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Figgins and Artaur Augustus reieased cne anotner as suddenly as it both had become red-hot. They
blinked at tne widow, who had come o.t of the little cottage, ann was looking at them over the gate, in
great distress. Arthur Augustus dabbed his nose with -his handkerchief, and Figging caressed his eye.
# g-g-good-afternoon! ” they : tammered. (An Amusing Iacident in the Magnificent Long, Complete School
Tale contained. in this Issue of “THE GEM *’ Library.)
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CHAPTER 1,
Petained!

“ ARCY 1
Arthur Augustus
D’ Avey

gave a start as
My, Lathom rapped out his name,

He was at bis desk, in - the
Fourth Form-room at St. Jim’s,
and lessons were in progress; but
the thoughtful shade on the brow
of Arthur Augustus was not in
”H‘ ]"il‘t (l“(' to a Iit‘('“ i“l(‘f("'\
in hig lessons,

ITis thoughts were far away.
My. Lathom, the master of the
Fourth, had addressed him twice,
without receiving a reply, and
then he rapped out 1’ Arey’s
in a tone tlhat made D'Axe

“

Yy jump.
Ya-a-s, sir "’ cjaculated
Arthur Augustus. “ Sowwy, sir!
Did you addwess me, siv!”

All the Fourth were staring at
Arthur  Augustus, wondering
what was the matter with him.
Blake and Herries and Digby, his
gpecial chams, had tried to attract
his attention in vain, The swell
of 8t Jim's was in a brown study.

“ 1 did address you, 1’Arcyi” : Rttt
gaid My, Lathom severely,
times

‘““Jowwy, sip!”?

“¥You are paying no attention to your lessons, D’Aroey.

- // | /I
! /',
i

-~ rustling up.

T have addressed you' three

] Y(.':” lm[\'n been seribbling on a paper undee your desk.”
g T g
Eoay l})in:{ that paper to me at oncel” said Mr. Lathom
sternly.

Arvthur Augustus hesitated,

¢ Oh, you fathead " murmured Jack Blake. Blako had nof
the least doubt that A¥thur Augustus had been making a
| caricature of the Iform-master, the juniors sometimes amusing

themselves that way in class when their master was not
i looking, And the blush in D’Arey’s aristooratic face seomed
i to confirm his suspicion. And Mr. Lathom evidently shared
the suspicion, for his manner was unusually gharp.

“ Do you hear me, D’Arey?”

¢ Ya-a-s, sir.”

PA

Arthur A-unustus began to thump the unhappy Albert vigorously, as the best
way of ¢.eaing his throat,
wicked, eruel boy!" ;
“You abandoned young ruffian!

shrieked a stentorian voice,

S

r/' o . ‘
I ’/fjf i

[ o tf

“Yow-ow-ow!"” “You
as Miss Queech came
How dare you ill-treat that
child !’ (See Chapter 11.)

Toump! ‘thump!

Bring me that paper at once!”

“ Ag g mattah of fact, sir,” said Arthur Augustus,
dignity, ““this is a pwivate maftah!”

‘“ What !”

There was o chucklo from the Iourth-Formers. M.
Lathom stared at D’Arcy over his glasses with a thunderous
ook, Ilo was a very good-tempered little man, as a rule.
But Arthur Augnstus’s veply was quite enough to ruffle the
serenest Form-master’s temper.

“Tt's quite pwivate, sir,” explained Acthur Augustus. 1
am sowwy I have w'itten it in lesson time, sir; but as a
mattah of fact I am anxious to eatch the post, and this lotier
is wathah difficult to w'ite.”

“ Bring mo that papor at once!"”

“Oh, vewy well, sir!” said Axthur. Augustusg, as M.
Lathom mado a clutch at the pointer on his desk. ** If you
insist, sir.”

Arthur Augustus came oub before the class with the paper

with
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in his hand. My, Lathom, with a thunderous brow, took it
from him, and looked at it. Then he stared Pplankly. The
paper was covered with writing, with words erossed out, a}nl
rewritten, and again rewritten, until it looked as if D’Axcy
had been trying to- discover exactly how man pencil-marks
he could possibly squeeze into the space. The few wn‘rda that
wero dist.inguial}l'nblo appeared to be written in French—
Tourth Form French. ; i

“ Cher garcon— jespere—sente—V ennenumy-—— Dear me!
said My, Lathom. ‘I suppose this is Jour idea of a joke,
D’Arvey? You must not play jokes in lc,-sson-(.|n_1’._‘. (o hack
to your place, and stay in an hour after lessons.

@ 0Oh,, weally, siv——-""

“ Do you hear?”

“ YVaas, wathah, sir,

“ (3o to your placo!” ; e

“ 1 should wcn,\ly like to explain that—

My, Lathom picked up the pointer.

“ Hold out your hand, 1’ Arcy !’

“Bg-a-bai Jove! What for, siri” ; :

“Ylold out your, hand at once!” “exclaimed  the Forim-
master, exasperated, ¢ 1 shall cane you severely if you argue
with me, D’Arey1”

“ Bai Jove!l”

Swish !

“ Wow !”?

“ Now go back to your place.
will put it in tho five.” egh
“If you please, sir——" began Arthur Augustus-in dismay,
That papah-—-"

Myr. Lathom, whose patience was exhausted, took 'thc
elegant junior by the ear and led him back to {.ns place, 'The
Tourth Form looked on, grinning.,  Arthur Augustus's face
was crimson with indignation, He dropped into his seat
again, and Mr, Lathom crossed to the five-place and dropped
the valuable paper into the five. ‘

“Oh cwumbs!”? murmured Arvthur Augustus. “ There’s
nothin’ to gwin at, you duffahs! T have heen faggin’ my
bwains like anythin’ ovab that lettah, 1—-" -

“Vou will stay in till six o’clock and write lines from
Virgil, D’Arey,” said Mr, Lathom severely, *“and if thero is
any more of this I shall cane you!” 2

“ Bai Jove!” : : ;

“And if yon utter aidiculous exclamations in the Form-
yoom, siv, I shall cane you, do you heart”’ exclaimed My,
FLathom, exasperated.

“ Bibai Jove—I—I mean, yaas, sir, cortainly !”

The lesson proceeded, Mr. Lathom frequently divecting a
etern glance towards Arthur Augustus D’Arvey. Heo was an
oasy-going master, but there were limits, Arthur Augustus
had reached the limit.

D’ Avey’s faco was expressive of dismay. When My, Lathom
seemed fully occupied again, ho whispered to Jack Blalke.

R T F «{cah boy, this is wotten! T'm detained now !”

“What did you expect, fathead?”

Y wefuse to be called a fathead. You do not compwehend.
"Fhat lettah was awfly important—-"

“ Bow-wow !

“ And—and now I'm détained, and I'm expeetin’ a lot of
parcels this aftahnoon,” whispered Arthur Augustus, “x
enppose you will look aftah them for me, Bleak, deah boy,
and see them taken to the study?”

“Pareels?”? murmured Blake,

“ Yaas, wathah—sevewal, And pewwaps somo
bhoundahg might waid them, you know.”

“Grub?? asked Blake, interested at last,

“ Yaas, there is gwub in some of them—"

My, Lathom looked round.

“ 1 think you are talling, D’Arvey. You will stay in till
half-past six.”

“Oh ewumbs

Further communication was impossible, Mr, Lathom was
uousaally sharp that afternoon. But Jaek Blake made his
chum a sign that he could rely on him. Certainly if Arthur
Auvgustus was expecting parcels of *‘ grub,” his loyal chums
would look after thent.  Blake was already anticipating a
feed of unusual magnitude in Study No. 0.

When lessons were over at last, the Fourth Form were dis-
missed, but the unfortunate Arthur Augustus had to remain
in his place. Jack Blake contrived to whisper to him as he
teft his deslk.

“ All serene, Gussy. We'll get the things into the study,
never fear.”?

“ Yaas, but—" :

But Blake was gone. The Fourth Form marched out, and
My, Lathom, with a very severe brow, set Arthur Angustus
his detention task. The swell of St. Jinf's resigned himself
to hia hard fate.

“You will remain heye till half-past six, and do your taslk,
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But pway allow me to explain—-"

As for this ridiculous paper,

i

f'r “1' RO
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I’ Arcy,” said Mr. Lathom. ‘“ At half-past six you will bring
it to me in my study.  Until then you will not leave the
Form-room. You understand i’

* Yaas, sir, but—"" -

“That will do, D’Arcy.”

Mr., Lathom rustled out of the Form-room, and closed the
doox behind him. Arthur Augustus gave a dismal groan.

““ What wotten Juck! What beastly wotten luek! I have
always wegarded Lathom as a harmless ass, but I wathah
think he is a beast, aftah all. If anythin’ happens fo those
parcels—bai Jove!”

Arthur Augustus settled down dismally to his task. Ten
winutes later the door of the KFovm-room was cautiously
opened about a foot, and Blake put his head in.

“ All ‘serene, Gussy!” he called out in a subdued voice.
“They’'ve come, and we're looking after them |

He closed the door hastily apd withdrew.,  And Arthur
Augustus, somewhat comforted, went on more contentedly
with his detention task. o

—

CHAPTER 2,
A Rift in the Loot,

g ALVES !”
H Tom Merry and Manners and Lowilier. the
Terriblo Three of the Shell, nuttered that exclama-
tion together.

Three Fourth-Formers were coming up the stairg simply
Jaden with packages. Jack Blake was in the lead, with a hox
under each arm, another box in either hand, and smaller
packages sticking out of his pockets.  Behind him camo
Herries and Digby, almost as Ilcnvily laden. And the threo
Shell fellows promptly barred the way, smiling, The chums
of the Fourth had to Kn!t.

“ Halves !’ repeated the Terrible Three, grinning.

“ Stand and deliver P’ said Monty Lowther,

“Your tommy or your giddy lives !’ said Manners,

“ Now, don’t play the giddy ox!? remonstrated Blalke.
“ We're loaded up, and I can’t lick you——""

“You couldn’t anyway, dear boy,” said Tom Merry chcer-
fully. * You're just in time for tea. We'rve stony, and the
cupboard is like Mrs. Hubbard’s—aquite bare, Thig is eorn
in Egypt. As the German Chancellor says when he’s out to
steal anything, ‘Necessity knows no law.,”  So stand and
deliver 1’

“ Look here—

“ Jam-tarts !”? said Tom, looking at the label on onc of'the
boxes, ““ And cream-puffs! Ham sandwiches ! Hurray !
Now, we’re willing to go halves——""

“You silly asses——'

“ New-laid eggs!”’ chirruped Monty TLowther, scanning
Herries’ consignments,  ““ Ripping ! 'l tell you what! You
carry these things into our study, and we'll let you comie to
tea,”’

“ They're Gussy’s!”? roared Blake  ““ He's ordered them
all from the village, and they’ve been delivered here for Lin.
He’s detained, and we're looking after them.” ;

“ Too much trouble for you kids,”” said Tom Moerry, “ We'll
look after them for you. Now, as the Kaiser said to Belgium,
are you going to let us rob you peacefully? Are you going
to be wicﬁ{ud enough to resist ?”’ ]

The Fourth-Formers glared. They were too heavily laden
to resist, The Shell fellows blocked the way, with smiling
faces, and Blake & Co. glared over their many parcels,

“ Hallo! What’s the row ?”’ asked Kangaroo of the Sheli,
coming along the passage with two or three more 8hell fellows,

“ Loot!” said Tom Merry. ““ We have surprised a convoy
of the enemy.” onr ol

“.Ha, ha, ha!”

“(Good egg! Up and at ’em, guards ™

“ You silly chumps———"" roared Blake.

“ 8-hugh !’ said Tom Merry soothingly.
to tea. Steady, the Buffs! Seize the loot !’

“ Rescue, Fourth I’ yelled Blake wrathfully.

The threo Fourth-Formers made a rush to get through. 1t
wasn't far from the landing to the door of Study No. 6. But
the Shell were on the warpath, and it was not easy to get
through, In a moment the Fourth-Formers were collarcd,
and tgey dropped their parcels and hit out manfully, There
was a yell as Hammond and Reilly and Kerruish and half
a dozen other Fourth-Formers poured out of their study to
the rescue.

Form rags were not uncommon in the junior quarters in
the School House at St. Jim’s, but this rag was really
terrific. ; :

In the tussle the pareels, boxes, and packages were kicked
right and left, and there was a smashing of egge and a
squashing of tarts, as the combatants staggered to and fro
among the damaged loot.
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oo Every Wednesday.

More Fourth-Formers came swarming out of their studies,
and the odds were soon heavily on the side of 8tudy No. 6.
The Shell fellows were driven back up the passage. Herries
dragged open a box, and clutched out the eggs it contained,
and opened fire on the enomy. Squash! squash! squash!

i aroooh ]n :

¢ Oh, crumbs! Grooogh!”

¢ Hurrah [

The Shell beat a rapid retreat., Eggs at close quarters were
too deadly, But two or three of the vanquished party
shatched up dropped parcels and fled with them. Blake &
Clo. were left viotorious, in possession of tho field, amid a
weneral wreckage of Arthur Augustus D'Arcy’s consignment,

“but greatly elated with their vietory. -The Shell fellows
otreated to Tom Merry’s study in the Shell passage, and
some of them scuttled off to the bath-rooms to wash off the
eggs.
Monty Lowther slamwmed a parcel down on the study table.
~Kangaroo landed another. Two prizes at least had fallen to
1he raiders.

“ Ok, my hat!” exclaimed Tom Merry, as he rubbed egg
from his face with his handkerchief. “Oh, crumbs! I've
got the yolk of an egg in my collar! Groo!”

“ Nover mind, we've got the loot!” said Lowther cheer-
fully. “ Just in time for tea, too! I wonder what's in this
parcel 7"

‘7 wonder what's in this one?’’ grinned Manners.

“ They seem pretty heavy,” grinned Kengaroo. Cake,
mosl': likely ; or, perhaps, tins of sardines, We'll jolly soon
geo !

‘. What-ho !””

Monty Lowther rapidly unpacked his loot,  Tnside the
brown-paper wrapping was a box. The box was opened, and,
to the amazement of the juniors, 1t was packed full of littlo
leather cases.

“ My only hat!” ejaculated
those !I"”

“ (Great Scott! What the deuce—-""

* What the thunder——"

Monty Lowther opened one of the cases. A sufety-razor
waa disclosed. The juniors started at it, dumfounded.

¢ A—p—a razor !"” gasped Tom Merry.

“ What the dickens did Gussy buy a razor for?” yelled
Manners.

“ (oodness knows.'

“ There’s a dozen of them !"" gasped Monty Lowther. ¢ ITe
recant to have a jolly good shave whilo he was about if, L
_should think.”

¢ Ha, ha, ha}l”

Manners opened the other parcel. The juniors scanned it
with amazement., They no longer expected to see any tuck,
and they were right, The box contained a supply of shaving-
s0ap.

“Well, my only Aunt Jemima Ann!’ said Harry Noble,
with a whistle.  “ This beats the giddy band! A dozen
safety-razors and about half a ton of shaving-soap!”

“MThe kid must be off his rocker!” said Tom Merry, in
wonder,

“Well, you must be a fathead to loot that stuff!" said
Kangaroo. *‘ Thanks! I won’t come to the feed. Safety-
razors are a bit too tough for me, and I'm not keen on
shaving-soap. Ta-ta!” A

« What the deuce does it mean?’’ said Manners, as the
grinﬁuing Cornstalle quitted the study. -~ “Is Gussy off his
vocker 7"’

¢ Must be,

Kangaroo. * We can’t ecat

.

T should think,” eaid Tom. * Wo may as well

i ,; i;,mkc this little lot 'Imck to Study No. 6. Wo can’t cat them.”

, “ Tooth-brushes, by the holy poker!”

arnl®l

@

“* “hrought back the loot.

i

‘“ Ha, ha ! g
. The Terrible Threo picked up the boxes and started for
Study No. 6. As they drew necar that cclebraved department
they heard the voices of Blake and Herries and Digby raised
in astonishment,
“ Woollen socks, by gum! Dozens of ’em !”
“ Pairs of deissors, by George!”
“Silk mufflers !’
“ (lough-drops |”’ T
~ Tho Terrible Three looked in,  Blake and fTerries and
“Dighy were gathered round the study table, surveying in
dstonishiment the weird assortment of articles they had turned
ont of the various packages. s
“ Pax !’ said Tom Merry, holding up his hand. “ We've
We're rather peckish, but we can’t
. cat safety-razors—-""
"¢ Spfoty-razors I said Blake faintly,
*Or shuving-soup.”
.« “ Shaving-soap !"’ stuttered Digby. : :
"' What's the ‘l)fttl(\ game?”’ demanded Tom Merry, ¢ Arc
< you ;foinp;,to open & shop in this study, or a general emporium,
o what ?’
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Blake passed a hand dazedly over his brow.

¥ don’t understand it,”” he said. * Unless Gussy's dotty, X
don’t know what it means. Of course, we thought the parcels
were for a feed—="'

“So did we!” grinned Lowther.

“ And—and we've opened them, to have the feed all ready
for Gussy when he gets off detention,” said Blake,  Some
of the things were for a feed, There were cggs and cakes,
and jam-tarts, and cream-puffs, and ham-sandwiches. “The
eggs are all smashed, and the other things have been trampled
on. And—and these parcels—look at what was in them{
What can it mean?”’ :

The Terrible Three shook their heads. They gave it up.

“ They must have cost a lot of money, too,” said Herries,
“Thoso safety-razors cost a guinea each, and there are a
dozen of them.”

“ Twelve guineas !”” gasped Blake,

« And theso silk mufflers. There are a dozen, and they can’g
have been less than ten bob cach.”

“ Has Gussy been robbing a bank

“ Tt beats me ! said Blake. “I—I'm afraid there's somes
thing wrong with Gussy. I've noticed for two or three days
he's been very secretive, and he’s been writing letters and
things. I suppose he was sending the orders for these things.
He's been awfully thoughtful, and several times I've seen him
smiling to himself, and he never explained what he was
grinning at. Then in the Form-room to-day——-""

“ Dotty I” said Herries,
French.”

“In French!” exclaimed Tom Merry.

“ Yeg; some rot. And Lathom made him show it np, and
ho said it was private—told Lathom it was private,”

“ My hat!” .

“ He got the pointer, and he's detained till half-past six,"™
said Blake. ‘' He's been so queer the last few days-—awfully
secretive—I'm—TI'm afraid there’s really something wrong,
He must have drawn money out of the bank to pay for all
these things, and what can he want them for?”

The juniors were all looking serious now. What Arthue
Augustus D'Arey-could want with safety-razors and shaving-
soap. and scissors, and woollen socks and®sillk mufflers, and
cough-drops, and dozens of tooth-brushes, passed their com-
prehiension.  The whole consignment could not have coat less
than twenty pounds—probably much more,  What was the
meaning of it?’

“ He's potty!” said Tom Merry, after a long pause.

Blake nodded.

“ He must be! It's extraordinary! I—I say, he must be
a little wrong in the head to do this, mustn't he?”

“1 should say so.”

“ Lunatics have to be humoured,” said Manners,
jump on him about it. Treat him gently.”

“YVo-p-08!” said Blake. “ I—I suppose so. Poor old Gussy !
He was always an ass, but I never thought he was off his
vocker before, Ie must be ill.  Peoplé get light-headed and
do things that are jolly queer when they've ill, you know,
May be a result of his influenza.”

““Put ’em out of sight, and perhaps he may have forgotten
all about it when he comes in,”’ said Tom Merry. “ Blessed
if T don’t feel quite alarmed abont him. If he's ill he must
bn treated gently.”

In a state of considerable anxiety and alarm, the chums
of the School House stacked away the extraordinary con-
signment of goods, and waited for the swell of St, Jim's to
Come 1.

“ e was scribbling something in

“Don't

e 3

CHAPTER 3.

The Madness of Arthur Augustus,
" Al Jove! There goes half-past!”

IB Arthur Augustus D’Arcy jumped up as if moved

by a spring as the half-hour chimed out. He

gathered up his task and hurried out of the Form-room, and
presented himself promptly in Mr. Lathom’s study,  He
found his Form-master quito restored to good-humour, and
was dismissed at once. Then, forgetting his usual elegant
saunter, which his chums alluded to as Gussy's Piceadilly
crawl, Arvthur Augustus fairly ran for his study.  Ie heard
a murmur of voices in Study No. 6 as he came up the passage,

It died away as his elegant form was framed in the door-
way. There were six juniors in the study—his study-mates
and the Terrible Three, All the half-dozen were looking do-
cidedly glum.

