built in two stories, and her enormous
square windows gave her the apnoarance of being made
cntirely of glass.

Dick Dauntless had no time to spare fsr a close examination
of Captain Flame’s second submarin> vehicle,

At any moment they might be attacked by men rendered
desperate by despair, and it was, above all things. nesessary
that he should render it impossible for the rebels to make use
of the Red Terror to leavg the islands.

Yet he hesitated to destroy the wonderful construction
entirely.

He believed that it would only bo a question of a few davs
before the mutineers would be compolied by starvation to
SUrre

render.
If ho could inflict sufficient dama
make some weeks’ work upon he:
ba moved, his object would be achieved.
Bidding his men remain whers tiucy were, Dick cntered
the Red Terror, and made his way to the engine-room.
Beforo the complicated mass of ¢ wery he paused.
His very soul revoltad against the destruction of the engines,
But there was no help for it
Selecting a heavy hammer f
he atta i i

ge upon the caravan to
sary before she could

2 toolbox closs at hand,
and cylinders, and did
essly ruinod.

-ht, Dick hastened from
i once mere at the head

st at the damage he had
the Red Terror, and, putting hix
of his men, Iod them from the cave. .

At the entrance, he paused and lssked back at the now .
crippled caravan.

Instinet warned him to return, and, with the dynamitc he
had brought for the purposs, utterly destroy the wenderful
construction, ) P

But he passed out of the cave, leaving the main body of
the Red Terror intact. . ’ )

t was well Dick Dauntless could not see into the futus
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Regeining the caged walk, they descended to the workshop
cavern. Here a fearful sight met their horrified gaze.

1 the centre of the cave lay six of the warders they sought,

a pile of dead in a circle around them, showing how dcarly
they had sold their lives.

Fven as the horrified warders gazed upon the dead bodies
of their murdered comrades, they whecled smartly round, and
o dozen rifles were pointed at a ragged swaying figure, who
ran hastily up the stairs leading to the lower caverns. )

“Don’t fire, mates! It is me, Jim Hayward !’ came In
hoarse, strained tenes from the wretched fugitive.

The man made no immediate reply to Dick’s anxicus ques-
tions, but commenced dragging him frantically to a branching
passagc that led to the drawbridge, crying: .

“Quick, the bridge is down, and the fiends have crossed it
to tho Island of Rest!” ’

Those with dear ones in the valley gazed at cach cther with
pale, blanched faces, too horrified for speech.

“Forward, lads, we may vet be in time to save the women
and children I” cried Dick, placing himself at theic head once
more, and leading the way along the passage.

With a low, intense roar of rage that boded ill to the
rehels when they should reach them, the warders followed
their young leader.

By Dick’s side, armed with a rifle Dauntless had thrust

into his hand, raced Jamecs Hayward.
In short, gasping, disjointed sentences he told a fearful
tale—how, on the first sound of the electric alarm bells,
vwhich told that the prisoners had risen, he tried to join the
warders, who had rallfed in the workshop. Fortunately for
him, he had becn unable to do so.

e had heard the news pass from mcuth to mouth that
the bridge was down, and the Island of Rest, with all its
stores and treasures, was at the rieters’ mercy.

Dick heard no more, for at that moment the bridge was
reached, and. with the grim silence of desperate men_ deter-
mined on vengeance, the little troop rushed across at it.

Probably deeming it improbable that danger could
menace them from the Islund of Lest Hopes, or, perhaps,
because none of the undisciplined rebels would le found
viiling to forgo the plunder and rapine that lay before
them, the scoundrelly band had left the bridge unguarded.

A shor* hour before the valley at Dick’s fect had presented
evfect picture of peace, sceurity, and tranquillity. Now
as changed.

The well-tended fields and gandens were wrecked and
trampled on. The village of warders’ houses that dotted the
sides of the vale was alrcady burning ficrcely, the lurid
flames playing on a dense crowd of rebels, whe, drunk with
the scnse of liberty ond revenge for fancied wrongs, were
dancing, more like maniacs than sane creaturcs, around the
bursing houses.