Arthur Augustus looked quickly round the study.

“ Have they come?” he asked.

¢ Have—have what:come?’ asked Blake haltingly,

“ You told me my parcels had come,”

“ Ye-e-g8, they've come.”

“ Where are they?”

Tue Geym LiBrary.~No. 366.

“THE SECRET OF THE TOWERL" *"¥oirsoiy'sich™s e Sribnsls



¢ THE BEST 3 LIBRARY o0& THE « BOYS' FRIEND” 3° LIBRARY. "5

* Ahem !

“I—I say, Gussy, are you rcady for tea?' asked Dighy.
& Jt's vather late for tea, you know. You must be hungry.”

““We've brought a tin of sardines as a_contribution to the
foed, Gussy!” said Monty Lowther, with an attempt at
humour, *‘ It's only a little one—a poor thing—but cur own,
you know.” p

“ Nevah mind tea now,” said Arthur Augustus briskly. ‘1
want to examine those parcels, and see if they are all wight.
What are you lookin’ at me like that for, Hewwies?”

“Wew-w-was 1 looking at you?” stammered Herries.

“Yaag!” Arthur Augustus jammed his. celebrated cye-
lass into his eye, and looked round in surprise at the glum-
aced juniors. ** What's the mattah, deah boys?”

“ Matter !” mwmured 'Tom Merry.

“ Yaas, wathah! What are you Jookin’ like a lot of boiled
owls for?”

“ Boiled owls!”

“Is anythin’ the mattah?” demanded D'Arcy, in growing

actonishment. *“ I twust nothin’ has happened? Ilave those
disgustin’ Pwussians been bhombardin’ any more scaside
wesorts?”’

*“ Nunno !

“T twust there is no bad news fwom the fwont

“ N'I]'llo !l'

“PThen what are you lookin’ lile boiled owls Tor? Where
are my parcels? Weally, deah boys——"

“J—I sdy, do you feel ill, Gussy?” asked Blake.

‘ Certainly not.”

“ You—you haven't got a queer feeling in the head, or any-
thing 7’ asked: Blake helplessly. .

“ Why should. T have a queeah feelin’ in the head, Blake?™

* Oh, only-—only—nothing——"

1 weally fail to compwehend you fellows. Tt weally looks
to me as if you are all off your wockahs!”

“That's a sign!” gasped Herries,

¢ What! What is a sign? Of what, Hewwies?”’

“ They always think other people are mad when they're
mad themselves!” whispered Herries,  *“It’s an infallible
Bign, »

“ What ave you whispewin' about, Hewwies?"”

¢ N-n-n-nothing !’

“Jt's my impwession,” said Arthur Augustus emphatically,
# ihat you have all gone dottay. I feel as if T had got into
8 Junatic asylumn.”

“ Calm yourself, old chap,” said IMerries.

¢ What!”

“Try to be calm!”

“ You uttah ass, I am perfectly calm!
be calm?” exclaimed Arvthur Augustus,
wockah, Hewwies?”

“No, you ass——" Then Ierries suddenly remembered
that lunatics should never be contradicted. ** Yes!” he ex-
elaimed hastily.

“ Bai Jove! Well, I'm glad to see you ownin’ up,” said
Axthur Augustus sarcastically, ‘I weally think you are all
off your wockahs!”

“Q-q-q-quite so!”’
lead.

“If you are twyin' to pull my leg, Blake, I have no time
for your wot. Pway hand out those parcels. I want to see
if the wazahs ave all wight !

Blake looked helplessly at his chums. It had been agreed
that ‘Arthur Augustus was to be humoured. 'The parcels
were handed out, and stacked on the table again. Arthur
Aungustus Jooked over them with a great deal of satisfaction.

“Thank you vewy much for nnpackin’ them for me, deah
hoys. Bai Jove! 'These safety-wazahs look all wight, don’t
they? They are much safah things to have about than the
ordinary wazahs, you know. Don’t you think so, Tom
Mewwy ("

“ Ye-es!"” stammered Tom.

“ You see, suppoge a bullet came by while you are shavin’
yourself-—-:="

“ What!”

. “Then you are much less likely to eut yoursell with a
safetx wazah,”

¢ A—g~a bullet !’ said Tom faintly.

¢ Yaas, wathah!”’

“ Good heavens!”

There was no further doubt on the point now. The mad-
ness of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was manifest. It was
barely possible that a fellow who was too young to shave
might have a dozen razors without being dotty; 1t was pos-
sible, though not likely. But to say that he had ordered
safety razors because they were safor to use when bullets
were flying—that did it!

“Bai Jove, these are wippin® scissors, too!”” said Arthur
Aungustus. *‘ First-wate for cutfin’ youy hair, you kiow,
when you're a hundwed miles fwom a barbah—what?”
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“Yes!” said Blake faintly. 1

“It's wathah a pity that there are mo safety scissors, tho
game as safety wazahs,” Arthur Augustus remarked.

“CWew-why 7 murmured Manners,

“ Weally, Mannahs, I should think you could sce why.
Suppose you are cuttin’ your hair with bullets flyin’ wound
yout”’

“ Bullets!” gasped Blake.

“ Yaas, or shells, you know.”

“ Oh dear!” said Blake

The juniors were horrified by this time. D’Arey’s coms
plaint was evidently insanity caused by excitement over the
war. D’Arcy was keenly interested in the«war—his clder
brother was with the Territorials fighting in France. e
always devoured the latest news with nvi(fity. Bvidently the
excitement had got on his brain at last.

“ And these mufflahs are vewy decent,” said Arthur
Augustus, “T was wathah doubtful whethah I should gei .
woollen mufflahs or silk mufitabs. I pwefer a silk mufiah
myself. They are wathah nobbay. It’'s howwid to think that
befoah vewy long these mufflahs may be stained with blood,
isn’t it .

“Gussy ! groaned Blake.

“ What's the mattah, deah boy?”?

¢ (Get those scissors away from him,”” whispered Ilerries

“ What did you say, Hewwies?”

# N-n-nothing 1"

“This is a wippin’ lot of tooth-bwushes, isw’t it said
Arthur Augustus. *“ It was wathah thoughtful of me to thinl
of tooth-bwushes, wasn’t it?"”’

“Ves,” gasped Blake. ““ Vev-very thoughtful, Gussy

“ And these socks are topping.”

“ Oh, t-t-topping !"

“ But where are the othah things?’ said Avilur Augustus,
looking round. ¢ There ghould be some eggs, and jam-tarts,
and cweam-puffs.”

“ Ahem! There’s been a little accident with those!”

“Qh, bai Jove! You are an awfully careless ass, Blake !
Howevah, I can ordah some more to-morrow. Where is the
hox of clagp-knives? Hasn't that come?”

“Ye-08; but——" Blake had left the box of clasp-knives
in the cupboard, :

« “Well, I want to see them, deah boy.”” Arthur Augustug
stepped to the eupboard. ** Ob, heah they ave!”

“1—1 say, let those knives alone !”

“ Wubbish I Arthur Augustus picked out one of the big
clasp-knives, and opened it, and the chums exchanged dis-
mayed glances. ‘‘Bai Jove, this is a wippah, isn't it? You
cou 8 e?;.?ily kill a Pwussian with this.,”

"

“It's wathah sharp too,”” said Arthur Augustus, “ How-
evah, I'H twy the blade on somethin’, Blake ——~ What are
you dodging away for, Blake 7

“ W.w-was I dodging ¥’ gasped Blake,

“Yaas, you were. Hewwies— " Bai Jove, what are yon
wunnin’ wound the table for, Hewwies?” exclaimed Arthur
Augustus, in astonishment,

“1 want a little exercise, that’'s all,”’ stuttered
Hervies.

“I begin to think you fellows are pottay. I want to twy
the blade of this knife, you know. Dig-——— Bai Jove, what's
the mattah with you, Dig ?’*

Digby had made a bound across the study.

“ N-n-nothing !’ panted Digby.

“TLook heah, if you fellows are wottin’, you may as well
chuck it I”? exclaimed Arthur Augustus, exasperated. ** I'nv
not goin’ to hurt you, you fatheads! I shouldn’t wondah if
some day this kmife dwips with goah—" S

“Ow!” J

“But I am only goin’ to twy the blade mow. Tom
Mewwy-—— You uttah ass, what are you boltin’ wound the
studay for 7’ shouted Arthur Augustus.

“Oh, my hat!” ’

“Pway don’t wot, deah boys! 'This is no time for wottin’
T want to twy the edge of this knife. Mannahs, don’t dodge
hehind the armechair like that, you duffah!”

“Keep off I shrieked Manners,

“ What !

:; But 1 am perfectly calin

' . - 1 | B

7 exclaimed D’Arcy. “ Do you
think my hand will twemble when T am usin’ the knife?
Wubbish ! Lowthah—-"

Monty Lowther dodged quickly.

Arthur Augustus stood in the middle of the study, with
that dangerous-looking knife in his hand, and stared at the
juniors, who were ag far as they could get from him, and
evidently prepared to dodge if he approached them.

“You uttah asses !’ shrieked Arthur Augustus. ¢ What ig
the mattah with you?”

“Oh dear!” -
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“ Put the knife down !’ groaned Blake.

“1 wefuse to put this knife down till T have twied the
blade! One of you fellows hold this stick while I twy the
blade on it, I suppose you don’t think I am goin’ to twy it

on you, do you?”’

Al S ¢ We——"". stuttered Blake.

Arthur Augustus sniffed, and, holding the stick in his left
hand, lashed at it with the knife in his right. Certainly the

blade was very sharp. Arthur Augustus looked satisfied.

“That’s all wight !” he exclaimed.

Jack Blake was tiptoeing behind him, with the intention
of snatching away the knife. Arthur Augustus turned, and
Blake jumped back in a great hurry. .

::}Nefllg[', Blpykc, this is no time to play twicks-—"

Whiz !

A cushion flew suddenly from Monty Lowther's hand, and
knocked the knife out of the fingers of the swell of St. Jim’s.

4t clanged on the floor,

"% Collar him,” yelled Lowther, “before he can gel at it

againl  Quick !”

“Bai Jove! What—— Yawooooh !"”

Six breathless juniors piled on Arthur Augustus, and in an
fnstant he was borne in a struggling heap to the floor.

R

CHAPTER 4.

Not Dangerous.

OT him !”* panted Tom Merry,
“ Hold his hands |’

& ““Sit on him !”

“ Thank goodness!”

- “Yon uttah asses?’ shrieked Axthur Augustus D’Arcy,
gtruggling madly in the grasp of the juniors, * You fwight-
ful wottabs! What arve you at? Leggo!”

The juniors were not likely to let go while shavp knives
wore lying about. They colfamd Arthur Augustus D'Arcy
most thoroughly. Five of them held him pinned to the floor,
and dragged his hands together, and Blake snatched one of
the silk mufflers and bound his wrists. ;

Then they released him. Arthur Augustus sat up on the
study carpet, panting for breath, and looking dishevelled
angd dreadfully excited, For some moments he simply
srluttered with wrath. Blake caught u‘)) the clasp-knife,
shoved it into the box, and planked the box into the cup-
board, and locked the cupboard.

“Safo now!” he gasped. s

“You--you uttah wottahs! I will give you a feahful
thwashin’ all wound for this!” shrieked Arthur Augustus.
¢ Untie my w'ists immediately !”

“Calm yourself-—-""

“1 wefuse to oalm myself ! You fwightful asses! What
do you mean by playin’ theso sillay twicks?”

4 Shyush, old chap " said Tom MYorry goothingly., ¢ It's all

right.' .

¢ All wight! What do you mean?”

“Wo—we'll look after you,” said Manners.
vou chaps, we'd better call the Housemaster,

0 seen to at once.”’

¢ Mannahs, you howlin’ ass—’
- “Don't get excited, old chap,” said Blake. “We'll gef a
doctor to see you as soon as we can. For goodness’ sake be
quiet,”

“I wefuse to gee a doctali!
you cwass ass

“Oh dear, this is a go!” gasped Digby. It simply gave
me the shivers while he had that knife in his hand.”

«__“Te might have hurt himself,”” said Blake. ¢ That’'s what
I was really nervous about. N-n-not for myself at all.”

“Will you welease my w'ists 7"’ yelled Arthur Augustus.

“ Presently, old chap —presently,” said Tom Merry.
“Don’t get excited. We've only doing this for your own
good, you know."”

Y OU—y OU~§OU - :

“Poor old Gussy!” said Digby, almost with tears in his
eyes. ‘“They always turn on their best friends, you know.
ffe would have been awfully sorry afterwards, when he
came to his senses, if----""

" “You uttah ass!” shrieked Arthur Augustus wildly.
“What are you talkin’ about? IHow dare you insinuate that
I am not in my senses ?"”’

“ N-n-nof, at all, old chn]') ! Of—of course youw're all right,”
snid Dig soothingly., ‘ We—we know you're quite sane, of
course. Only—only a little ill, that's aﬁ.‘

“If you do not weloaso me at once, you silly, japin’
duffahs, I shall lose the post I"” shouted Arthur Augustus.

. “Quite mad,” murmured Blake. “Isn’t it awful, poor
old Gussy coming to this? Thinking about the war too much
has done it."”

¢TI say,
He ought to

Why should I see a doctah,
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Arthur Augustus wrenched at his wrists, but the twisted
silk muffler held them tightly bound together. :

1 wepeat,” said Arthur Augustus, in a sulphurous voice,
“that I shall lose the post if you do not welease me. I do
not appwove of these idiotic japes. And all those things
have to be packed up and taken to the post-office before the
post goes.”

‘“What !” >

“They’ve got to be sent off this evenin’, you fatheads

“ S:s-sent off 7"’

“Vaas, wathah! The soonah they arve posted the soonah
they will get to the fwont. It takes about six or seven days
for them to go to the twenches, anyway.”

““Wha-a-a-at!”

A light dawned upon Tom Merry.

“ What did you order these things for, Gussy 7"’ he gasped.

“To sond to the soldiahs at the fwont, of course, you silly
ass ! I suppose you don't think I want safety wazahs
myself

“My hat!”

0h erumbs!”

“ You-—you—you ordered these things to send out to the
soldiers ?”” gurgled Blake.

“Of course I did! Kvewybody is sending things to the
boys at tho fwont. There was a lettah in the papah tho
othah day sayin’ that a chap couldn’t get his hair cut, and
askin’ for scissahs. An%l they want safety wazahs, too; they
are Blluch safor to use when the bullets are flyin’.”

4 i /

The chums of the School House looked at one another with
sickly expressions.

“Then—then you're not mad,
Herries involuntarily. d

Arthur Augustus gave him a ferocious look.

¢ Hewwies, you idiot——""

¢ You—you see, we—we thought you were mad-—"

“You insultin’ duffah——"

“Well, what wero wo to think ?” demanded Blake, greatly
relioved in his mind, but at the same time extremely
exasperated, “You never told us you were going to send
things to the troops, you silly fathead ! ;

“There was no weason to tell you youngstahs. It would
Took like bwaggin® if I jawed about it all ovah the place!”
snapped Arthur Augustus, “I've dwawn all my money oub
of the bank for this, and I didn’t want to go wound blowin’
my twumpet, you thumpin’' duffahs!”

“kYou ought to have told us, you shricking idiot!” hooted

Blake.
“T wefuso to bo called a shwieckin' idiot. Now will you
untie my hands, you cwass duffahs!” Dig obligingly untied
his chum’s hands, satisfied at last that he was not dangerous,
Arthur Augustus went on with increasing wrath and indigna-
tion: “ You sillay asses! So you thought I was off my
wockah. - You cheeky duffahs! "And you were all fwightened
out of your wits! Pooof !’

“ Weo weren't frightened "

“ Wats ! ;

“ We—we thought you might hurt yoursclf, that's all,”’ said
Lowther.

“ Wubbish !”

“ We—wa were alarmed about you,” said Tom Merry,

“ Bosh !

“ Look here—'

“Oh, pway don't talk, deah boys! You were as
fwightened as a set of bunnay wabbits, I wondahed what
was the mattah with you, You ought to have guessed that I
was gettin’ these things to send to tho fwont.”

“ How could we guess?’ howled Blake. * Why, there
were oggs and cream puffs and jam-tarts, and—and ham
sandwiches.”

“ Well, I suppose twoopahs like eggs and eweam puffs and
things, don’f they?” :

“Eht!” i

“ You were going to send new-laid eggs to thé front?”
shrieked Tom Merry. i

“¢ Yaas, wathah! Think what a tweat it would be for the
chaps in the twenches to have wippin’ English now-laid eggs
along with their washahs of bacon in the mornin’,”’

¢ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ And it stands to weason they would like some jam-tarts
too. But the eggs would have been a weal twoeat, if you
duffahs hadn’t smashed them. I have been in Fwance, and
1 know what wotten eggs they have there. You have
donived our bwave boys in the twenches of a weal tweat.”

“Oh, my hat!” pasped Blake, wiping away his tears.
¢ And what state do you think the eggs would be in by the
time they got to the twenches?”

“ Bai Jove, I nevah thought of that! Pewwaps they would
}mﬁ'o got bwoken in twansit,”” said Arthur Augustus thought-

ully.

17
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“ Porhaps '’ stuttered Tom Merry, - “ Yes, perhaps! It’s
barely possible.” .

“Oh, pway don’t cackle, deah boys! Help me to pack vp
these thivge, and we can take them down to the post-office
and catch the post. Kildare will give us a pass out of gates.
You have wasted enough time alweady with your wot! :

. Tom Merry looked round. 2 i

41t seems that Gussy isn’t mad, after all,”” he began,

5 Weally, Tom Mewwy—" -

£ Not madder than usual I”’ growled Blake, 5

aWeull . Blake——-" g

% But he made us think he wae, and he’s been keeping
geerets from his kind uncles, and he's alarmed ns—alarmed us
for A)i{)n, of course, 1 suggest that the silly idiot has a jolly

umping.”
‘o‘?Honr hear!”

“Weally you wottahs—yawoooh!—legga! Ow! Oooooh

Bump, bump, bump, bump ! 2 oo ;

“ Now we'll pack up the parcels,”” said Tom Merry affably,
ap Arthur Augustus D’Axcy sat and gasped for breath,

“You—yon uttah wottahs! I'll—I"Il—"

“ Shut up !’ roared Blake. Do you want to make us loge
the post when we're sending things to the chaps in fthe
trenches? I'm surprised at you!" L ;

¢ JI-I—undah the cires, I will ovahlook this, but——""

“(heese it! Make yourself useful, and don’t talk.”

And Arthur Augustus suppressed his feelings, and  the
Junioms set to work busily to pack up the various parcels, with
great oave, for despateh to Tommy Atking & Co. in the
trenchey, in Belgium. (
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CHAPTER 5.
1 " The New House Chips In.
1GGINS. came into his study in the New House with &
frown upon his brow. }i'is chums and study-mates,
Kerr and Wynn, gave him inquiring  looks. Tt was
unusual for the good-tempered, genial Figgins to be frowning.

Iatty Wynn, as it happened, was specially happy at thaf
moment, Upon the study-table reposed a huge pie, with,u
beautifully brown crust, Fatty Wynn had had a rvemittance
that day from his uncle at Llandudng, and he had expended
it at ]\v{!‘i Taggles' little shop, with his usual judgment.
Dame Taggles, under {he expert direction of Tatty, had
wmade thet pie, and it was a really tremendous pie, the biggest
ever seen in-the New: House at St. Jim’s,

Fatty was contemplating that pie with a kind of artistic
ecstasy, Ho was almost reluctant to start on it, so beautiful
did it look. He had remarked to Xerr that it seemed a
shame to cut that lovely crust.

“ Look at it, Figgy!” he murmured.

Figgins looked at the pie, and then he looked ai Tatly
Wynn, and then he sniffed.

“ Might have expected that!” he growled.

Fatty Wynn looked surprised.

1 don’t see how you could have expected it, I'iggy,” he
yemarked. “I didn't tell you Dame Taggles was making it
for me. I meant it to be a surprise to you.”

“1 don't mean that, fathead! I mean I might have ex-
pected to find you guzzling over a pie, ‘and not caring tup-
pence whether the School House rotters give us the kybosh,
and put the New Ilouse right in the shade!” said Figgins
bitterly.

“Oh, Figgy !"”

“Tuck in!” said Figgins sarcastically, and with increasing
bitternesgs. ** Don’t mind me! Don’t mind if our lHouse
takes o back seat! Let those School Ilouse wasters rope
in all the honour and glory. What does it matter so long as
you have your pie! I’oooof!”

Never bad the great Iiggins scemed in such a pessimistic
mood. Fatty Wynn blushed, and laid down the carving-knife,
But hig eyes lingered lovingly on the pie.

“1 say, Figgy, old man, it’s a ripping pie!” he pleaded.
Y told Dame Tagglet exactly how to make it, and what to
put in. And you know how she can make meat-pies. And
it weighs ten pounds, Figgy. IHeaps for all of us, and a bit
left cold to give us a enack before brekker to-morrow, 1 say,
you know-——"

“Well, pile in!"? said Figgins moodily. “ The New House
takes a back seat, anyway, and I'll chuck up trying to keep
our end up with those bounders over the way.”

““ Oh, really, Figgy—--""

“Oh, come off I broke in Kerr. “ What’s the matter with
you, you blessed bear? What are you going for old Fatty
for? Blessed if you've got any more manners than a Prus-
sian this evening, Figgy.”

“ Yes, what's the row?’ demanded Fatty, a littld in-
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ears up again, I'm ready to drop on ’em after aufpor. $

“ Yes, you’ll be ready to go on the war-path after supper !
snorted Kiggins, < / ¢

“ Well, there’s no hurry, is there? That's o topping pic.
You see,” went on Fatty Wynn, almost pathetically, *“ I've
been thinking about the fellows at the front, you know, and
how they sometimes go short of grub in the trenches, and it
made me feel awfully down; and then this pie came, and
bucked me up. It would be a great comfort to the chaps at
the front if they knew that we get ripping pies like this while
they’re keeping the Germans off, wouldn’t 1t?”

Figeins grinmed in spite of his pessimism, Fatty Wynn's
sympathy for the brave fellows at the front was certainly
But Figgy’s. grin lasted only a
moment. Then he was pessimistic again.

““ Quite a patriotic pie, you see!”” said Kerr, with a chuckle.

“ You'd better send a wire to the front, Fatty, and let.tho~

chaps in the trenches know that we’re doing all right in pies.
1t would buck them up no end.” :

“ You'll like it, Figgy!"” murmured Wynn,

“Rats!” said Figgins morosgely. “ Do you know whet
those School House bounders are doing? T've just spotted
them, while yow've been thinking about pies, Pies!” said
Figging, with crushing disdain. “ Pics! At a time like
this! Pies!” S

“ Well, T thought at first of a pudding,” said Wynn, ¢ But,
on second thoughts, considering how rippingly Mrg. Taggles
makes pies, I decided——"

“ Pooof !”

“ Look here, yow're an ill-tempered beast, Figgy,” said
Fatty Wynn warmly. * I tell you I'm ready to go on'the

What have they been doing ¥’ '

“ They're going down to the post-office simply loaded up-=
crammed—with parcels to send to the soldiers,”” said Figgine,
“Of course, we haven't got heaps of money like that fathead
D’Arey ! We can’t buy a dozen guinea safety-razors,”

My hat "

‘“ And dozens of woolly socks."

“ Well, you are a grousing beast,” said Kerr. “If they're
m]-n((ih’r:g things like that to the front, you ought to be jolly
slad.

“ Well, so T am,” gaid Figgins. * T’'m glad, as far as that
goes. But whero do we come in? What have we done for
the fellows ab the front? With Fatty thinking about pies all
the time, we haven’t done-anything, Of cowse, the School

. House wasters have thought of it, and they're getting all the

kudos. Old Carrington spotted them taking the parcels, and

~asked what it was, and made them a speech full of soft

sawder—said he was proud to have ’em in his House, and so
on. And we ”—Iigging snorted—‘* we can go and take a
back seat ! All we think about is pies!™ .

“ Well, I—T can’t send this pie to the frenches,” said Fefty
Wynn, “I—1 would, you know, I really would, but—hut
you can’t send pies.”

“ Like their blessed check to take the wind out of our saile
like this,” said Kerr. “ But we couldn’t keep our end up in
that line, Figgy. Gussy can get no end of money from his
pater, but we can’t afford it.”

“No; the New House can go and
head,” said Figgins gloomily,

“ Oh, rats! We can_ think of something,”” said Kerr wi-
casily. - We'rve not going to be put in the shade. But———>"

“I’ve thought of something,”” said Figging.  “T was going
to suggest it.  But as nobody in this study thinks of anything
but pies—-" :

“(Cheese it, you ass!” said Fatty Wynn.,  * Blessed if .4~
chap wouldn’t think it was a crime to eat a pie—and such o
ripping pie, too! Why, I’d send it to General ¥rench if
could. Il bet he doesn’t get any pies like this in Flanders.
The French people don’t know how to cook—not what I call
cook—only kickshaws and foreign muck !’

““ What’s the idea, Figgy?” asked Kerr. * (o it, old chap!
We know that we can depend on you to keep our end up
against the School House !” :

Kerr was a loyal chum, and an adept in the soft answer
that turneth away wrath. Figging’s grim countenance
relaxed a little.

“Well,” he said, *““if you'll listen to me, and if Fatty cam
take his eyes off that pie for a second—-" 4
“No harm in looking at it,”’ said Fatty Wynn,

starting on it, Pile in, and—and be quick !”’

“Well,” said Figgins, “I've found a widow——-"

““ A—a—a what?’ ejaculated Kerr.

“ Widow,” said F-iﬁgius—-“ a war widow,
heard that Lomax, the village carpenter, was one of the first
to go when war was declared. 'The poor chap was reported
killed in Flanders. His widow still lives in Rylcombe, and
she’s in pretty poor cires t”
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“But thoy bave an allowance,” said Kerr,

““Yes, 1 know that; but you don’t roll in wealth on an

allowance,” said Figgins, with a sniff, ‘“ With rent to pay,
and young kids to clothe and feed, and an invalid father to
keep, @ pound a week doesn’t go far. And after a time--
six months or something—it’s reduced to seven-and-six, or
ten bob, or something, according to the number of kids—
or will be, unless people get their backs up, and force those
blighted politicians to make it a pound a week permanent,
well, I've just found out about Mrs. Lomax.”
. Kerr and Wynn looked very puzzled. They were truly
sympathetic towsrds the poor woman whose husband had
fallen in the struggle against Prussian barbarism; but they
did not quite see what Figgins wanted them to do,

Figgins grunted.

“Well, those School House bounders can send off whole
cargoes of safety-razors, and be blowed to them!’ said
Figgins, “ We'ro going to cheer up a widow a bit—see?
That’'s where we come in, That chap Lomax was a very
decent, steady chap; he used to come here to do repairing
jobs and things, vou remember, Mrs. Lomax has got over
the first shock of if, but, of course, she’s still awfully down.
What people want when they’re feeling down is a little kindly
sympathy, you know. Well, that’s what we’re going to
shove in—see?  F'rinstance, suppose a chap dropped in in the
evening, and asked her to accept a really spanking pie, with
his kind regards—— y:

“Oh!” stuttered Fatty Wynn,

A really first-class pie, that cost a greedy bounder eight
or nine bob to make,” said Figgins, )

“Oh, Figgy!”

NEXT
\VEDNESDAY:

“THE SECRET OF THE TOWER!”

. went up the garden path to the door, Tom Merry & Co. remained in the dusky garden, The door was i
opened to Figgy's timid kKnock by a little chap with a curly head, and a siice of bread-and-jam in one chubby fist,
“Hullo, Albert ! ” said Figgins, ‘“Is your mater at home?”’ (See Chapter 6.) {

“Stands to reason sho would be cheered up a bit,” argued
I'iggins, ‘‘especially with three blessed kids, with Kkids"
appotites, who don’t generally live on the fut of the land,
That pie will come in useful, after all!”

Fatty Wynn's face was a study.

“0Of course, that’s only a beginning,
more cheerfully.  “ There’s other things,
could take the kids to the cinema—""

“Oh!” said Kerr,

“ We could wheel the widow’s invalid father out in a bath-
chair, now the weather’s getting a bit decent at last—""

‘“My hat!”

“Of course, if you want the School House chaps to do
everything that’s done, you can let ’em say that the New
House ain’t patriotie, and——""

“ Bow-wow " said . Kerr, “I'm on! What shall we pus
the pie in?”

“ I—I say stammered Fatty Wynn.

“Well?’ said Figgins, fixing a merciless glare on his fa$
chum, * Well?”

“IT—T—I—all right,” gasped Fatty Wynn. ¢ 1T suppose
youw're right, Figgy. I—I suppose we-—we couldn’t even cull
the pie if—if we're going to give it away?”

“Of courte we couldn’t,” said Figgins,

Ifatty Wynn suppressed a groan,

“ All right,” he said. “ Pack it up!
so—s0 that I sha’n’t see it. I—I'm game

[iggins chuckled.

* Pack it in a cricket-bag, you chaps, while T go and ask
Monteith for a pass out of gates,”” he said,

Figgins quitted the study, and Kerr proceeded to pack the
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enormous pie in-ua erickefbag, Fatty Wynn watching Kim
withm really extrordiniacy d-lpresn"on'yon ‘his face,. The fat
1"0m“t?1~Formcr said no word.  He was incapable of speech.
It scomed like an evil dream. ?ut. when his -pic had dis-
appeared from sight, he heaved a ¢ eey, deep sigh.

Figgins came back, looking cheerful.

¢ All serene!” he said,  “* Uve got the pass-out for three.
Monteitl’s quite a brick.  Come on!  What's the matter
with you, Iatty?”’ e

* N-n-nothing "’

“You look as if you were ill.”

“ Nunno! All right!”

“Then come on, and don’t look like a boiled owl!"”

Figgins & Co, started, Figgins carrying the bag with the
great pie in if.

Kerr was smiling ag they went across the quad, but Fut.lf'
Wynn’s face was clouded. = He was quite willing to part with
that pie for a patriotic purpose, but it gave him a dreadful
inw:l\rd wrench,  The spirit was willing, but the flesh was
wenlk, ?

But Figgins did not heed the anguish of his chum. He
whistled cheerily as he started down the Jane towards
Ryleombe, and Fatty Wynn did his best not to groan.

CHAPTER 6.
Figgins Says ‘‘ Rats] "
n Al Jove! Heah are those New House boundahs !
Tom Merry & Co. had just come out of the village
post-office. ~ Their multifarious parcels had been
duly registered, and they were feeling cheerful, and they
almost ran into tho three heroes of the New House in the
High Street.
“Hallo! What ard you kids doing out of school at this
time of night?”’ demanded Tom Merry severely.
‘ Yaas, wathah! I twust you are not bweakin bounds,
Figgins "
** What the deuce are you doing with a  cricket-bag??
exclaimed Monty Lowther.
Figgins grinned, and opened the bag.  The School House
party looked at the immense pie in great astonishment.
. %ni Jove I’ said Arthur Augustus, turning his eyeglass
upon Fatty Wynn’s treasure. “What a spankin’ pie!
V&hnro on ecarth are you takin’ it, Figgay?”’

“That pie’s too jolly good to be wasted on New House ;
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rotters !’ said Jack Blake. ‘I suggest collaring that pie!
‘“ Hear, hear!” ¥

““Yaas, wathah! Stand and delivah, Figgins!”

“Pax!” exclaimed Figgins.

“ Wats 1"

““ Sheer off, you silly asses! This pie is for a widow—tha
widow of a soldier,” said Figgins. “ We’re taking it to Mrs.
Lomax. - You fellows can come along if you like, and sce
how the New House does things!”

“Bai Jove! That’s quite wippin’ of you, Figgay ¥’ said
Arthur Augustus admiringly. 1 was not awah that the
wespected Mrs. Lomax was a widow !’

“Chap killed in IFlanders,” said Kerr.
local paper!”

““That’s fwightfully wuff on the poor soul!” said Arthur
Auﬁustus.. “It’s up to us to help her if we can!”’

 You just keep off the grass,”’ said Figgins, ~ *“ This is our
business. . You can come along if you like, but youw’ll kindly
remember that this is a New House wheeze, one of your
chipping in!”

** Weally, Figging—""

“Oh, ring off I said Figf;ius. ’

And the long-legged chief of the New House juniors strode
on.

. Tom Merry & Co. accompanied hint,  The whole party of
juniors turned out of the High Street into a little, dusky
streef that led down towards the river,

‘“Here’s the place,” said Kerr.

It was o little four-roomed house, with a little strip. of

rden in front.  Arrived at their destination; Figgins & Co.

esitated a little,

“ Pewwaps you had bettah leave it to me, deah boy,” said
Arthur Augustus. 1 will pwesent the pie with a gwaceful
little speech——"?

“ Bow-wow !” said Figgins.

“1 wefuse to answah that absurd wemark, Figgins!
see, it wequires a fellow of tact and judgment to do these
things. One has to be careful to show that there is no
suspish of chawity about it. It's enough to get anybody’s
back up to be tho wecipient of chawity. It must be made

uite plain that it is a fwiendly offewin’ fwom a sympa-

thisah I"*
“Oh, cheese it ! said Figgins. “They say charity covers
ftude of sins, but the beastly word males mo sick., * You

a mulf
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fellows ean stay here—can’t crowd the house out with a lot of
bounders "

“Weally, Figginsg—-" L

Figgins & Co. went up the garden path fo the door, Tom
Merry & Co. remained in the dusky garden. 'The door was
opened to Iiggy’s timid knock by a little chap of about
seven, with a curly head, and a slice of bread-and-jam in one
chubby fist. Figgins bestowed a friendly grin on the little
fellow.

“ Hallo, Albert!” he said,
Ahem 1

Figgins perceived that there was another visitor in the
humble home. The door opened upon a little passage, from
which another door opened on the sitting-room. The three
juniors could see mto the sitting-room, where a paraffin lamp
was burning.

An aged man, evidently a martyr to rheumatism, lay back
in an avmchair. -~ Two children were standing behind his
chair, with awed expressions on their faces. A eomewhal
worried-looking woman was talking to the visitor, who was
standing in the doorway of the sitting-room,

The visitor was a lady of uncertain yeavs, dvessed in black,
with iron-grey hair tightly pulled back under a hideous hat,
'The lady had a pointed nose, and a square, determined jaw.
Figgins recognised her. - It was Miss Quecch, a district
vigitor, whose activities in  the distriet had always been
vemarkable, but had been more enorgetio than ever since the
outbreak of the great war., Miss Queech was a managing lady.
She could manage unything.  She insisted upon managing
everything. 'There was hardly a humble home in Rylcombe
which Miss Queech did not manage moie or less,

Figging & Co. stood at the ounter door, not quite knowing
what to do.  Evidently they could not go on with their
business until Miss Queech had finished hers. Miss Queech
gave them a careless glance, and went on talking. She was
ovidently managing Mys. Lomax, and the poor woman did
not seem to be enjoying it.

“You are still receiving your full allowance, I unders
stand 7 Miss Queech was asking,

“ Yes, ma'amn !’

“ Now, I am going to speak quite plainly to you, Mrs.
Lomax,” said Miss Queech condescendingly, = 1 always
s]w\nlyc, quite plainly to the poor. "I find that it is the beftter
way.

Miss Queech’s voice was very strident and determined, and
was quite audible as far as the garden gato now that the front
door was open. Tom Merry & Co. looked at one another
very uncomfortably.

“ Yes, ma’am!” gaid the widow,

“

“Is your mater” at home?

“ Thank you, mum !’
What ave you doing with your allowance?”

* I—I—- Spending it, mum.”

“Spending it !’ exclaimed Miss Quacch, in a vising voice,
as if that was about the last erime she would have decmed
even one of the * poor” capable of, ** Spending it!”

“Yes, mum.”

“ But not all of it!” exclaimed Miss Queoeh, 2 horror,

“* Yes, mum.”

“ Now, my good woman,” said Miss Queech, in a patient
tone that made Figgins feel like hitting her—*‘ my good
woman, you must manage. That is the great fault of the
poor, that they can never manage. You are aware that, in
the course of time, you will not he receiving the full alloyy-
ance, Owing to the generosity—the great generosity—of, the
authorities, you receive the full allowance for a certain period
after your husband’s death——"""The poor widow winced,
but Miss Queech did not notice it.  *“ But after a certain
period your allowance will be reduced to seven shillings and

’

sixpence a week, with _certain allowances for each of your~

children in addition. Now, if you spend the full amount
every week now, how are you going to live when you have
only half as much?”

Miss Queech asked that question quite triumphantly She
felt that the widow was cornered now. Even one of the
“*poor,” with @1l their artful ways, conldn’t get out of that.

“I'm sure I don’t know,” said the widow, with tears
coming into her eyes. ‘‘ There is talk of an allowance of
pound a week for all widows, and perhaps the gentlemen in
authority will let us have it.”

‘ Nonsense 1"’ said Miss Queech. “ That is mere nonsense!
Nothing of the kind is probable. Why, it would cost an
immense sum—as much as the salaries of all the members of
Parliament put together, if not more. Don’t think anything
of the kind. Now, I am going to advise you.”

“ Thank you, mum ! faltered the widosw. :

‘ Not, at alls it is my duty to advise you. You must bhe
eceonomical, Mrs. Lomax, You must not indulge in the ex-
travagances to which the poor are so fatally prone. You
must not spend more than ten shillings a week. Do you see?”’

** But—but we cannot live on ten shillings a week, mum !”?

“OHUOKLES,"” im
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# Then what are you going to do when your allowance
i3 reduced to that amount?”’

* I’'m sure I don’t know, mum!”’

“ You—don't—know I’ said Miss Queech, in measured
tones * Bless any soul! Buf, it iz your duty to know, my
good woman. Fortunately, there are always deios to advise.
Now, I am going to give you some good advice.”

“ You're very kind, mum, but——""

“ What is in that saucepan?” asked Miss Queech.

¢ Mutton, mum.”

“ Mutton !’ said Miss Quecch, ¢ You are boiling mutton
al & time when mutton is so dear! I do not wish to pain
vou, my good woman, but I am shocked; I must say plainly
that 1 am shocked! You could make a very nourishing stew
with a beef bone; and you could buy a beef bone very
cheaply at the butcher’s. "Now, I hope that the next time I
visit you, my good woman, I shall not find mutton here.”

The widow did not reply; her lips were trembling.

Tigging’s blood was hoiling by this time. If Miss Queech

« _huwd been Mr. Queech, Figgins would certainly have delivered

one of hia famous upper-cuts before this. But upper-cuts
could not be bestowed upon Miss Queech, so Figgins had to
let his blood boil.

At that moment Miss Queech caught sight of little Albert.
The boy still had the half-devoured slice of bread-and-jam
in his little hand. Miss Quecch looked at it, and seemed
alimost overcome with horror.

“ Jam ! she said faintly. ~‘ Do my eyes deceive me, or
is it bread-and-jam that that child is eating?”

“ Voes, mum,” said the widow.

< This is past all bearing,” said Miss Queech.  “T1 am
shocked! I—T really hardly know what to say! In your
circumstances you buy jam—JAM—for your childven! My
good woman, I cannot call this mere thoughtlessness; it is
wickedness—downright  wickedness !

must speak to the vicar about this,
Jam!”
Figgins could contain himself no
longer.

Miss Queech jumped,

¢ What—what—did yon—what—"

“Rats!” howled Figgins “ How
dare you talk like that, you—you—-""
Wiggins choked. - “If you weren't a
woman, ma’am, I'd say something ! How
dare you come here and rag a poor
woman who's worth fifty of you—
what !

“Dear mo!” said Miss Queech faintly,
¢ Insolent young rascal! Rag! Bless
my soul! You—you are a St James's
fioy, I perceive! I shall report this in-
solence to your headmaster! Rag!
Bless my soul!”

And, without waiting to bestow any
wore good advice on the widow, Miss Queech flounced away.

“ Bai Jove!” murmared Arthur Augustus D'Arcy! ** Bai
Jove, Figgay, deah boy, you put that vewy nicely. 1 couldn’t
baye expressed that bettah myself, bai Jove!”

CHAPTER 7.
The Presentation Pie.
Fl(}(}INS came in, taking off his cap very respectfully.