So enraged were the warders at the destruction of their
preperty, that it was with difficalty Dick Dauntless could
restrain them from hurling themselves headlong on their
foes, careless of the hopeless odds against which they would
have te contend.

Young though he was, he was a born leader of men. . His
quick eyes had already shown him how he might best serve
the absent inventor.

Far away in the distance arose the castellated building
which Captain Flame had erected, and in @hich he dwelt
when he stayed at the island.

This castle, Dick knew, had been built for just such an
emergency as the present

Tts thick walls of quarried stone would resist any force
unprovided with artillery. He knew, further, that it was
strongly garrisoned and well stocked with arms, ammunition,

~ and provisions.

He knew there were quickfiring guns lining its walls, and
wondered why the garrison had not alrcady opened fire oun
the rebels.

He scon discovered the reason. .

Over o level plain about halfway between the valley and
the castle hastened a large crowd of women, children, old
men, and invalids from the village and the cutlying houses,
all laden withe their most treasured houschold goods, and
hastening to seek the protection of the castle.

Tt was lest attention should be drawn to these fugitives
that the castle had withheld its five.

In & moment Dick Dauntiess had made up his mind how
to act.

Civing his men a few whispered orders, he led the way
to where a cactus hedge screened a road leading to the
plain across which the fleeing people were passing from the
view of the rioters.

As soon as the cactus hedge was reached the little party
broke into the double. ~

As they did so a fierce, hateladen yell arose from the
village. ‘At first they thought they were perceived, but,

o i
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peering through the hedge, Dick saw that the rebels werd
streaming across the country after the fugitives.

Dick’s troop had only just time to leave the road and fling
themselves across the pastures behind the fugitives ere the
rebels were upon them.

“Steady, men! We are few, they are many; every shot
mus: tell.]”” shouted Dick, as his men flung themsclves down
on the short grass.

Crash!

The well-cimed volley had struck the foremost rank of
the frenzied rebels, mowing them down like corn before the
scythe of the mower.

Then for a few minutes the roar of independent firing
buarst from the rifles of the gallant twenty.

At the same moment the quickfirers on the castle walls
took up the game, and cries of terror burst from the fleeing
women and children as shells flew shricking over their
heads.

But the gunners understood their work, The death-
dealing missiles fell amongst the rebels with deadly effect.

Mown down by the fire of Dick’s men, decimated by the
swiftly-falling shells, the rcbels halted; then, with noans’
of terror, turned and fled.

Ten minutes later Dick Dauntless led his little band into
the castle just as the last of the fugitives passed through
the gates in safety.

_They were but just in time, for as the heavy iron gates
clanged to btehind them night fell upon the scene.

“Well done, Mr. Dauntless! T have seen service in many
parts of the British Empire, but never have I seen men
hand!ed better than you have haundled your little party this
cvening |7

It was Colonel Hilliers, Captain Flame’s great friend and
the commander of the castle, who spoke.

Dick flushed bencath the gallant old veteran’s praise.

“T only did what anyone clse could have done, sir,”” ho
replied modestly—*“besides, it was partly my fault for not
having seeri that the gate was more strongly guarded.”

“ Nonsense, my lad!” cried the colonel. ““ You need not
blame yourself for that. How could you tell there was a
traitor amongst us?”’

“ Again I was to blame, sir,” insisted Dick; and he forth-
with told Colonel Hilliers how he had been fired at from
amongst the coral beneath the sea, and had taken it for
granted that his assailant had retreated to the Island of
the Lost Hopes, instead of which, he had cvidently mado
his way inland, and had overpewered the sentry at the gate.

But the gallant old colonel would not hear of Dick bearing
the blame.

“Come in!” he cried genially. *‘“We can do nothing
until morning, when our shells will soon drive those rats
back to the Island of Lost Hepes.”

As he spoke he moved from the courtyard, in which the
above conversation had taken place, towards his own
quarters.

“T must be going, sir,” Dick declared.