\
N

Mrs. Lomax looked more worried than ever. Pro-
bably in her heart she fully agreed with Figgy's
estimate of her terrible visitor. But Miss Queech was so
formidable that she exercised a sort of mesmeric influence
over her vietims, as a serpent is said to do.
~L¢¢ Fxeuse my intruding, ma’am,” said Figgins, whose face
wis very red. ‘ We--we—""

(1 e

¢ Vou see——"" remarked Fatty Wynn,

The widow smiled faintly, The kind, honest faces of the
St Jim's juniors were a great change after Miss Queech,

¢ Pray come in, young gentlemen,’” she said.

“Thank you! We—we just looked in!” stammered
Figging, “I—1 hope granfer's rheumatismm  is  worse—1I
mwean, I hope it isn't worse——""

“ Bettah leave it to me, deuh boy,’
the front door.

F'iggins did not heed. There was a slight scuffle in the
garden, which seemed to hint that Arthur Augunstus was
being suppressed by his comrades,

“ And—and the kiddies, I hope they’ll all well,” went on
Tiggins,

* Quite well, thank you, Master Figgins.”

IA' breezy voicercame from the old gentleman in the arm.
chair.

1"

’ came a whisper from

NEXT
WEDNESDAY:

¥ i g

“THE GEM"”

RUNAWAY'S
RETURN!

The Grand, Extra-Long, Complete
Tale of TOM MERRY & CO. at
St. Jim’s, in

THE PENNY
POPULAR.

Nov on Sele_

One Penny, b

o

LIBRARY, °

“ It's as bad as ever, sit?”’ Wheeze! ¢ The rheumatism is
somethin’ crool. If a man could get out ’twouldn’t be
50 bad. Grooooh!”

“ You ought to be wheeled out in a bath-chair, sir,” said
Kerr.

Granfer grunted.

“ Where is the likes of me to get a bath-chair?” he de-
manded. * And who's to wheel it? I ask you that!”

“Be civil to the young gentlemen, granfer,” said the
widow. ‘ Master Figgins means kindly, ‘He isn’t like——"

She stopped.

“That's all right,” said Figgins. “T—I was thinking--
a—a friend of mine—ahem !—could lend granfer a bath-chaie
on a fine afternoon, and give him a little run, you know.
And—and I'd wheel it with pleasure!”

“ Deary me!” said the widow; and granfer simply gasped.

“ But-~but what we've come for now,” said Figgins, “is
—is to hand you—ahem !—we—we've brought you a little
present, ma’am, which we hope you'll accept with our kind
regards. Open that blessed bag, Kory!”

Kerr had the bag open in a twinkling.

The widow looked in astonishment at the tremendous
pie as it was planted on the table. The three children looked
at it, too, with wide eyes full of anticipation.

s Jt—it’s a jolly good pie,” said Figgins.

“ It's a ripper, ma’am,” said Fatty Wynn, ¢ We--we hope
youw'll like it, ma’am!”

“You are very kind,” said the widow— very kind in-
deed. I don’t know how to thank you. Things have been
vory hard since—"'" She choked a little. ‘‘ He used to
carn two pounds a week always, and—and we feel the
difference now, though I suppose we shall get used to it in
time. Thank you very kindly, young gentlemen e

“ Not at all!” said Figgins cheerily. ‘ And—and perhaps
vou'd let one of us come some half-
holiday and take young Albert to the
cinematograph.  Now we'll get  off,
ma’am. Good-night!"”

And Figgins & Co. hastily retreated.

The poor widow was left with tears
running down her cheeks. After Miss
Queech, the kindness of the schoolboys
almost overcame her.

Figgins was snorting as he went down
to the gate. The juniors took their way
back to St. Jim’s in silence.

; Arthur Augustus broke the silence ab
ast.
“1t's wobten!” he remarked.

“ What's rotten?’ asked Tom Merry.

“ The way that poor widow was bein’
wagged by that howwid old cat,” said
Arthur Augustus indignantly. “If she
had been a man, I should haye given
him—I mean, her-—that is to say, him,
a feahful thwashin’.  Why shouldn’t the poor kid have some
jam? We have plenty of jam, and our patahs haven’t been
killed in Flandahs. I'm quite suah that Miss Queech has as
much jam as she wants. 1 wegard her as a howwid old cat!”

“ And she’s going to complain to the Head about Figgy,"”
grinned Blake. :

“T don't carve,” growled Figgins, “I wish that poor
woman had given her a jaw. But they get under the thumb
of those cats, and they can't help themselves, Let her com«
plain to the Head, and be blowed "’

“1'm jolly glad we took that pie,” said Fatty Wynn, after
a long silence. ‘‘The family must have needed bucking ap
after Miss Queech.”

¢ Ha, ha, ha!”

Taggles the porter opened the gates for the juniors, looking
unusually amiable, He knew why they had been out after
locking-up, and for once he did not resent having to come onb
of his lodge to let them in.

“ (ood-night, you chaps!” said Niggins, as the juniors
parted in the quadrangle, and he playfully knocked off Arthue
Augustus’s handsome topper, and started for his own house.

¢« 'Bai Jove! You wottah, Figginsg——""

¢ Ha, ha, hal”

Arthur Augustus made acluteh at his topper, and breathed
wrath and vengeance as he picked it cut of a puddle.

‘l‘l‘ Gweat Scott ! Took at that! The awful wuffian! I—

Words failed Arthur Augustus, and he made a rush in
pursuit of Figgins & Co.

“ (Clome back, ass!” yelled Blake,

¢ Wats!” ¢

Figgins & Co. had nearly reached their house, when they
heard Arthur Augustus’s rapid footsteps in pursuit. They

locked back and chuckled,
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“Run for your lives I”” gasped Figgins.

“ Ha, ha, ha ! " -

The three juniors dodged into the New House, and fled for
their own quarters. But Arthur Augustus was not to be
escaped so easily, A minute later he came swooving up the
steps of the house, and bolted in. e

“You wottahs! You—— Oh!”

Cragh !

Axtlyir Augustus collided violently with a thin, eclderly
gentleman in a gown, and sent him staggering.

“ Grooogh! Oh! What—what!” gasped Mr. Ratcliff, the
Housemaster of the New ITouse. “ What—what——"

Arthur Augustus reeled back from the shock.

“B.bai Jove!” he gasped. ;

Bump!  Mr. Rateliff sat down violently, after trying in
vain te. keep his balance. Arthur Augustus made a wild
spring Hack into the quadrangle, hoping that Mr. Ratcliff
had not ricognised him,

“ Boy " shricked Mr. Ratcliff.

Arthur Augustus fled,

. ““Ob, you fathead I murmured Blake, as his chum bumped
into him in the dark quadrangle. ‘“ Oh, you frabjous ass,
youw've done it now !’

“Bai Jove! I—I didn’'t see Watty !”

“Let’s hope he didn’t see you,” chuckled Tom Merry.
¢ Hook it !

The juniors bolted for their house. They reached that
haven of refuge, and as soon as they were inside they assumed
a calm and serene manner, as if they were not in the least
hurry in the world, ?

* Hallo, you bounders! Got back ?’’ said Kangaroo of the
Shell, mecting them in the hall. * What's the matter with
your nose, Gussy 7"’

Arthur Augustus rubbed his nose ruefully, and dabbed it

with his handkerchief.

1 had the misfortune to bump into Mr, Wateliff,”” he said.
gk was pursuin’ that wottah Kigginsg, and Watty got in the
way.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“Tt is weally not a laughin’ mattah, deah boy, Watty went
down in a heap, and I feah he was hurt. Howevah, I did
not stop to inquiah. as I am pwetty certain that he did not
weeognise me, 1 should have stopped to apologise, of course,
only Mr. Watcliff’s tempah is so extwemely unweliable——-""

“ Shurrup ! whispered Kangaroo.

“Wats! You are perfectly well awah that Watty’s
tempah is unweliable,” :

Kangaroo was making extraordinary faces at the swell of St.
Jim’s, whose back was to the door. Arthur Augustus did not
understand till a rasping voice made him whirl round. Mr.
Rateliff had come in.

“ 8o it was you, 1’Arey !”

“Bai Jove! I—I-I—"

‘Y have just heard you say so to Noble!” thundered My.
Rateliff,

“Ahem! T was weally expwessin’ wegwet for the unfor-
tunate occuwwence, sir,”” said Arthur Augustus, ‘‘and
twust, sir, that you will not make use of a wemark ovahheard
by chance, sir, T twust—-""

Arvthur Augustus had no time to state further what he
trusted. Mr. Rateliff’s grasp fell on his shoulder, and he was
miarched into the School Housemaster’s study. When he
emerged he was rubbing his hands ruefully, and he confided
to Blake that in some things the School IHousemaster was
very nearly as big a beast as Ratty.

CHAPTER 8.
Carried Unanimously.

OM MERRY came along the passage on the followin
afternoon with his overcoat on over his football
clobber. It was a half-holiday, and a sunny after-

noon, and as the weather had been unspeakable until quite
lately, the juniors were looking forward to the football match
due that afternoon.

Tom Jooked into Study No. 6 in passing. Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy was seated at the study table, with a sheet of impot
paper before him, a pen in his hand, a worried frown on his
brow, and a smutige of ink on his aristocratic nose.

¢ Cher garcong,” he was murmuring absently.

“ Hallo }”’ saig the captain of the Shell. “ Forgotten the
footer match?”’

“ Pway don’t wowwy now, Tom Mewwy. I'm busay.”

“ Why, you ass,” exclaimed Tom Merry indignantly, “it’s
kick-off in a quarter of an hour, and you know how long 1t
takes you to change! Buck up!”’ : ‘

“ We're ready,” said Blake, coming along with Herries and
Digby and Manners and Lowther, ¢ Get a move on, Gussy !
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“Undah the cires, deah boy, you'll have to leave me out - -

this aftahnoon,” said Arthur Augustus. “ I simply must
w’ite this lettah. I had it all sk~tched ont yesterday, and
Lathom dwopped it into the fiah. It was all wasted, aftah I
had fagged my bwain on it like anythin’.”

“You're writing in- French!” exclaimed Tom
amazement.

“ Yaas, wathah.”

** Well, your French chum, whoever he is, can wait for the
next post. You're wanted. You ses, Talbot’s gone out this
afternoon. He’s taken Miss Maric to see her father in camp.
And young Hammond’s hurt his silly ankle, and Reilly has a

bad cold, and Dane and Glyn have gone off somewhere to- -
So we simply can’t spare you -

gether like a pair of duffers.
from the team.”

“Pm afwaid I must wequest you to excuse me,” said
Arthur Augustus firmly, “1 weally can't keep this chap
waitin’ any longah.”

“ Bow-wow ! said Blake.
C‘ome on!”

*“ Wats 1"

‘“ Gussy, old man, we can’t possibly beat the New House
without you !”” said Monty Lowther solemnly,

“1 pwesume not,”” said Arthur Augustus, with a
“ Howevah,
time. 1 weally cannot come.”

“We'll sce about that,” remarked Blake. “ Gentlemen, T
put it to the meeting—if that silly ass can’t wall down to the
footer, shall he be carried there?”

* Carried unanimously !”’ said Monty Lowther,

¢ Ha, ha, ha "

“You hear that, Gussy ?

“ Wats 17

The juniors wasted no more time in words,
ofb{\rthur Augustus D'Arcy, and whirled him away from the
table,

nod.

Get a move on!”

“ Welease me, you wottahs I’ yelled D'Avey. ¢ You don’t -

undahstand-—— Yawoooh !” .

The Bwell of St. Jim’s clutched at the table for support,
and dragged it over, and the precious letter went to the floor
along with the inkpot.,

“ Oh, you fwightful asses !
ovah again!” wailed Arthur Augustus,
onee !”’

“ All hands to the mill I’ said Blake.

“ Oh, you wottahs! Gwoooh!”

Now T shall have to w’ite it all

“You can’t keep us waiting §+

ou often say you can, so you can twy it this

‘“ Weleasé me at .

With six pairs of hands upon him Arthur Augustus was

whirled out of the study. On the shoulders of six sturdy

Merry, in -

They laid hold °

juniors, he was rushed down the passage, with his voice |

raised loudly in protest.

“ You uttah wottahs! Oh, cwumbs !
give you a feahful thwashin’, Tom Mewwy!
Blake, you beast—— Yawoooh !”

Welease me! T shall
Oh, deali!

In a struggling ecrowd the juniors plunged downstairs,

Arthur Augustus made a clutch at the banisters and held on, - ..

‘A1 together !’ panted Blake,

¢ Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ow! Bai Jove!” .

Arthur Augustus was jerked away from the banisters,
and the juniors rushed him downstairs. The rest of the
School House junior team were waiting below, and they

stared in amazement at the sight of Arthur Augustus’s flying

arms and legs. :

¢ What the thunder!” ejaculated Kangaroo.

“ Gussy thinks he isn’t going to play this afternoon !
gasped Blake. “ We think he is! 1 think we're right!
Lend a hand! Collar him gomewhere,
car! D've got this one!”

‘O Rar, ’ear!” chirruped Lowther.

“Oh, ewumbs! Yawoooh! You're hurtin’
howled Arthur Augustus.

“ You take his hair, Lumley !”’

“Yawoooh !”

“ Now, then, all together?’ g

Arthur Augustus was hushed bodily out of the School
House. The juniors bore him in triumph down to the foot-
ball-field. ]
plumped him down. :

“ Now change!” said Tom Merry sternly. *“ We'll come
back for you in five minutes, and if you're not changed, we'll
change you.”

* Oh, ewumbs !’

The: door was closed on Arthur Augustus. Outside, the

my yah 1'%

You take his other "

They carried him into the dressing-room, and ., -

Hchool House team joined Figgins & Co., who were all ready

for the match.

“ What's the little game?” asked Figgins.

“ My outside-left wants to be left outside,” explained Tom
Merry. ‘““We put it to the vote, and carried himm unani-

mously.”
“ CHUCKLES,” D),
o, A

Every Thursday. Every Friday. Eveory Satur
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¢ And if he doesn’t change, we'll chango his clothes, and
change his blessed features!” said R'-ko. broathing ‘ard
through his nose. ¢ Checky ass, to think of missing a House
match while he writes a silly lotter!”

The juniors waited five minutes Then Blake kicked tho
door of the dressing-room, and shouted:

“ Ready, fathead!”

There was no reply from within.

“ TNl give you one more minute ! howled Blake.

The minute elapsed, and there was no sign of Arthur
Augustus 1’Arcy coming forth. Tom Merry & Co. returneid
to the dressing-room in a body with grim looks. Tom threw
open thoe door.

“ Now, you slacking bounder—why—what—where—-~"

Tho juniors stared round the room. It was empty.
window was open.

“ Stole away !"”" gasped Blake.

Blake bounded through the window.  But. there was no
sign of Arthur Angustus D’Arcy outside. The swell of St.
Jime had evidently left the dressing-room five minutes ago
at least.

“ After him!” velled Blake. “ If we have to carry him
again, wo'll give him the frog’s march, by Jove! After him!”

Figgins & Co. chuckled as the School House team etarted
running for the School Iouse at top speed. The juniors
rushod into the School Iouse, and dashed up the stairs to
the Fourth IForm passage.

Blake wrenched at the door of Study No, 6. But the door
did not open. It was locked on the inside. ¥rom within
that famous study there came the sound of a chuckle.

“Twy again, deah boys.”

“Open this door!” roared Blake.

‘t Watg !

“ You've got to play!”

“ Wubbish !

“ We'll squash you!”

“Wot!”

Bang, bang, bang! The juniors thumped and kicked on
tho door in a state of great exasperation. As a rule, it was
a matber of no great importance if Arthur Augustus elected
to stand out of the junior team. But this afternoon there
wag no one available to replace him effectually. 8o the foot-
ballers wore wrathy. They expended their wrath upon the
study door. But it did not open.

“ Pway wun away, deah boys!"” said Arthur Augustus's
voicp from within, “I'm nwf'fy busay witin’ a lettah, and
how can I gwapple with Fwench verbs when you are makin’
that feahful wow! Wun away and play!”

Thump, thump, thump !

¢ Let us in, you frabjous fathead!” roared Tom Mervy,

“Oh, wats! I say, Tom Mewwy ydsd

¢ Yes, fathoad?”

¢ What is the subjunctive of ¢ battre’?”

¢ Wha-a-at?"”’

1 am wathah -weak in subjunctives, and I want this
Wwench chap to undahstand. What is the subjunctive of
¢ battre,’ third person singular?” : .

“ You—you jabberwock!” gasped Tom Merry. ‘' Ull give
you Sllhjll'{l(:ti\'cs‘. I'll give you third person singular! You
—you——-

Bang, bang! Thump!

< A Tittle less noise there!” - roarved Kildare's voice from
downstairs.  “Do you want me to come up there with a
cane?’

“ Ahem! No, thanks, Kildare,” said Blake meekly. And
tho assault on the door of Study No, 6 ceased as if by magic,
Blake hissed through the keyholo: -

¢ Are you coming, you frabjous dummy?”’

¢ Imposs, deah boy. Can you tell me the subjunctive

;o did not stay to tell Arthur Aungustus the subjunc
tivo. ¥a marched off, breathing hard through hLis nose. The
rest of tho footballers followed him.,

“ 1l put Levison in,” said Tom Merry, ““ and after the
yrateh wo'll rag that blithering idiot baldheaded !

Levison of tho Fourth was called, and he was glad enough
to play. Levison put up an unexpected good ‘game that
afternoon, too, and tho School House held their own, After
a gruelling match, the scores tied, and the rivals of St. Jim’s
retired from the field with a goal each. .

And aftor they had changed, Tom Mervy & Clo. came in to
seorArthur Augustus, They had some quite important things

. say to him, >

ANSWERS

“ My—my hat!”
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CHAPTER 9,
¢ By Gum! "

o Y hat, it’s still locked 1"
M Pluke made that remark in a sulphurous tone,
as Lo tried the door of Study No. 6.

“ (ussy ! called Tom Merry through the keyhole,

¢ Hallo, deah boy!”

“ Open the door.”

¢ 1 haven't finished yet, Tom Mewwy.”

“ Do vou know it's tea-time?” howled Blake.

« I'm awfaid T haven't time to think about tea now, Blake,
Vou can wun along and have tea with Tom Mewwy. Don't
bothah., I'm faggin’ my bwain like anythin’ ovah theso
blessed subjunctives, and they don't sound wight, somehow.”

“ We've got to get the door open,” said Blake. ** Hallo,
here comes Talbot ! - Talbot, old man, open-this door for us?”’

“he handsome - shell iellow stopped, with a surprised look
on his faco. Mo had just come in, and had his overcoal on.

“ What's the trouble?”’ he asked.

¢ Gussy's locked himself up in the study,’
Merrv.  * He’s boen taken with g fit for doing French
exereises, .and he's cut the footer-mmutch. We're going to
chop him to small pieces, and boil him in oil, and then bumy
him.” 5

Talbot langhed.

“The door's locked on the inside, Talbot,”
“ (lan you manage it?"’

Talbot coloured, and Blake looked a littlo uncomfortable
after he had spoken. Talbot of the Shell, who had been the
Toff before he came to 8t. Jim's, had a skill in dealing with
locks that was almost weird. It was agreed on all hands that
the fellows never made any. reference to the “shady " past
of the popular Shell fellow; but Jack DBlake had'spoken
without stopping to think.

“ Ahem, excuse me, Talbot, eld man!" murmured Blake.
s ho caught the Terrible Threo glaving at him, and realised
that ho had put his foot in it. * [—I didn’t mean—""

“No harm done,” said Talbot quictly, though his cheeks
had burned for a moment. The one-time ** cracksman,” now
a cheery, careless schoolboy, had not lost his old gkill, and w
locked door presented no difficulties to him. *“ I'can open it
quite casily.”

“ You ase, Blake!" murmured Tom Merry.

“1—I'm sorry!” - stammerved Blake, ‘ You-you sce,
Talbot, we want to get into the study to have tea, and thab
frabjous ass——"

“It's all right,” said Talbot,
knife.”

“ Oh, it doesn’t matter! We-—"

“ Rats! Give me your kunife,”

There was a click, and the study door was unlocked. 1 ow
Talbot did it tho juniors hardly knew., The Toff nodded to
them and passed on, leaving the study door unfastened.
Blako threw it open.

There was o yelp of astonishment from the swell of St
Jim’s as the juniors crowded into the study: D'Arvey was
gitting at tho table, which was almost covered with what
looked like French exercises, considerably smudgy, most of
them, He jumped to his feet at ouce.

“ Bai Jove! You boundahs, cleali out

“ Now, vou fathead !” said Blako grimly.

)

explained Tom

said Blake,

“Lend me your pockebs

1

“ Now, you ass!

Now, you duffer! Now, you burbling jabberwock!  Now
you're going through it!"
“1 wefuse to go thwough it! Yegeo!” yelled  Arthur

Angustus D'Aroy.

But the incensed footballers did not let go. They bumped
Arthur Augustus down on tho floor, and gathered round him,
debating his fate, It was agreed that he was to be ragged
baldheadod, but for the moment they could not think of any-
thing quite sovere enough for him, Something lingeving,
with boiling oil in it, was Monty Lowther’s suggestion,

“Get ont the gum, Dig,"” gaid Blake. “We'll gum him
all over, and stick his blessed I'rénch exercises over him
like flypapers.”

“(ood ege! Ha, ha, ha!”

“You uttah wottahs-——"

“ Buek up with that gum !’ ¥

“1 wefuge to be gummed!” shricked Arthur Aungustus
wildly, struggling”in the grasp of the footballers. I uttahly
wefuse! I will thwash you all wound! And if you darve to
touch my lettahs, I will—— Gwoooocogh ! -

“Tlere's the gum !’ said Dighy, handing a big bottle aut
of the cupboard, “ Crumple up the blessed exerciges—-""

“You uttah wascals —~—""

“Hold him!”

Arthur Augustus resisted manfully, But half a dozen
juniors held him fast, and Blake poured out the gum into a
saucer, and proceeded to dab it over Arthur Augustus’s face
and hair withwa largo brush. The expression of I'Arcy's

Tur Gem Lisrary.—No. 366. - -
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face during that operation was extraovdinary. Ile opened
his mouth to yell, but the gum-brush dabbed into it, and he
splattered um{ gurgled instead.

Meanwhile, Dig was ¢rumpling and tearing the precious
sheets' of impot paper upon which Arthur Augustus had
spent o valuable afternoon’s labour. As soon as plenty-of
gum had been ladled upon the swell of St. Jim’s, the frag-
ments of paper were plastered on him.

‘The aristocratic features of Arvthur Augustus disappeared
under tham. His carefully-parted hair was a-mass of gum
anid torn paper now,
~From the midst of the gum and paper fragments that hid
his face, came a gurgling voice :

“Ow, you wottahs? Wow, you beasts!

f“Ha, ha, ha 1
. “Looks a pretty picture, don't he?” said Blake, survey-
ing his handiwork with artistic satisfaction.
beauty is a joy for ever,” as Bhakespeare says-—-"

*“Ha, ha ! Keats, you ass!”

“Rats! I don’t care whether it was Shakespeare or
Keats ! Gussy is a thing of beauty now, and he will be a
joy till he gets that little lot off.” Jlow do you feel now,
Gussy 17

“Gwool

“ Are you sorry you cut the footer?”

“Wow

“Will you lock-fellows out of their own study again?'?

“Yow-wow-ow-w !’

“Blessed if 1 can understand him,"” said Blake.
be talking Japanese, or Polish, or something.
gum 77

“You uttah wottoh— k
_ ]“:J,‘lml’s the lot,” said Digby regretfully. * There's some
ink.

“Good! Iland over the ink!
on an occasion like this,”

‘“Ha, ha, ha '

“Welease me, you wottahs! You-you uttuh wascals! I
shall wefuso {o tweat you as a fwiend aftah this, Blake. T
wegard youn as a Pwussian, You-—you howwid bheasts; now
my lonely soldiah will have to wait till I wite it all out
GEEI. §

Blake paused, with the inkpot in his hand.

“Your what 7" he ejaculated.

My lonely soldiah, you ass !"* sputtered Arthur Augustus.
“you-you feahful beast! I have been gwapplin® with the
subjunctive all the aftahnoon, and now you have wasted the
wesult of all my labahs, and the lonely soldiah will have to
wait far his lettal. - You- you unpatwiotic beast !

“ Must be off hig rocker,” said Tom Merry, in wonder.

“You haven't been writing to a soldier in French 2™ said
Manners.  “What's the good of writing to a soldier in
¥rench 7’

“It’s a Pwench soldiah, you chump !”

“Eh? You don't know any French soldiers,”

“1 did not say that I did, you fwabjous ass!”

“Well,” roared Blake, “ are you writing to a soldier you
don't know 7’

“Yaas, wathah

“Oh, he's being funny!” said
“(‘ii‘v‘}: him t]m’ in%& bt : % x

ow-wow ! Keep that ink away, you
wottahg! T will oxplain—— Wow!” + FO NE

“Buck up, then!” growled Blake. “1'm

gotting tired of holding this inkpot. Now,

Chwoooh !

19y

e must
Any more

)

No good sparing expense

1

Tom.

what do you mean by babbling about a
lonely soldicr
“Gwooooh !
“ Explain, you fathecad !’
“1 wefuse to boe called a fathead—
“Oh, give him the ink |”
Splash !
“Yawoooh !

does this mean ¥’

“ A thing of

XT WEEK
i The Secret
o of ;
The Tower!

“Who-—what-what is that? Stop! Who iz it? What-

“My hat! It's Carvington, and he's spoited CGussy I
murmured Tom Merry.

“ Phew !” /

Blake peeped cautiously out of the doorway. M. Carrings
ton, the new master of the Schoel House, stood gazing at
Arthur Augustus, with a horrified expression on his counte-
nance. The swell of St. Jim’s presented an extraordinary
sight, and he was quite unrecognisable,

*Boy!” gasped the Ilousemaster.  What does this
mean? Tlow dare you go about the honse in that- that
dreadful state—that disgusting state ?”’

“Gwoooh ! I—J—-"

“If you please, sir,”” murmured Blake weckly, “it it
wasn’t D’ Arvey's fault, sir.”

* What !’

“ A-a bottle of gum got upset over him, sir, somchow,”

said Blake, * and—and those papers got stuck to him, somes |

how. He really didn’t mean 1it.” Ahem !

The Housemaster frowned

‘“So that is D’Arcy—that

‘“ Wow I”*

“(Go and clean yourself at once, D'Arcy.
revolting sight ! Not a word !
and then come to my study.”

And Mr., Carrington rustled away. Arthur Augusius shook
a gummy and inky fist at Blake, and rushed away to the
noatest bath-room, It was a good hour before he presented
himself in Mr. Carrington’s study, and then, in spite of soap
]ugnl hot water, there were still traces of ink and gwm ahout
1im, ’

that disgusting object 2™

You arc a-a
Go and get yourself cleaned,

CHAPTER 10.
A Very Charming Letter. .
TUDY No. 6 presented quite a festive appearance
when  Arthiny Augustus came back at last.  'The
Terrible Three and Talbot and Kangaroo were there
to tea, and Blake and Herries and Dig were doing the
honours. They were discussing the House match, and what
ought to have happened in that match and hadn’t; and also
discussing o really handsome spread. They all Jooked
nlanul)l_y at Arthur Augustus when he camo in with a grim
TOW.
e You're late for tea,” said Blake cheeyily: * Never minds
we've got a nice rasher warm<for you.”
“ Weally, Blake—-"? &
““ And we've .eft some of the cake,” said Tom Mairy.
“Weally, Tom Mewwy -+ .

“You needn’t apologise,”” said Monty Lowther airily.

“You played the giddy goat, and we put you throngh if,
and we're willing to let bygones be bygones.”

“THear, hear! ;

Arthur Augustus glared specchlessly at the cheery feu-
party. e had certainly not come there to apologise,

“

There's still somie tea in the pot,” said Herries.

** And there’s some jam,” sajd Dig.

“You uttah wottahs!” gasped  Arthor
Augustus, finding his voice at last, **T
wegard you-—""" .

“Oh, sit down, old chap, and have your
tea!” said Lowther. “1 repeat that you
needn’t apologise,” §

“Lowthah, you fathead g
.1 wefuse to be called a fathead !” said
Monty Lowther solemnly.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I came back heah,” said
Augustus, breathing hard through his ngse,

“ with the intention of administewin’ a feah-
ful thwashin® all wound—— *

Arthur Augustus rushed to ﬂn“ ('{0(:1‘. “Merey ! ejaculated Kangaroo.
m(‘:ly(i)llxlll( on 1” yelled Blake. “T ]n-?m 8 SOMe 3 Another Splendid I(;;\“'l\;x«-ion ::rloh';h((;]llllg(,: P(()\ll:"w(l;(\.\i:‘l"l:i,/’ urf(:ﬂ
D ] X3 JOW . g e 8120, YO
Arthur~Augustus did not hold on. He gé Long, Complete know. Fair play’s a jewel,”
darted out of the study doorway, and the ¥ Story of Tom “Cawwington has given me a hundwed
second splash from the inkpot just missed i M &C S lines——
him. However, it was not wasted, as Monty s,; erry 6z L-0. at St. “Then you've got off cheap,” said Blake.
Lowthoer caught it with his car, I here was Jim's. “You ought to have, been licked for shows
a yell from Lowther, et ing yourself to your I[Housemaster in such &
“Why, you idiot—"" ~— By— disgusting state,”

gasped Blake. “1Ta, ha—T

“Sorry ! 1
What did you get in the way

Mean sorry.
for 17
Monty Lowther dabbed furiously at his
inky ear with his handkerchief. Tho
laugbter in Study Ne. 6 suddenly died away
as a voice was heard in the passage.
Tnr Gen Lrsrary.—No. 366,
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Order in Advance.

“Wha-a-at !”

“T did the best T could for you,” said
Blake. ‘““But 1 must say that I felt ashamed
of letting Carrington sec a chap belonging
to my study in such a revolting state. It
will give him the impression that we are
#  not clean in this study,’”

PENNY.

Arthupe—s
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! The widow looked in astonishment at ithe tremendous pic as it wq
( i “JIU's aipping pie,
| like it,” (See Chapter 7.)

looked at it, too, with cyes full of anticipation.

1t was rather thick,” remarked Herries.

U Still, we'H ook over it,” said - Dighy magnanimously.
“I'm glad to see that yow're a bit cleaner now, Gussy, Don’t

try to excuse yourself——-""

“ I was not goin’ to twy to excuse myself " shricked Arthur
Aungustus, I wegard you——-">

Words failed Arthur Augustus. He dropped into his chair,
and sat down to tea with a morose brow. The crowded tea
* party all smiled benignantly. They passed Arthur Augustus
things, and showed him a lot of hittle polite attentions, and
the swell of St. Jim’s had to thaw, in spite of himself,

“We'll whack: out the lnes,” said Blake, in a burst of
generosity, ¢ Can’t say fairer than that, It will only come
to a dozen each then.”

Hear, hear!”

‘Vewy well.  Undah the cives, T will excuse you, and
*wvahlook your wotten conduct '2 said Arthur Augustus, ‘1
shall have no time for lines, as 1 have to w'ite my lettah,
My lonely soldiah will be feelin’ neglected if he docsn’t et
my lettah!”

Blake tapped his forehead, with a significant glance at the
other fellows,

“ Poor old Gussy ! murmured Kangaroo.

‘I am goin’ to explain,” said Arthur Augustus, with
dignity.  **If you boundahs spent a littlo loss time in playin’
twicks, and a little more in lookin’ aftah our bwave boys at
the fwont, I should wegard it as more patwiotic. It will be a
vewy gweat pleasuah to my Jonely soldiah when be gots my
lettah in the twenches !” g :

** What on earth is he talking about?’ asked Tom Merry,
with a puzzled look., X

“Tt was in the ‘ Evenin’ News,’ ”’

*“What was?”

*“ About the lonely soldiers, you know, You see, there are
some chaps at the fwont wha don’t get lettabs, and the
‘ Bvenin’ News’ hit on a wegular wippin® scheme, . They get
the names of the loncly soldiahs, and send them fo chaps

said D’ Avey,

/b
4

planted on the table, The three children
na‘am,” said Fatty Wynn, “We hope you'll

who have plentay of time to w'ite lettahs, you know; and
then you w’ite the lottahs, you seo, and cheeah them up{”

“ By Jove!”

“ But it’'s no good writing to Tommy Atkins in I'rench ™
howled Blake.  “'That’s what you were doing.”

“ Wats! Thereare lonely Fwench soldiers as well as lonely
Bwitish soldiahs,  The * Ilvenin’ News’ sends you which kind
you like.”

“You pays your money and you
remarked Lowther humorously,

‘‘There is nothin’ to pay, fathead. You see; it’s up to
fellows who know Fwench well to ask for the name of a lanely
Fwench soldiah.  That is backin® up the Ongtong Cordiale,
you know. There are lots of people in England who don't
know Fwench, and they can w'ite to Tommy Atkins.. So [
asked for the name of a Fwench soldier, and 1 am «’iting {o
him in Fwench—see?”

““ And why couldn’t you tell us all that long ago?” demanded
Tom Merry.

“If yeu had been sufficiently patwiotic, you would have
known all about it,” said Arvthur Augustus loftily, It was
in tho ‘Evenin’ News,” and anybody might have discovahed
it there. Pway cleah the table, deah boys, so that T ean got
on with my lettah. I had it neably finished, and you have
wasted it., My soldier is named Pierve Plon, and he is in
the hospital at Havre, wounded by a beastly Pwussian, It
will cheeah “him up no end when he gets my lettah in
Fwench !

“ What awipping wheeze I exclaimed Lowther. ¢ Nothing
Jike making a chap laugh when he’s down on his Inck |”

“I do not see any weason why he should laugh, exactly,
Lowthah.”

“Aren’t you going to write in French

** Yaas,”

“Then you can depend upon it he’ll laugh,” said Lowthor,
with convietion.

‘" Ha, ha, ba1

takes your choice '

Pt
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¢ Wubbishi My Fwench will be all wight, exceptin® that
T am not guite suah about puttin’ in the wight accents, and
X am wathah weak in the subjunctives.”

Arthur Angustus drew pen and paper towards him, and

~ started on his famous letter, the other fellows watching him

hY

with smiling interest. ~ They had no doubt that Pierre Plon
would laugh when he received a letter in Fourth-Form
]-'ro:lllch. He was bound to if he had any sense of humour
at all.

“f Cher gaccon——"" began Arthur Augustus,
““ Iy that tho right way to begin?” asked Blake.
“ Certainly. - It means ‘deah boy.’ ‘Jessperr que vous

alley vous guerir de votre——'  What is the Fwench for
wound, deah boys?"’ . o
“Hold on! What does *jessperr’ mean?”’ ejaculated

Talbot,

“That means ‘T hope,” " said D’Arey.

“Ha4, ba, ha!l"

¢ Weally, you fellows—-""

“ Better apell it j-espere !’ grinned Kangavoo.

“ Are you sure tflut is wight?”’

‘“Ha, hat ' Quite.”

“Vowy well, 1 don’t claim to be vewy stwong in Fwench
spellin’. Y wegard the whole system of Kwenoh orthogwaphy
as wathah widiculons. What is Fwench for wound?”’

“ Blessyer,” eaid Dighy.

“Wouli_v, Dig, this 18 no time for widiculous ejacalations!”

“Fathead, 1 was telling you what to say!” howled Dig,
who was a great Irench scholar, and very keen on that
language. .

“Wubbish!  What’s the good of sayin® ‘Bless you’ to a
Trenchman?  He wouldn’t undahstand 1™

“ Blessyeor ! voared Dig. ““ That's French for wound.”

“Bai Jove! Isit® What an extwaordinawy expwession !
But the whole language is vewy extwaordinawy-—not at all
like plain English. How do you spell it?”

¢ Blessure ! said Talbot, laughing.

“Thank you, deah boy. We are gettin® on nicely.
€ Jespere quo vous allez—' "
"Z?ussl” said Dig.  ““It’s the sccond person plural I”

¢ Pespere que vous allez vous guerir de votre blessure,’
said D’Avey.  “ That means, ‘T hope that you go to cure
yourself of your wound.” It's a vewy widiculous way of
puttin’ i, but Fwench is liko that. It is wathalk odd that
tho (‘haw undahstand what it means themselves, but 1 have
heard Fwench people babblin’ away in it just as if it was a
weal language,  Now, I had wathah a good sentence to
follow that—yaas! ‘Le jowrnal de soir “ Kvening Nows™
'a envoye votre nom, et je m’empresse de vous ecrire o

 But avhat—""

“That means that the ‘Kvening News’ has sent me his
name, you know, and I impress myself to write to him,”
explatned Avthur Augustus.  *‘That is their way of puttin’
it——in the pwopah style of the I'wench idiots, you know !”

“Tho French what? @)ll, idiom! Good! Pile on!” said
Blake,

*Uhe next is wathah difficult,” said Arthur Augustus, 1T
am not sual that it is quite wight, because I have a feclin®
that I ought to put in the subjunctive somewhah. Howevah,
o chap can only do his best. — “Je suis un ccolier Anglais’
That means Um an English schoolboy,”

(o hon!”

“EEt jo pense toujours des brave Allies en Ilandre qui
vont se battre avee les Bosches,” That means, U'm ahvays
thinkin” of the brave Allies in Flandahs who go to fight them-
selves with the Germans—that’s the Fwench idiom !”

“Hear, hear!”

“1 woudw’t swoeah—"" began Arthur Angustus,

“ Not in this study ! said Blake severely.  “1'm surprised
ab you!"” )

“You uttah ass! T mean, T wouldn't sweah that that is
expwessed guito cowwectly, but I have no doubt Plong will
undahstand it all wight.” :

“Next lap?” said Lowther,

¢ Jo voodray bang——""

““Wha-a-at!"

¢ Jo voodray bang quie-—-

“ What's that about a banker?”

"

LEL)

exclaimed Tom Merry, in

surprise.
o FERES §
“ Nothin’ about a bankah, you ags! It means, T wish vewy
much—-"

“CJ0 voudral bien!” ' chuckled Talbot.

“Well, I told you I wasn’t vewy stroug on this beastly
Fwench spellin’t  “Je voudrai bien que j'etais deja homme
pour alley combattre les Bosohes!” "

“That's I'renoh?”’ asked Lowther. !

“ Yaas, wathah—pwetty good Kwench, too! It means, T
wish I was already gwown-up, so that I could go and have a
smgok at the Germans!”

“ Bravo !
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always put the cart befoah the horse in Fwench, you know—
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“That means something, too, 1 suppose?” asked Lowther,
with an air of friendly interest.

“Weally, Lowthah, you ought to know enough Fwench to
know that that means that I'm askin® him to w'ite to me and
say how he's gefttin’ on{” .

“That will cneer him up no end,” said Lowther, with a
nod. ‘Cut away!”

‘““ Jowray grande plaisiv—-"

“Which?”

‘¢ Jaurai,” you mean!”’ howled Dig.

“It's much the same, deah boy. 1 dare say there aro lots
of Fwench people who can’t epell that awful language vewy
well. “J'aurai grande plaisir de vous ecouter——'"’

“ What in the name of Ollendorff does that mean{”

¢ 1t means I shall have gweat pleasuah to heah fwom him.”

“Ha, ha, ha’

““ What are you cacklin® at, deah hoys?"’

“Ahem! 1 don't think they put it quite like that!”
grinned Talbot.

‘It might cause his wound to open, or something, if he has
a fit in the hospital,” remarked Lowther. “ I shouldn’t put
it quite like that. Might be dangerous!”

»

‘“Ha, bha, ha !’
X ¢ V.chlly.’_ Lowthah, T think that will do vewy well
Ferivez #'il vous plait,’"” went on Arthur = Augustus,

“£8Si vous avez besoin de quelquechose, dites #'il vous plait,’
and—I mean, ¢ et—et jo vous envoyoerai——:~ "

‘Ha, ha, ha!” !

“ There is nothin’ whatevah to cacklo at. “Jo  vous
envoyeral ce que vous desirez.” You see, that means if he
has need of anything, he's to write and tell me, and T'll sond
it along 1"

4 Hurru{ 12

“ Now, how do you sign these things in Fwench?'’ asked
Arthur Augustus, " I believe they have a lot of wot at the
end of a lottah—somethin’ about pleasing to weceive most
wespectful salutations and things.  However, T shall put it
plainly. e will guess, anyway, that this is w'itten by an
Lnglish chap—-"" 3

“ Probably,”

““ Votre Vraiment ! concluded

“ Wh-a-at !"