“ Going |7 ejaculated the colonel. ‘“What do you mean?
Youwd find a moonlight stroll on the island anything but
healthy just at present.”’
+“ Nevertheless I must try it, sir,” replied Dick, with a
smile. “Captain Flame is waiting for the chemicals for big .
engines; besides, do you not think he cught to be informed
as soon as possible of what has taken place here?”

Dick sighed as he spoke. Well he knew that Captain
Flame’s rcturn, and the conscquent abandonment of the
search for his friend, would sign his father’s death warrant..

“The hoy is mad !” muttered Colonel Hilliers.

“How on earth are you going to get to Flame?” he
demanded aloud.

“My chum, Jack Orde, is waiting for me in the launch
on the lagoon. If I delay much longer he may come ashore
to search for me, and fall into the hands of the rebels.”

In vain Colone! Hilliers used every argument to dissuade
Dick from what he locked upon as nothing more nor less
than deliberate suicide. He pointed out that the island was
swarming with rebels, who weculd be sure to discover amu
slay the boy before he had got a mile from the castle. ~

Buat Dick persisted, and was with difficulty persuaded to
stay at the castle long enough to partake of the refreshment
he ‘stood so much in need of.

The castle clock was siriking eleven as Dick Dauntless,
having taken leave of Colonel Hilliers, was lowered by
‘means of 2 rope from the castle wall.

“Good-bye, my lad! You're Dauntless by name and
dauntless by nature. Take carc of yourself. Tl never for-
give you if you get killed,” was the old colonel’s farewell,
as Dick dropped out of sight down the swaying rope.
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Next Week's Story.

. Tt is not until times of trovble come upon him that a fellow
is able to gauge accurately the truc worth of his friends, and
this is the themec chosen by popular Martin Clifford for

next Thursday’s grand complete St. Jim’s story, entitled

“WHEN A BOY’S DOWN.”

Figgins—Ilanky, rugged Figgins, captain of the New House,
) 3 and Dbitter
cxperienca. teaches him  as it has taught many another, that

and best of good fellows—has his ** bad time,”

it is only the truest of friends that can be relied upon

“WHEN A BOY'S DOWN.”

Another Grand, Long, Complete School Story.

I sheuld like to draw my readers’ attention, as connoisseurs
of good school stories, to the splendid complete scliool story
which will appear from the pen of the inimitable Frank
Richards in next Tuesday’s issue of our grand.little com-
The title of this fine
stﬁry, which deals with the further adventures of Harry

’

panion paper, ** The Magnet ” Library.

Wl

rton & Co., of Greyfriars School, is
“¥or the Honour of His Chum!”

and T stror
it. I will ¢

rantee that they thoroughly enjoy it.

Health Hints.
Danger of Checking Profusc Perspiration.

This natural fAuid of our bodies must have exit, or in a
Heat distends the mouth of the
promotes a larger and more rapid flow of the
If these
mouths are gradually closed no harm follows; hence the

few hours we sheuld die.
pores, and
fluid.  On the other hand, cold contracts them.

safety and wisdom of cooling-off slowly after any cxertion,

and the danger of cooling-off rapidly under the same

circumstances

Thus to avoid what is commonly called a “cold” it is
only necessary to avoid closing the pores of the skin either
-rapidly by checking poerspiration, or by waiting until ths

body is thoroughly chilled—that is,
entirely or nearly closed by inaction.

Encourage perspiration under proper conditions and with
proper precautions. Always keep the surface of the body
warm and clean, and you will have no difficulty in keeping
physically sound. ]

How to Avoid Catching Cold.

Nature gives you an alarm in the first chilling feeling.
Heed it at once, or pay the penalty.

Take a brisk walk or run, breathing deeply, and keep
the mouth shut. Take care of your throat and lungs by
protection from within by keeping the mouth closed when
ing from a warm to a less warm temperature—precau-
we often wrongly taken. It is much better to tus o
chest pretector round—if you wear one—and make a back
protector of it, thus protecting the chest awd lungs by the
necessary care of the spinal column.

I: is better to turn up one’s collar than to wear a

until the pores are

muffler,

and it is better to protect the back of the neck from
draughts of cold air, and thus protect the throat.
To et a Copy of *“ The Boys’ Friend 3d. Library.”’