“ My hat!”

“ That means

“ Ha, ha, ha!

‘“ Pway .dfm’t cackle, deah boys, while
a vewy difficult language! I ‘think that is wippin’ myself.
That's all wight. Now I've only got to post it. Of course,
Uve w'itten this wathah quickly, but I have weally expended
a gweat deal of thought on it alweady. You see, I havo
been wathah deep in dodgin’ the subjunctives, 1 wegard that
as a wippin’ letter, and it’s bound to cheah up old Plong.”

‘ Certain 1" said Blake. ““ If ho doesn’t split his Sides over
that letter, he must be a stuffed dummy !’

“ Weally, Blake—-"' =

“Putb in a rostscriph” said Lowther,

¢ What shall I say in the postsewipt, deah boy 7"

“Tell him to pin this letter up on the wall of the hospital,
80 as to cheer ur the whole place,” said Lowther. * Why, you
could mako all Havre cackle from end to end with that
lotter I’

¢ Ha, ha, bha!”

“1 wefuse to put in a postsewipt, Lowthah !**

And Arthur Augustus trinmphantly sealed up his famous
letter, and addressed it, and sallied forth to post it, leaving
Study No. 6 rocking with lpughter, : %

Arthur Augustua,

yours truly——
%

I am gwapplin’ wifl

CHAPTER 11,
A R'pp'ng Afternoon,

# IGGINS, you boundah——"
* (russy, you ass—— &
“ Look heal

“ Look here—'"—

It was Saturday afternoon. It was a bright and sunny
afternoon, and the juniors of the two Houses at St. Jim's
had agreed to play over again that Houso match which had
resulted in a draw, But there was a vacancy to be filled in
each team.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was once more conspicuons by
his absence from the School ouse side; but that did not
matter this time, as Talbot was playing. On the side of the
Now House the great Figgins was missing from the ranks,

While the rivals of St. Jim’s were preparing for the footer
mateh, the two missing players had departed from the school
very quietly.
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Now they had suddenly encountered one another.!

Outside the garden gate of Mrs. Lomax, in the little street
leading down to the river, Figgins and Arthur Augustus camo
faco to face. Iiggins was wheeling a big bathchair, and
Arthur Augustus was twirling a light cane. They came to a
halt outside the gate, and glared at one another over the
bathchair.

““ What,
truculently.

“ What are you doin’ 77 returned Arthur Augustus.

“T know your little game!” growled Figgins. You're
after my widow "

“T wefuse to wegard that lady as your widow, Figgay 144

“ Look here, you monocled ass——'

“ Look heah, you long-legged duffah——"

“You can go and send off gome more safety razors, if you
want something to do,” said Figgins warmly. “ I'm not
going to have any School House bounders putting a finger
in_my pie! This household belongs to the New House.
We've taken them up. They're under our wing. - I've been
in o row already about it, owing to that cat—ahem, I mean
Miss Queech, complaining. to the Head! Now you want to

are you doing here?”’ demanded

odee in and collar my widow!” exclaimed Figgins
indignantly.
“She isn't your widow—""

“ She is my widow "’ roared Figgins. “ Why, you wouldn’t
have known anything about her st all if I hadn’t put you on
the scent !  I've hired this blessed bathchair to take granfer
for a run this fine afternoon.”
“Vowy well. And I've cut
lettin’ the New House win
einematogwaph-—""
“Tm going to take him!”
“ Wats !’
“ Took. here, you keep off the grass,
“ ¥ wefuse to be called a Uhlan——-"
“ You blessed spoofer! 1 tell you it's
my widow, and I'm not going to have the
Sehool House wedging in!”  exclaimed
Figgins excitedly, ** Mind, 1 mean it!
You clear off I’
“ Wubbish! . Pway modewate your
tone, Tiggins!” said Arthur Augustus,
with dignity. ‘I have no' intention of
poachin’ on your pweserves-—— 4
“ Then buzz off "’
“But I wegard widows as common
pwoperty——"
*“Ratsl’
¢ If you say ‘ wats’ to me, Figgins, you
will force me. to give you a feahful
thwashin’, you New House boundah!”
“If you don’t ¢lear off this minute, i
squash your silly topper over your head,
you School House spoofer!”
“ 1 tell you—"
Bifl ! :
Figging had lost his
was swept from Arthur
The swoll of St Jim’s uttered a shout of wrath,
upon Figgins.
* In a moment they were locked in a deadly embrace, and
staggering wildly round the bathchair in combat.
«“Make that, you wastah!”

“¥ow! Take that, you tailor’s

“ Gwooh !

the footah match and wisked
to take young Albert to a

growled Figgins.

you—you Uhlan !’

patience, and the beautiful silk topper
Augustus’s hiead by a doughty ewipe.
and rushed

dummy !”’

“PDear, doar!” said a gentle voice from the garden. T
_-hope you dear boys are not fighting!”’
Tigging and Arthur Augustus relecased one another as

had become red-hot. They blinked at tha
widow, who bad come out of the little cottage, and was
Jooking at them over the gate, in great distress.  Arthur
Augustus dabbed his nose with his handkerchief, and Figging

caressed his eye.

suddenly as if both

th ]
ad

“«Oh!” gasped Figgins. “ (3-g-good-afternoon, ma'an
“ (3-g-good-afternoon 1 gtammered Arthur Augostus, A}
} showin’ Figging a—a little twick in—in

] was just
gymnastics—"" e
“ Ju-jitsu,”’ said 1'iggins.
« Ya-ag, wathah!” ;
Arthur Augustus collected up his topper, and brushed it.
“ T twust you are well this aftahnoon, ma’am 7" he. said,
« T have taken the liberty of callin’—""
“ T've just looked in——" stuttered Figgins.
« 7 twust you will allow me to take young Albert io the
cinematogwaph, ma’am? I—% am goin’ there, you know.”
« J—Y've brought round a bathchair to give granfer a little
yun, if he’ll come out, me’am,”’” said Figgins.
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“ T'm sure you are very kind!” said the widow, evidently -
in a state of great surprise, but genuinely moved. ¢ Granfer
will be very glad, Master Figgins, and Albert will be happy,
Master D’Arcy. He is very fond of the cinematograph, and
he hla?,:wt been able to go since—since—— Thank you very
much !

“Send him out, ma’am !” said Arthur Augustus.

The widow returned into the house. Arthur Augusius
and Figgins eyed one another in a rather doubtful manner.

“ I shall have to let you off that licking, you School Houso .
chump !’ breathed Figgins. ; :

“ You mean you will get out of a lickin’ yourself, you New
House boundah !’

*“ Why, you howling ass——

‘: Y,im lmyx,kuy wastah———""

“Bai Jove, and I'll—"

Fortunately, the widow reappeared at that moment, leading -
out granfer. The two juniors ceased exchanging compli- s
ments, and Figgins backed the bathchair into the garden, and
the old gentleman was lifted into it. He settled down with
a grunt of satisfaction, aud Figgins wheeled him away towards *
the towing-path, giving Arthur Augustus a final glare as he
went.

Arthur Augustus had to wait for Albert. But. in ten
minutes or so Albert came out, looking as spick and span as
a new pin. He was looking delighted, too.  Kvidently
cinematographs met with Master Albert’s approval. He gave
Arthur Augustus a chubby hand, and D’ Arcy raised his topper
gracefully with the other to the widow, and trotted off with -
i’\lbert. The widow looked after him with a gmile upon her
ace. . ' ’

Arthur Augustus started quite cheerfully with his extremely
youthful charge, but he found himself somewhat at a loss for
conversation. He was not accustomed to chumming up with
little chaps of six or seven, ;

Half-way to Wayland Albert announced
that he was, tired. Arthur Augustus
halted, and surveyed him in somo dismuy
through his eyeglass,

“Tired, deah boy?” he said.

“Yes,” said Albert,

“ Bai Jove! Quite imposs to get a taxi
heah!? said  Arthur Augustus, looking
round. ““ It—it's only anothah half-mile,,
kiddie! Ahem!”

“ (farry meo!” said Albert.

“ Oh, bai Jove!”

“Tgo tired,”’ said Albert plaintively.

“ Vowy well, deah boy, Tl cawwy
you."”

Arthur Augustus

"

\

N\

},’

/

hoisted Albert in his
arms and marched on. Being somewhat
unaccustomed to carrying ‘“kids,” ho
unfortunately allowed Albert to slip
wrong end upwards, and there was &
formidable yell from Albert.

“ Pway excuse me, deah boy!" gasped Arthur Augustus,
upending Albert, promptly. * That's all wight now.

“ Bai Jove, he’s goin’ to cwy !” gasped Arthur Augustus in
consternation, ** Pway take it calmly, deah boy. Bai Jove!”

“ Yowowowowwwwwwl 1"

“Oh, gweat Scott! ¥—I say, deah boy, look—look at my
watch " gasped D'Arey, remembering to have read some-
where that watches were objects of great interest to youthful
minds. He jerked out his celebrated gold ticker with his freo
hand, and opened the case, and Albert ceased to howl as he
blinked at the whirring wheels. e promptly inserted a fores
finger into the watch. Arthur Augustus suppressed a groan,
and allowed Albert the timekeeper to keep him quiet. The
watch smused Albert for quite a long time, and by the timo
he had finished with it, it had long ceased to tick.

However, Albert was an_enterprising youth, and ho soon
found » new amusement in clawing D’Arcy’s silk topper.
Scratehing up the nap with his chubby fingers scemed o
afford him a great deal of innocent pleasure.  Arthur:
Augustus did not venture to resist. He was afraid of w
fresh howl. Thoe beautiful silk topper strongly resembled w
busby by the time he arrived in Wayland.

Albert coased operations on the topper, and his face lighted
up at the sight of a confectioner’s window. Arthur Augustus
put him down, and trotted him into the shop, only too glad
to find » new means of keeping him contented. With a huge
stick of toffee in each hand, Albert smilingly accompanied
Arthur Augustus to the cinema,

Albert was pleased to approve of the entertainment, which
also interested Arthur Augustus, showing extensive views of
j'rench and Belgian towns ruined by the modern IHuns,
Albert went to sleep at last, leaning ,a somewhat sticky faco’
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on Arthur Augustus's arma,  When the show was
Albert's first word, as Avthur Augustus led him out,
“ Toffee.” :

“ Yaas, wathah, deah boy,” said Arthur Augustus. And
two more huge sticks of toffee were soon in Albert’s chubby
hands, and they started walking home to Rylcombe.

“Tired,” said Albert presently.

‘Arthur Augustus sighed, and lifted him tg his shoulder.
Albert was gleaming with toffee now, and he had transferred
a‘very congiderable portion of it to Avthur .A’ugustug. The
clogant junior shivered as he felt a piece slide down his neck.
tfo had brushed his topper while in the cinema, but Albert
soon reduced it to its bushy form again, adding a considerable
amount, of sticky toffee to it.

“ Bai Jove,” murmured Arthur Augustus, T weally wish
he would get to the end of that toffee! 1 am feelin® fwight-
fully stickay, My hat must be lookin’ a wegulah howlah by
thig time. I twust I shall not meet anybody. Bai Jove,
heah’s that howwid person, Miss Queech !”

Miss Queech was coming down the lane. She bent a grim
eyo on the swell of St. Jim's. Little Albert clung round
1)'Arey’s neck tightly at the sight of the charitable lady.
lividently her face worried him. There was a sudden gulp
and a gurgle from Albert, and he began to splutter and grow
red in the face.

“ Bai Jove!”

¢ Gurerrrrveech : ;

“ My only hat! ITe hasswallowed a lump of toffee! Io's
chokin’, bar Jove! Whatevah shall I do?”

A Gureryrerhchehere !

“ Oh deah!” X

Avthur Augustus set down his burden, who was choking and
spluttering frantically, and began to thump him on the back
as the best way of clearing his throat. He had heard of that

over,
was

wethod,  Thump, thump, thump! v
“Yaht Yow! Yow-wow-wow !’ roared Albert.
“PBai Jove, he's pgettin’  bettah ! exclaimed Arthur

Aungustus.  Thump, thump, thump!

“ Ifeel bettah now?”

* Yaroooooool I’

Thump ! Thump !

. Yaroooooool I

“Oh deah, this is simply fwightful!
thump him a little havdah.”

¢ Yow-ow-ow-owl !”’

¢ You wicked, eruel boy!” shrieked a stentorian voice, as
Miss Quaech came rustling up.  ““ You abandoned young
ruflian! How dave you-ill-treat that child in that manner?”

Avthur Augustus spun round.

* Bai Jove, T assuah you—-"

“You wicked hooligan!” shrieked Miss Queech. *f HHow
dare you, I gay, beat that child in that brutal manuer in the
public. street

* B-b-but I was not beatin® him " gasped Arvthur Augustus.

I saw you! Come to me, my child ! said Migs Queech.

But Albert refused to come to Miss Queech. Ile only
]ID\\"t‘i] more loudly.  Ile put his chubby fists to his eycs and
roared,

“Oh ewnmbs ! groaned Arthur Augustus.

“ Wicked, wicked young ruffian!” exelaimed Miss Queech,
“T will speak to the vicar about this,  Wretched, brutal,
abandoned-—" .

“Bai Jove, dwaw it mild, ma’am! T was twyin'—

“ Enongh! Hold your tongue! If there were a policeman
near, I would give you in charge !

“ Oh, my hat!”

B/ﬂmh :}

Pewwaps T ought to
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““ Albert, come to me,” said Miss Queech, scizing the child
in her bony hands,

Albert roared as if he were about to be massacred.

“Pway let him alone, deah madam!” gasped Arthur
Augustus, “1 weally think your face fwightens him—JI—1I
mean~—-"’

“ Insulting young rascal! T-—— Albert, my dear—

“1 won't come!” roared Albert. ** Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow !
And Albert, with black ingratitude, dodged Miss Queech, and
ran to Arthur Augustus, who picked him up triumphantly.
~*“There you are, you see,” chirruped Arthur Augustus.
“Ho isn't afwaid of me, Miss Queech, My face doesn’t
wowwy him. = Come on, Albert ! Good-aftahnoon, ma’am !”

Arthur Augustus marched on in triumph, leaving Miss
Queech looking as if she would like to bite him. At the
corner of the street where Albert's residence lay Arthur
Augustus came upon Figgins, wheeling away the empty bath-
chair, having fimshed his yun with grandfer and taken him
haome.  Figgins almost fell down at the sight
Augustus.

* M-m-my hat!” he gasped.
doing to your topper ?
your clothes? Ha, ha, ha!”

“ There is.nothin’ whatevah to langh at, Figgins. I am
wathah stickay!” 0

“ Ha, ha, ha!
Figgins.

- Yuu's,"‘ said Avthur Augunstus firmly.
vewy wippin® aftahnoon. But Il tell you what, Figgy, you
can take Albert in, as his mothah may think I have not had
a wippin® aftahnoon if she sees me like this.”

‘Fl,‘:;{ll)ﬂ chuckled, and obligingly relieved the swell of §t.
Jim’s of Albert, and took that cheery young gentleman in.
Arthur Augustus found himself the centre of admiring
l-rl.n!ltt('s as he went down the street, and his colour deepened
with overy step. He jumped into the station hack at the
4::))‘]](‘5(,‘p(»sslhll" moment, and ordered the driver to get to
Bt, Jim’s as quickly as possible, and pulled down the blinds.

When he arrived at the school he hurried in, hoping to
get into the School House unnoticed. Taggles gave a gasp
at the sight of him. The footballors were coming off tho
field, and Arthur Augustus fairly ran into thern. They stared
at him, His ruffled topper, his hair and face plastered with
toffee, and the marks of Albert’s muddy boots all over bis
elegant clobber, made them stare. i

“My only hat!” oxelaimed Tom Merry,
dence——* :

‘ Ha, ha, ha!”

“I=I have been takin’ youne
plained Arvthur Augustis, J

Sk ha <Bad? -

“There is nothin’ whatevah to cackle at,
weally wippin’ aftahnoon—weally wippin’ !
‘‘ Ha, ha, ha!” : A
Arthur Augustus rushed through the grinning footballers
and disappeared into the house, followed by a yell of lullg!nt(\l"
When he reappeared-—somo time afterwards—he persisted
with great firmness that ho had had a ripping afternoon.
But when he met Figgins he remarked in a very cordial

manner:

“ Figgay, deah boy, I've been thinkin’ ovah that mattah
and, upon the w]holg), I{d()“‘li think it would be right to pnu(-l;
on your gwound. On futuah occasions, v : take v ;
Albert to the cinemah.” A, JOCT N v

Figgins chuckled.

“ I've been thinking over it too.” he remarked, “and
upon the whole, I feel that you are vight, Gussy, and I'm
\\'l!!l;l}ﬁ to lnﬂl‘ip entertaining Albert entirely in your hands,”
Pk :\lfgl‘:t:a" Figgins, T am not goin’ to encwonch upap

"D()n't mench,” said Figgins.  *“You're perfectly wol-
come, l.m going to see grandfer again on Wednesday and
I'll mention that you've coming for Albert.” s

“Pway don’t twouble !

“No trouble at all,” said Figgins. “ Rely on me.”

: And I"lgg_ms walked away chuckling, leaving the swell of
St. Jim’s with quite a thoughtful expression upon his face,

(Xs

“ Wha-a-at have you been
What's the matter with your face and

ITad & ripping afternoon—what?” roared

“1 have had a

“What the

Albert to the cinema,” ex-

CHAPTER 12,
Great News !
o ETTER for Gussy " ‘said Tom Merry.
It was a week or two after Arthuc Augustus's visit
to the cinema. 2
During that week the patriots of St. Jim’s had been in
keen rivalry on the subject of Figging’s widow.
New House and School House had always hoen in rivaley,
but as a rule their rivalry had taken the form of contests on
the football and cricket fields, and of japes and rags upon one
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another, Now it had taken an entirely new form. Tom
Merry & Co. on one side, and Figging & Clo. -on the other,
sought to outshine their rivals in kindly attentions to the war
widow of Rylcombe.

Which party was getting the better of the contest it was
difficult to say. Figginsg had certainly scored with his tath-
chair for granfer. On the other hand, ID'Arcy had taken
Albert to the cinema. Kerr had presented Albert with a foot-
pall, but Manners had given his elder brother a camera and
shown him how to nsé it. Fatty Wyrin, with heroie self-denial,
had presented another pie, even larger than the first pie; but
Monty Lowther had presented the little girl of the family with
a gorgeous sunshade, True, a sunshade wasn’t' the most
appropriate gift possible”in February, but thé little girl was
delighted with it, and proceeded at once in a bold attempt to
eat 1t.
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Figgins & Co., seeking fresh worlds to conquer, as it were,
had gone down on a half-holiday armed with a rake, a spade,
and a garden-fork. The little garden of the cottage had been
neglected evor since poor Lomax went away, and Figging & Co.
spent a whole laborious afternoon gardening ; and when they
had finished the garden certainly looked very nice, though the
three juniors had collected so much mud that they were
scarcely recognisable when they returned to St. Jim's,

Figgins & Co. ‘had scored there, and the School IHouso
Suniors had to admit it. They had held a consultation, and
Arthur Augustus recklessly proposed to spend an afternoon
“ gewubbin’ ”’ the house down. But the swell of St. Jim’s
wag restrained- from that heroie exploit. Blake pointed out
sagely that Mrs. Lomax would probably not be pleased if half
a dozen juniors invaded her house and started scrubbing it
down. ~But .the School Hoeuse -party, were not to he beaten,
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The next half-holiday they descended upon the little house in
a big motor-ear, lent for the occasion by D'Arcy’s noble pater,
and carried off the whole family to Wayland to see Chum-
gum’s Celebrated Cirveus, which happened to be performing
there.

It was up to Figgins & Co. to beat that, and they thought
it out. It was Kerr, the canny Scottish junior, who rose to
the occasion.  Kerr remembered little Albert’s predilection for
jom. One evening the widow received a gonsignment of a
dozen large jars of jun by the carrier, from a mysterious
donor, name unknown, Ior some time after that there was
cnough jam in the cottage to give Miss Queech a fainting-fit if
she had happened to come in and see it.

But Miss Queech’s visits were cut short just then, and that
was where the School Ilouse scored again, though it was
really an accident—at least, Monty Lowther declared
solemnly that it was an accident. Lowther, emulating Figgins
& Co,, had gone gardening, and he was handling a huge
watering-pot when Miss Queech came on her weekly visit to
manage matters for the poor widow. How that watercan
came to be turned on Miss Queech was a mystery,

But turned on Miss Queech it undoubtedly was, somehow
or other, and though Monty Lowther begged the formidable
lady’s pardon in the most dulcet tones, that did not prevent
Miss (5:10001) from catching a cold, and she had to remain
indoors for quite a long time, which was a kind of holiday to
the poor of Rylcombe, :

IMigging & Co, admitted that Lowther had put the lid on.
All their efforts in favour of their protegee had not effected so
wuch as Lowther’s accident with the watercan, To be pre-
served from the weekly visits of Miss Queech was a boon
and a blessing to anybody. .

Still, Figgms & Co. were not to be beaten. After school
ono day they dropped in at the cottage “ to see the kids,” and
found o certain Mr. Moses of Wayland engaged in superin-
tending the removal of the widow’s sewing-machine, and the
widow in tears, Tt appeared that the sewing-machine was
a hire-purchase article, and the payments had not been kept up,
whereupon Mr. Moses had swooped down, cheerfully disre-
garding the payments already made, which were to be so
mueh clear profit in Mr, Moscs’ pocket.

Figging & Co.’s impulse was to collar My, Moses and duck
him in the river, but the canny Kerr pointed out that that
step, thongh eminently satisfactory to themselves, would not
benefit the widow at all, rather the 1everse. So, instead of
ducking My, Moses, the juniors inquired into the matter, and
paid up what was due, and sent Mr. Moses away discomfited,
'he poor woman thanked them with tears in” her eyes, as
sho explained that by means of the sewing-machine thus
rescued she was able to eke out her allowance.

Figging & Co. felt very pleased with themselves over that
incident. They didn’t tell anybody, of course, but the widow
told Arthur Augustus the next time that youth called for
Albert, so the School House party knew that IMiggins & Co.
bad beaten them to the wide that time.

So matters stood when one morning Tom Merry spotted a
letter in the rack addressed to the swell of the School House.

Iiggy’s last stroke was, they admitted, a corker. They
were never likely to have a chance like that. Tven Monty
Lowther’s watercan performance was not equal to the discom-
liture of Mr. Moses.

But their chance was coming, and, as it happened, it was in
that very letter. Tom Merry whisked it out of the rack and
tossed it to Arthur Augustus,  The swell of St. Jim’s surveyed
it in some astonishment. It bore a French postmark-—Havre
—and the words in addition, “ Base Iospital.”” It was
addressed rather curiously-—to * Monsicur Arthur Agostos
D' Arcy, Mister Fsquire.”

* Bai Jove I said Arthur Augustus,
wmy lonely soldiah !

* Better get Monsicur Morny to help you read it, then,”
suggested Blake,

“Wats! I can wead Fivench all wight.”

Arthur Augustus opened the letter, and the juniors read it
all togother, It was not in French. It was in English—of
sorts,

“ Cher Dear Monsicur Iriend,~TIt shall be wiz grand
pleasuro I go to receive your kind letter. I have never in
all life laugh so much wiz pleasure. I show him to the com-
races, who shall laugh wiz same pleasure. Because so polite
of you to write in my langue, I go write you also in English,
whom I shall learn w{mn it is that I am in England have been.
Much thank you for to write, Little choses zat I want is not
many, but if you shall send some small tobacco, zat shall be
receive wiz grand pleasure. You please to hear zat I have in
next bed English shum, He talk to me in French so queer,
and when zat I talk to him in English he smile, This one is
very goos shum. The Bosches shall wound him in head. and
Lo shall be without somo sense for long time, I shall say his
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name wich is verree hard English name. I cannot spealk him;
but it is more facile of to write him, 8o you shall know zat
his name is Matthew Lomax. When I tell him of zis letter,
he say zat he shall see you when in Angleterre he was, becanse
why he live in petit village near zat school, Ho was
carpentier, Ile have some wifes in zat village and little
infants, and he get no letter, so he zink you say to his wifes
zat he is here and go on verree well, and she write, isn't it?
It is some time zat he was leave for dead on ze field of bataille,
but he is not dead viz himself, and verree much alive. If he
shall be reported keel, you tell his wifes zat he is not keel.—
Receive you my distinguished salutations,  Pigure PrLon.”

¢ Bai Jove !”

¢ Well, that beats it !’” i

“ 1t takes the giddy biscuit!” said Tom Merry, his eyes
dancing. “ My only hat! What ripping news for Figgins's
widow !"’ )

““Bai Jove! You know, she isn't a widow at all!” said”
Arthur Augustus, *‘ Pewwaps you boundahs will admit now
th)at it s wathah a good ideah to w'ite to a lonely soldiah—
what ?' y

“ Topping ! exclaimed Blake, giving his chum a hearty
slap on the back, which elicited a wild yell from Arthuy
Augustus. *“'Top-hole, my infant !

“ Yow! You wuff ass—""

“ Oh, it's wipping !"" said Tom glecfully, ¢ The English is
about as good as the French you sent him, Gussy, but the
meaning is a bit clearer,”

a, ha, ha!”

“ We'll buzz off and tell Mrs, Tomax this,” said Blake.
“ That will beat anything Figgins & Co. have done—what?"’

“Hold on!” said Tom Merry. * Better make g\uito sure
first. Of course, there can’t be any mistake; still, better
inquire first, The chap has been reported killed. That’s
happened more than once. I remember reading of a chap who
was reported killed twice over, and turned out to be a
prisoner in Germany after all. We'll club together for n
wire to the hospital at the ITavre base, and make assurance
doubly sure,”

“ Yaas, wathah!”

That wire to Iavre ran away with a good deal of Tom
Merry & Co's spare cash, but they did not mind that in the
least. They waited anxiously for the reply. Of course, in
the course of time, a notification would have come from
headguarters, but the juniors were very anxious to be the
bearers of that good news to the widow,

The next day the reply came, and it settled the matter
beyond doubt :

““ Private Lomax, 35799, Loamshire Regiment, wounded, in
base hospital, Havre, progressing very favourably.”

“ Huwway ! sang out Arthur Augustus,
deah boys! Come on!”

Arthur Augustus rushed for his bike.

In two minutes he was speeding down to the village at a
wild and reckless speed.

““ Beveral pedestrians in the lane had marvellously narrow
escapes, but fortunately the excited junior reached Rylcombe
without mishap. Tom Merry & Co. ilad followed him, but he
beat them by a dozen lengths.

“ Break it gently, you duffer!” shouted Tom Meiry, as
Arthur jumped off his machine at the garden gate.

¢ Yaas, wathah!” gasped Arthur Aygustus. * You leave
it to me, deah boys. You can wely on a fellow of tact and
judgment.”’

He knocked at the door. e

The widow opened it, and Arthur Augustus was shown inda
the little sitting-room. The delight in Gussy’s flushed, hand-
some face attracted attention at once. Granfer blinked at
him, and the children gathered round in wonder.

“Pway excuse my wushin’ in, ma’am,” said
Augustus. ““1 have some news for you.”

“News for me,” said the widow. ‘ You are very kind,
Master D’Arcy. I don’t know how to thank you and your
friends for what you have done alreudy.”

“ Wats—I—I mean, don't mench., I have weceived a
telegwam fwom Fwance,” said Arthur Augustus, proceeding
to break it gently, in order not to give the poor woman too
great a shock. ** L have been w'iting to a lonely soldizr, you
know.” :

“ Ye\q !1)

“ And—and it appeahs,” said Arthur Augustys cautiously,
““ that owin’ to the confasion in wunnin’ aftah the Germanus,
you know, a little mistake might be made, you know.”

“ Ye-es!”

“The fact is,” went on D’Arcy, *that it has happened
more than once that a chap has been weported killed, you

iﬂ.

““ That settles it,

Arthug

)
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Enow,”wht:u he was only knocked ever and left for dead, you
now.

The widow started, and her face became very pale.

‘“ Master D’Arcy I”

‘“It's happened sevewal times,”’ said Arthur Augustus.
“ These chaps are found aftahwards, you know, and latah
on they’re identified, and—and then the Wah Office lets you
know. You haven’t heard fwom the Wah Office yet,
ma’am?”’ A

* No, nol”

“ Howevah, it's a fact all the same. I’'m bweakin’ it gently,

ou know,” chlained Avthur Augustus. ‘‘ Suppose poor of]d

omax wasn’t killed aftah all, you know——"

The widow sank into a chair, trembling in every limb.

“It's all wight!”’ chirruped Arthur Augustus, “ I'm only
breaking it gently. Lomax is all wight, ma’am—only
wounded—and gettin’ on wippingly., I twust I have not told
you too suddenly,” added Arthur Augustus, in distress{ as

—~the widow burst into sobbing. * Pway don’t blub, ma’am.

T'here’s nothing to blub about, you know. I've got a tele-

wumyfwom the hospital at the bage, Heah it is; wead it, you
now.

The widow caught the telegram from his hand, and read it
through her tears. Then, to Arthur Augustus's astonish-
wment, she kissed him on both: checks,

“You dear, good, kind hoy-——""

“ Bai Jove!”

My husband—alive!” sobbed the widow—a widow no
Ionger. * May I keep thie telegram, my dear boy? I can't
hardly' 'bclicvc it; I should like to kecp the telogram to look

“Yaas, wathah, ma’am. Bai Jove! T weally wish you
wouldn't ewy. Howevah, you will soon be feelin’ all wight.
T'hey’ll send him home, you know, and we'll give him a
weceeption, wathah!”

The poor woman could not speak, and Arthur Augusius
rather hurriedly retired, leaving the soldier’s wife sobbing,
but the tears she was shedding now were tears of joy. Arthur
Augustus had a lump in his throat when he rejoined his chums
in the garden.

He coughed violently.

“ Bai Jove, you know!” he remarked. “T'm jollay glad
we got that news, you know. I wathah think we have beaten
Piggins & Co. this time—what?"”’

*“ Hear, hear!”

And Tom Merry & Co. rode back to St. Jim's fecling
elated; and they left happiness behind them,

CHAPTER 13.
The Conquering Hero,

i EAH he is!”?
H—“ It was a considerable time after the events related

in the foregoing chapter, when one fine afternoon a
man in khaki, with his arm in a sling, stepped out of the
train from London at Wayland Junetion.

A crowd of St. Jim’s juniors were on the platform, and
they made a rush and surrounded the man in khaki at once.

“How do you do, deah boy?”’

¢ See the conquering hero comes!” chirped Monty Lowiher.

“ Hurrah !”

I'he man in khaki blinked in amazement at the fellows who
were shaking his hands and clapping him on the hack.

* What the thunder——"" he began.

“Tt’s all wight, Mr. Lomax—Pwivate Lomax, T mean,”
said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. “ We've come to meet you
and see you home.” ;

“ My word I’

“ And we've gobt the parental motor-car outside,” grinned
Figgins. * This way, Lomax, my boy!’

{‘ﬁc astonighed soldier was marched out of the station in
the midst of the crowd. Outside, the magnificent car of
D’Arcy’s noble pater was standing, decorated with flags in
a really imposing manner, Flags waved from very nearly
every inch of it. The car, decorated by Tom Merry & Co.
for the occasion, would have done credit to Chumgum’s
Clircus.

“Well, bust my buttons!”’ said Mr, Lomax.
little game?”’

“We're the giddy escort!” said Figgins. * Trot in!”

“T'm goin’ in that car?”’

“ Yaas, wathah!! My patah has placed it &t your dis-
posal for the aftahnoon, explained Arthue Augustus, ** Pway
allow me to assist you, my deah sir."” '

“ My word!” said the dazed man in khaki. “T say, I'm
going home, youw know. The missus is expecting me.”

“ Pwecisoly! We've come to take you home,” said Arthur
Augustus, assisting the wounded hero into the car, " Vewy
glad to see you lockin’ so well I’

“ What's all those blessed flags for?"

# They're for you, deah boy.”

“Wot's the
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“ But why?

“ Because you are a weturnin’ hewe, of course.’ - y
. I""Well, my word!” said the returning hero. * This beatd
i !

However, he settled down comfortably in the car. Cers
tainly that topping motor, with its soft cushions, was better
than the local train. The beflagged car had attracted a
reat deal of attention, and there was a crowd round it. The
St. Jim’s juniors were there in force, too. The rivals of
St. Jim’s had sunk all differences on that great occasion, and
joined forces to do honour to the returning hero. The only
crson present who did&t regard My, Lomax as a returning
hero was Mr, Lomax himself. e was evidently very much
sur‘priscd.

““You may start the engine, Wobinson,” said Arthug
A%ustus. .

hirrrrreer !

The crowd round the car gave a cheer. Tom Merry &
were mounting their bicycles to escort the car.  Arthu
Augustus raised his silk hat in acknowledgment of the cheeg
for the man in khaki,

* Gentleman-—*"

‘* Hooray !”

“ Gentleman, T call for thwee chevahs for our fwiend Mr,
Lomax, who has come home wounded fwom the wah, afta
helpin’ to lick the beastly Pwussians and punish them fo
murdewin’ women and childwen.”

** Hip-pip-hooray !’

““My word!” gaid the hero.

‘“ Dwive on, Wobinson 1"

Robinson drove on.

The car glided away, followed by cheers, and surrounde
by a host of eyclists. Mr. Lomax griuneti and lighted hi
pipe.  Arthur Augustus coughed. The hero smoked very
strong shag, and Arthur Augustus found it a little trying ab
close quarters,

“ Gwooh! Pway excuse me! T twush you have finished
off a lot of those Pwussian beasts, my deah boy. Gwooh !”

‘“ Only three, that T know of,” said Mr. Lomax regretfully,
‘“ But you never know how many you pot when you're blazin
away, you know. And now I'm out of it for good. That's
rotten, But I'll be jolly glad to see the missus and the kidg
again, But what are you making all this fuss for?”

‘“ Because you are a hewo, deah hoy|” LN

“ Oh, bosh ! said Mr. Lomax,

“ Ahem !”

“It's very kind of you,” said the gentleman in khaki, as
Augustus’s countenance fell a little, ** But don't pile it on,
you know, I’'ve done just the same as the others, and we've
all done our little bit as well as we could. My word, though,
this is a change after the trenches ¢nd the hospital,  'm
glad to be back, aftgr all!”’

There was a furthiér demonstration awaiting the astonished
hero when the car swept into the little strect in Rylcombe,
A crowd of his neighbours were waiting to greet him, and a
Joud cheer rang out as the big car rushed up. A happy-faced
woman was waiting at the garden gate.

‘ Heah he is, ma’am!” sang out Arthur Augustus,

e helped the wounded warrior to alight.

** Matthew !”

“* Hallo, old girl!”

And the wounded warrior, lcaning on his wife’s arm, and
with three children clinging to him, jassed into the littlg
home, followed by a tremendous cheer.

“1 wathah think this has been a successful aftahnoon,™
Arthur Augustus remarked, as the juniors returned to the
school after dismissing the car. ‘‘The curious thing is that
the chap doesn’t seem to know that he is a hewo at all. How.
evah, T suppose that twue hewods are always vewy modest.”

“ Modesty is my great weakness,” murmured Monty
Lowther.

* Weally, Lowthah——"" :

“TH tell you what!” said Fatty Wynn. * An occasion
like this ought to be celebrated. .We can’t do better than
pass round the hat and have a really stunning feed in our
study. We'll have a pie——""

“ Ha, ha, hal”

“ A veally whacking pie!” said Fatty Wynn, his eyes
glistening: ~ * Who says pie?"”

“Pie!” gaid all the juniors together.

And in Figgins's study that evening the chwas of St Jin's
pathered in great force to celebrate the great oceasion, and
the pie—which was really whacking—was done full justice td
by the Rival Patriots,

THE END,

(Another grand tale of the chums of St.Jim’'s will
be published iIn next Wednesday's “GEM" Library.
Order in advance at your newsagents’, and make
sure of getting it!?)
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British Army.

SUMMARY OF PREVIOUS INSTALMENTS.

Boo Hall, a fine, strapping young fellow, suoceeds in joining
o famous hussar regiment, known as.the Die Hards, where
he incurs the enmity of his no'er-do-well cousin, Captain
Lascelles, who makes several attempts to do Bob an injury,
but’ is unsuccessful, Alf Payne, a new recruit, surprises
everybody by claiming Lascelles as an old friend. Bob
suspects that Lascelles is in the man’s power, and he deter-
mines to find & solution to the mystery. The Die Hards arc
ordered to Ireland, and on the voyage Bob learns that his
cousin is indeed in Payne’s power, and that he is himself
connected with the affair in some way. When the regiment
reaches Dublin a ball is held. Bob succeeds in rescuing a
lady whose dress has caught afire, and, on calling on her
father, the Farl of Dalkey, it is found that Bob is connected
with the family, and the earl promises to have investigations
made, Lieutenant Haines, of the Die Iards, has entered
his horse Firebrace for the Irish Grand National, and Bob
Hall is_to ride it, As Captain Lascelles stands to win a lot
of money on another horse called Wild Cat, he hires two men
to get rid of Bob, which they do by throwing him, bound,
into the river.

(Now go on with tho story.)

A Gallant Race.

Derby Day in Ireland! Such is Punchestown, when, by
road and rail, all Dublin flocks to the historic racecourse. In
four-in-hands, in drags, on outside cars, and in gigs, in drays
and donkey-carts, on horseback and afoot, the laughing, jovial
Irish erowd throng the broad road, and wheel on to the
narrow laneway, where joking, fighting, pushing, squeezing,
they force their way on to the green plain with its large
stauds, its myriad tents and booths, its sylvan scenery, and its
haman hive of cager, happy faces.

A sudden pause, a shout, a prolonged cheer, and through
the dense crowd ride sober-clad policemen and a bodyguard
of red-coated, hard-hunting sportsmen, escorting in triumph
the Viceroy of Ireland, whose arrival is greeted with
enthusiasm in honour of the King he represents.

The Viceroy takes his place upon his private stand, the
band in the enclosure plays the National Anthem, the white
numbers go up on the board, a dozen thoroughbreds canter
down fo the starting-post. Thereds a moment's tense silence,
till far away a thin wreath of smoke curls up in the air, and
as the sound of the report is borne across with the breeze, a
dozen horses spring forward, galloping neck and neck, and a
hoarse yell arises:

‘“ They're off | They’'re oft !”’

Thoe day's fun has begun.

From sport to luncheon, and back again to sport. And
now strange rumours began to get afloat, and laughter died
away, and grave faces were seen on stands and in the
enclosure and out amongst the throng who surged against the
barricades.

The hqur for the great race drew near, and officials hurried
to and fro, and the officers of the Die Hards, standing on their
drag, looked down giumly on the upturned faces raised to
them in expostulation and threats.

“ Where is Firebrace? Why isn't he going to run?
has happened ! Have you chaps played us false?”
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Out in the ring raucous voices bawled the name of Wild
Cat, and in the members' enclosure men feverishly hedged
their bets. The people became unmanageable; policemen on
horseback and on feot struggled vainly te keep them back.
They burst on to the course and across to the drag, where
Haines stood pale and gloomy, and there they shook their
fists and yelled. I'rom the” Vice-Regal box a uniformed
aide-de-camp pushed his way forward to ask for an explana-
tion on behalf of the Viceroy. The crowd grew still, and
Haines was allowed to speak.

“I'm awfully sorry!” he gasped. “I came down here
hoping against hope. There’s been foul play ! Firebrace was
all right yesterday, but last night he disappeared, and his
jockey has vanished too!”

A mocking jeer was followed by a bloodcurdling yell of
rage. Men swayed to and fro, threats of imprecations were
hurled at Haines, who faced his acousers pluckily and un-
flinchingly.. The crowd surged back ominously, gathering in
strength; then like a torrent it was about to dash forward,
and sweep officers and drag before it in a devasting burst
of fury, when Hamshaw’s resonant voice boomed forth like &
mellow bell, silencing the multitude into startled hope and
lll\(ﬂ(‘l‘,
¢ Took thore—look there ! he shouted, gripping Ilaines by
the arm, and pointing across the plain. * We're safe, by
Jove; Hall um‘ Virebrace are in time!”

The subaltern stared ahead. Out over the greensward and
far away across tho fields two hundred soldiers, yelling and
waving ‘their caps, were running in a throng, and i the
contre cantered Bob on the gallant steeplechaser, wearing
Haines's colours, and ready to begin the race!