To obtain a copy of “The -Boys’ Iviend” 3d.

Library, my chum, L. Myer, of Dartmouth Park Hill, shonld
eithes order it through his local newsagents, or send fourpence
- -in stamps to ** The Publishing Department The Amalgamated
23-29, Bouverie Street,” stating which number it is he

se all lovers of good school stories to read

Replies in Brief.
plaied Lol ML 10

Master_ C. Clements, Innes School, Ultenhage, South
Africa.—T was interested to reccive your letter, and will sce
if T cannot find room for a character on the lines you suggest
before long. You must remember, i

R% er, however, that I get dozens
of requests similar to yours daily, and from places in every
part of the Empire.

I cannot possibly grant them all, but
can only do my best to act in the best interests of the general
body of my readers.

V. H. Desar, Bombay.—Many thanks for your very
interesting letter. I can only assure vou that the Nabob of
Bhanipur is a_ very popular character in our companion
paper, ““The Magnet” Librarv, and he has been sorely
missed by a host of readers during his absence at the Durbar.
As regards the request contained in the latter part of your
letter, the reply printed above to Master (. Clements applics
similarly to yours. I shall be very glad to hear from you at
any time.
2ster Robert II. Cameron, Plymouth.—Thanks for your
Jetter. Tt is by no means improbable that the eve vou s
desire will come to pass before very long in © The M 1gnet
Library. AstoTue Gzyand “The Magnet * readers havine
a distinguishing badge, are not the members of the er
fellowship of my readers known already by that
popular of all badges—the copy of Tur GEY or
Magaet” that ther hold in their hands?

L. €. J., Bristol.—No; the serial called “The Alliance of
fThr:}c"’ was scarcely long cnéugh to be repriated in book

22N, . .

C. F. B. (“Faithful Reader”).—Your suggestions and
wishes are duly noted and added to my list.

E. Burrows, Leytonstene.—Thank you for your lettor.
By asking your nearest newsagent to reserve you a copy of
Tue Gy and “The Magnet ” Librarics every week, you will-
obtain them as soon as they are published. i

“The

Of Interest to All Readers.

I have
requoests: .

Master R. Lagrue, 20, Callow Strect, Fulham Read, Chelsca,
wishes to correspond with some boy or girl fellow-reador.

Master Thomas Taylor (age 16), of 69, Bowland Stroet,
Bradford, wouM like a Canadian girl reader to correspend
with him.

Masters F. D. Bryden, W. E. Osborne, and J. Ricntout
would ltke a boy chum to write to them at 10,-Hall Terrace,
Willington, Co. Durham.

Will a givl ““Gemite” please corvespond with Miss A. A.
Williams, of 40, Suffolk Strect, Birmingham.

Miss Daisy Thorley, 21, Somerlyton Rocad, Brixion, Lon-
don, S.W., wishes to correspond with a girl veader of
Tur GEyM-—age about 15 or 16—who lives in Auztralia.

Masters C. Willcox and W. F. Bun want a companion,
who dresses somewhat after the manner - of D’ Acey, agn
about 17 or 18, and living in the vicinity of Cambeorwell and
Kennington. Letters to be addressed to . Willcox,
71, Graces Road, Camberwell, S.%. X

Master D. Hart, 12, Castle Street, Nowport, Mon., wish:s
to correspond with some boy or girl reader of Tk EN.

Mas (. Biggs, of 55, Corn Street, Bristcl, would H

pleasure in publishing the following reade

o
somz “Gemite” i Canada or Australia to corrcspond w
him.

any New Zealand reader of THFE GrM exchange
picture-posicards with William Jackson, 18a, Upper Rath-
mines, Rathmines, Dublin, Ireland?

Master D. C. Swart, Box 137, Bloemfontein, S.A.,
like to correspond with a boy chum in Ausiralia,
Norway, Switzerland, or America. .

Miss Dorothy Davidson, of Market Square, Molteno, Scuih
Africa, would be very pleased if fome “ CGemite”’—-age 1%

or 15—would coriespond with her, :
’ i : ) . THE EDITOR.
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