On camo Bob, the Die Hards racing alongside, whilst the
huge concourse on the racecourse burst into a swelling roar
of cheering, that volled like a thunderclap away to the high
mountains behind. Out over the fields, across the course, and
through the thousanda of sightseers he guided Firvebrace, and
veined up next the drag, where Haines and Hamshaw stood
in silent wonderment.

The Die Hards formed a civcle six deep around Firebrace
and tho officers, and kept back the cager, excited crowd.

“What happened, Hall?” Haines inquired breathlessly
“ How is it that you vanished with the horse last night,“and
that you've turned ap in this extraordinary feshion ?”

“JIoul play, sir,”” Bob replied coolly. “Dent and Hosty
suspected that something was in the wind when they saw a
seedy-looking cove hanging around the barracks last night.
They followed him, and got to the stables just as T was being
roughly handled and Firebrace was being led away. If it
wasn’t for them I wouldn't be here now.”

*This is monstrous!” Hamshaw thundered.

“Have you any suspicion as to who the scoundrel T s

Bob was drawing in his stirrup-leather a hole.

“I’ll ' be able to tell you motre later on,” he replied grimly.
“There goes the bell! Which is the way to the weighing-
room?”

Five minutes later he was cantering to the starting-post,
amidst a ringing cheer from the crowded stands as ho swept
past, Firebrace, with long, swinging strides, covering the
ground magnificently. He lined up with a dozen other
jockeys, the horses curveting frantically, and mad to be off.

The flag fell. With a thud of hoofs like the roll of a drum
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the steeplechasers shot past the starter in a bunch, a glorious
picture of colour and movement, and raced for the first fence.
Holding grimly on to the reins, with knuckles well down oh
the pommel of their saddles, now pulled out of the pigskin
as the noble racers strove to get their heads, now settling
themselves again back in the saddle, swaying with the easy
balance of perfect horsemen, mastering their powerful mounts
by sheer pluck, the dozen light figures perched on high
geemed to lift their horses in the air and throw them clear of
the double bank that rose high and forbidding before them.
They landed on the far side without a flaw.

Off like lightning again they scurried round a bend on to
a straight gallop of a few hundred yards, and thus to a hedge
vising to the horses’ withers. Every young face was drawn
hard as steel, every eye was stern and glittering ; with teeth
clenched and knees rigid, reckless of danger, resolute to fight
to the very last, they dashed at the hedge without pause or
glance of fear, packed so close together that a false step, a
~stwmble, would have hurled zll-—horses and riders—in a heap
to the sward beyond.
~ Up and over! Up and over! They were out on a long
strotch of grass once more, every gallant steeplechaser now
strung to mad delirium by the rush and clamour, galloping
madly and blindly, guided only by the light form, the strong
band, the cool, quiet voice from above.

Away in the distance a noise like the wail of a gale grew
louder and more human as the racers turned into the straight.

The sullen roar changed into a paralysing yell of human
abandonment as the horses swept past the surging crowds on
stands and in enclosures, and out to the right amidst booths
and waggonettes and tents.

On to the end of the straight, up to a high bank, without
puuse, and down to the grass again, Firebrace taking the huge
jump clean through the air, amidst a yell of exultant admira-
tion, the racers took to the country for the long three-mile
gallop which still lay before them.

And now the jockeys settled down resolutely, whilst each
vider cast a hurried look before and behind to sée who was

abead, and whom he had to fear in the rear. A bay horse
still led the way, going as if the race was already over. Five

more followed close on his heels, and Bob, riding seventh,
looked back to watch for Wild Cat. He was coming along
thirty yards behind,-the noble animal still fighting for his
head, and his vider grimly holding him in.

*“That's Claptrap leading,” Bob muttered. “He’s stable
companion to QVild Cat, and he’s making the running so as
to tire out the field. He'll be dead-beat before another mile,
but he’ll have done the work he’s been put to. Whoa, there,
my lad! We wait for Wild Cat. You and 1 ain’t going to
be drawn.”

Bob patted his mount’s neck, and driving his feet well into
the stirrups, he curbed his impatient horse in his frantic
attempts to get up with those ahead.

Out and round, in a long, swinging circle, the chasers
galloped, and once more the roar of Punchestown sank away
and died. Over the jumps Bob put Firebrace steadily, gradu-
ally drawing up on the spent racers who had shot their bolt.
At last he drew past Claptrap, and now he was leading. Away
behind, the competitors had stretched out in a long string ;
before him was a clear run, if Firebrace could only last.

Bob looked back again.  Wild Cat was still coming along
steadily, moving freshly, and kept in hand by his jockey.

“He’s marking time,”” Bob growled. “He's got the drop
on me there. He knows to a nicety how Firebrace is feeling
the gallop, and whether he can give him rope or not. It
yests with him to decide when he’ll make a rush for it. I wish
I'd been able to keep behind him.”

It was too late for regret now, though, and Bob, riding
Firebrace as lightly as he could, did all ho knew to help him
along. The gallant horse still moved splendidly ; but a mile
and a half was yet to be covered, and Wild Cat might draw
up at any moment, or wait till approaching the last fence so
as to have a short finish, if that suited him better

Bob feared to attempt to ride away. He did not know what
staying powers Wild Cat might possess.

Up and over! Up and over! At every jump Firebrace
gathered himself together and crossed the hurdles easily, e
had plenty of wind still—that was certain; and it made Bob
hopeful. Another mile was left behind, and Bob began to
tremble with excitement. Away in the distance the black
acres of human heads once more became evident. He was
nearing the winning-post, and Firebrace still had some powers
in reserve,

Thump! Thump! Thump!

Wild Cat was ({ra.\viup; up. For the first time Bob gave
Tirebrace the spur, and the racer jumped forward as if stung.
He dashed away, the thud of hoofs behind still beating loudly.
Bob crouched up on the saddle, the wind whistling with a
new, shrill shrick, the jump ahead rising clearly into view as
Firebrace rushed, snorting, towards it.
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_One gecond to steady the horse, to grip his rvibs move
tightly, to change his feet for the take off, one touch of the
spurs, a strong shout of encouragement, a hard hold on the
reins to prevent him from swerving, and Firebrace rose like a
deer, grunting with the effort, and crossed over the jump. A
wild, tattered figure arose from the ditch on the far side, a
reckless hand clutched the racer’s hind hoof, a man was hurled
awny‘ on his face, and Bob and Wircbrace crashed to the
sward,

The lad rolled over and over; sparks flew before his eyes.
He heard a distant, muffled shout ; Le saw the wide nostrils of
Wild Cat on the far side of the jump. He lay against the
grass tightly, stricken with a sudden terror, as the nobla
animal hurtled through the air; he felt a shock that shook
the ground. For one instant he was covered by a pall. Then
light came forth again, and he was unhurt still, and Wild Cat
bounded in front.

He tried to rise; but time was not given him. A powerful
arm gripped him in the middle, and he was lifted on high
as if he was a child and landed on the back of Firchrace.
Haines was there—yes, surely he was !—holding the racer by
the bridle.

Bob, half stunned, instinctively clung to his saddle.

He saw
a strong face, a tall figure, a hand ulﬁiftml.

A cane whistled

‘through the air, and fell on the steeplechaser’s quarters, and

the vibrant voice of Hamshaw thundered in his ears:

‘“Ride like the dickens! Get home anyhow !”

Firebrace was off like a rocket, the reins hanging on hig
neck, Bob, sick and dazed, clinging lke a m(uﬁmy to the
saddle. A hundred yards wild galloping, a tremendous jump,
which the noble animal cleared without hint or touch, a
heavy bump to his rider as he landed, and Bob was in the
straight and on the heels of Wild Cat.

‘“A race! A racel”

The lad heard the yell, and once again consciousness came
back clearly., He saw all, knew all, remembered all. Clutche«
ing the rems, straightening himself out, with the stirrups
dangling on either side, raising the whip, which he had
gripped even in his fall, he rode a finish like one demented.

Inch by inch, foot by foot, he drew up on Wild Cat. For
five seconds they raced level, straining every muscle, then
Firebrace shot forward, There was an unearthly yell that
sent a shiver down Bob’s spine; he saw the stands, saw a
white box, saw redeoats gathered in a cluster, heard his
name bawled out trumphantly, flashed past rows upon rows of
wildly-gleaming faces, took the jump at the far end of the
straight again, and passed once more from pandemonium
into peace

That steadied him. e knew the race was over, and he
could think. He turned Firebrace round, and rode back
slowly to hear whether he had won or lost.

The course was black with an ever-increasing throng. Men
surged from stands and enclosures and from the O}wn plain,
in one great fellowship of sport and comradeship, down
towards tﬁm lad as he walked his panting horse back to the
winning-post again. They crowded on, waving their hats,
cheering  deliriously, all carvied away with enthusiasm for
the jockey who, having lost the race through bad luck, won
it again by sheer nerve and cowrage. They swept around
Firebrace and yelled themselves hoarse with delight.

In trimmph Bob guided his heaving mount into the paddock
and up to the weighing-room. Haines had seized the horse’s
bridle, and now he held him whilst the lad loosened the
girths.

“Then T won?” Bob askeds

*“ Rather !”

The lad grinned. !

“1 don’t remember much about it,  Who was it who flung
me on to Firebrace again?”

“Captain Hamshaw.”

“Lucky you were both there, siv. What's happened to the
scoundrel who brought us down "

“We lugged him along till I met Captain Lascelles. T
wanted to go on and lead Firebrace in, so he said he’d take
charge of the villain. The ruffian will get hard labour for his
cowardly triek.” .

Bob looked curiously at Haines.

“ What’s up.?” the latter demanded,

“Oh, nothing, sir; only—" s ¢

Lascelles pushed his way forward and gripped Haines by
the arm,

“T'm awfully sorry, old chap, but that ruffian has bolted !’
he began hurriedly. “I was looking round for a policeman,
when suddenly he twisted himself out of my grasp, and dis-
appeared in the mob—got swallowed up, m fact. But we
know his appearance, and before long——" E

“Thought so,” Bob murmured, as he stepped into the
weighing-room. “You're his accomplice, you cur, and yoy
had precious good réason for helping him to escape !”
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“All right!” 3

The clerk of the scales passed his verdiot., Bob’s weight was
correct, and he stepped out into the paddock again the winner
of the Irish Grand National.

Renewed cheering burst forth. The Viceroy stepped forward
and congratulated him heartily, and for some seconds the lad’s
hand was grus}pod in turn as vigorously as if it was a
pump-handle.  Buf, whilst he npdded his thanks, he had no
oyes for his admirers, for his gaze was concentrated on
Lascelles, who had gone white to the lips when Rirebrace had
been officially adjudged the winner of the race, and the
rascally captain realised that all was lost.

In Camp and on Manceuvres,

Pob veturned to Dublin with his chums, resolved forthwith
to frack out and expose the foul conspiracy against his life,
which some instinctive feeling warned him had been instigated
by Lascelles. Had it not beon for Dent and Hosty, as he had
hinted to Haines, he would have been drowned for certain
when the ruffians at Chapelizod had flung him into the Liffey.
In the nick of timo the two soldiers had perceived him, and,
plunging after him, they had dragged him back to safety;
but they had not succeeded in capturing his assailants. The
scoundrels had fled on their approach, leaving Firebrace,
whm:]x they Lad been decoying away, behind them safe and
sound,

But no_sooner had the lad returned to barracks than he
becamo aware that for some time, at least, his investigations
would have to be postponed, The order for the yearly
manceuvres had gone forth, and the Die Ilards were to
proceed the next day to the sceno of the encampment,

All at once was bustlo and exciternent, When an infantry
battalion goes under canvas there is much to be done, but the
labour thus involved is as nothing compared to the work
wecessitated by the movement of a cavalry regiment. Forago
for the - horses, all the equipment, saddlery, and stable
paraphernalia for six hundred troopers, provision for the
proper care of the animals themselves, together with the food
supplies for tho men, the tents, the mess utensils, the officers’
Tuggage, all combined to make up an herculean undertaking—
usuelly, too, et short notice—which taxes to the full the
resources and capabilities of the regiment,

But the life is a change from barrack routine, and as such
is. heartily welcomed, The journey to the camping-ground,
through fresh scenery and country surroundings, the pleasant
nights spent en ronte when billeted out at the various villages,
the movement and stir, the relaxation from daily discipline,
all go far to keep the troops in high fettle, provided the
weather holds fine, And as the Die Hards vode ont of Dublin
and shaped their course for the plains of Kildare a bright sun,
tempered by a refreshing breeze, seemed to promise a long
spell of sottled weather.  All were in the best of spirits, and
in the keenness of the new life Bob forgot for the time the
grave thoughts which had been uppermost in his mind.

Two days they were on the road—days which brought to
light the deficiencies of the regiment in the way that
astonished all who so far had had no experience of servico
conditions,

To the amazement of the troopers, their horses in several
cases began to suffer from sore backs, girthgals, and lameness.
Those troopers who hitherto had been most highly commonded
dfor the care they gave their chargers now fell into disrepute,
and wondered dismally what had befallen them. The farriers
and saddlers had their hands full, and Hamshaw and a couple
of other senior officers gave practical and surprising instruc-
tion at all odd moments when they got the chance.

Bob, with several others, learned for the first time that
{olling in the saddle, resting the hand on the butt of tho
carbine, or using short stirrups, innocent as theso practices
scemed, were apt to lame a horse badly, and so destroy the
soldier’s efficiency. It was in a chastened spirit, and with
the knowledge that they had yet much to Fonrn. that the
gallant Die Hards rode into camp and settled down to their
training.

Two other cavalty regiments were on the ground, together
with a couple of machine-gunsg, a company of the Ordnance
Storo Department, and o field hospital, making in all a cavalry
brigade, the colonel of the Die Hards acting as brigadier-
general and early on the morning after theiv arrival the whole
cimp bogan its course of drill. The work was fatiguing, the
hours of duty long, the various manceuvres perplexing, and
what with machine-gun and carbine. practise, outpost duty,
sontry-go, and stablo sentry, Bob found that his time was
{ully ‘ocoupied whilst daylight lasted, and that barrack life was
¢hild's play to the sterner lessons in the field. ¢

But if tho work was lgrd, the life had its corresponding
vocompenses, In that wide strotoh of (:,?untty_hc.alt.h and
Jdrearty appetites came with each gust of tho invigorating
brecze. No day was too short, no duty too wearisome %o
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prevent the troopers fromm enjoying sonie sport during the
odd half-hours of relaxation. At night-time, when the camp-
firos blazed brightly, impromptu concerts arose from every
quarter; at fixed intervals there were races, competitions,
and organised vocal and dramatic entertainments. The free
life in the open air created merriment and good fellowship,
and jokes and laughter rang throughout the camp from
roveille to tattoo.

“Two Troops of D Squadron Die Hards have been detailed
for practice in outpost duty. The force will parade at six
o’clock to-morrow morning in full marching order, and a day's
vations is to be served out, The destination will be made
known at starting to the commander.” :

So ran the order, and, therefore, as the day broke the
following morning, the trumpet rang forth the command to
boot and saddle, and the troopers rode out to the parade-
ground and formed up. Captain Dyball was in command,
with IHaines as his lieutenant, and, having made a caveful
inspection to see that horse-blanket, corn-sack, = noseby;"
ammunition and emergency ration, and -all the other items m
oach of the troopers’ heavy equipment were complete, Dyball
formed his command and rode out of the camp.

When olear of the lines he broke the seal and opened the
onvelope containing his instructions. Ile and Haines had »
hurried consultation, then an advanced guard and flankees
were thrown out, and the half-squadron shaped its course for
the Dublin mountains.

For several hours the troopors jogged steadily ahead,
pausing for a fow minutes after the first fow miles to tighten
girths and inspect the horseshoes, and it was drawing towards
noon when at last they reached their destination, and halted
at the foot of the mountains, The chargers were handed over
to the reserve, and the guard and flankers were posted as
tomporary vedettes. Then a patrol was sent to anove across
the front.

Manceuvres are mimic warfare, and a half-squadron often
represents o full brigade. Consequently Dyball had a long
chain of ground to cover, as if in advance of a large army, and
facing one equally formidable. It behoved him, therefore, to
ugo single instend of double vedeites, and to post his men ab
wide intervals. e took up his position, therefore, in the
contre, and whilst Haines marched his men to the right
Sergeant Baxter took command of the picquets on the left.
Tho sentries were posted about a hundred yards apart, and all
tho other available men were told:off into three reliefs of
dismounted sentry and patrols. Bob was told off under Baxter
and marched off to his post. Baxter left his men, one at a
time, strotching out in a circle at the foot of the mountains,
until Bob was the last trooper remaining to go on duty. The
sergeant walked with tho lad to the farthest post, and on the
way he gave him instructions.

“Somo blokes think as this is all play-acting, Iall; but
I've been on active service, an’ I know the difi. If a chap
doesn’t train his hearing and eyesight at work like this he’s
not of much use when he's at the real thing,” the soldierly
sergeant began. “ Now, sce here! We've been sent to this
spot to take part in a manceuvre of which we know nothing;
that's always the way. It's not hard to plan out what the
idea i3, though. We're the advance guard of an army, you
can take that from me. Another lot of chaps, unbeknownst
to us, have left the camping-ground, and they're making a
wide detour to comoe down facing ns as the enomy; that’s
about the game. It’s our business to stop 'em, If they slip
through we're disgraced, and we'll get it hot swhen ‘'we get
back to the lines, Do you follow 2"

“ Rather !’

“ Well, P’ve brought you here as the last post on the
chain, "cos I feel I can trust you. Don’t let "em through, and,
above all, don’t let ’em get away round you on the far 8ide
where there’s no other sentry. They’'ll try that, like as not.
If you see 'om coming, fire off your carbine. Give us plenty
of notice, 80 as the reliefs can get here in time to be of
use, You've got to dio at your post like a hero,”” Baxter
added, with a grin; * so don’t eat your rations too quick, and,
for goodness’ sake, keep your eyes skinned. Dyball is sure
to remember the man as heads off the blessed onemy !

Baxtor tramped back the way he had come, and Bob was
loft standing at duty. It was pleasant to get away for a tine
from the noise and bustle of the camp, pleasant to be alone,
gazing out on the beautiful scenery, inhaling the mountain
air, a free man for the nonce—free to think, with nothing
around him but the blue mountains and the heather, and the
groen fialds rolling back to the sea, and the horses and cattle
dotted over the. plain. He looked around aund drank in the
strong, pure air; then he took his bearings, and accustomed
his eyes to gazing at long distances.

e set himself cortain landmarks in the distance, and made
sure at the start that they were stationary. Boulders were

-gtrewn about in profusion, and there was plenty of cover for

““THE PENNY PO:ULAR"

“CHUCKLES,”
Every Friday. éﬂ.

‘hursdav. Every nturcfay,



Every Wednesday.

fntelligent. troeps coming stealthily ‘along with the wish to
rush him or slip past unseen.

“lose at hand was a small ruin, a mud cabin probably,
once the home of a cottager, but now deserted, with the small
pateh of ground around the dwelling covered with weeds and
tangles, Bob wished that he had been posted there; it
would be difficult to see anyone who dragged himself along
the ground and concealed himself behind the crumbling walls,

He lay down, the better to hide himgelf, stretched out
luxuriantly on the bracken, and gazing keenly ahead as ho
rested on one elbow. A seagull, erying eerily on its way back
to the sea, soared over his head, flapping its wings feverishly.
Else all wag silence. and Bob, contented with himself and with
appetite gharpened by his ride, drew forth his rations and
began to munch them. They tasted a trifle bitter, at which
he grumbled, but the pangs of hunger were on him, and,
under the circumstances, he was not over-fastidious. He
devoured his sandwiches ravenously, and wished he had more.

Somehow, after a while his hunger left him. He lay quietly
gazing ahead, a delicious feeling of comfort stéaling over him.
The soft wind fanned his face, the shrubs around rustled
melodiously, the insects droned, the birds twitted, and the
purple heather nodded encouragingly. IHis thoughts wandered
away; he forgot where he was, only recalising that his sur-
foundings were pleasant, and slowly and without knowledgo
of the cause ho sank off into a peaceful sleep. IHis head
slipped from his hand, and he lay motionless, drawing his
breath evenly and quietly. He had committed an unpardon-
able military offence, for which he fully deserved punishment
if thero was not some exceptional explanation. [n his case
there was, though; the lad had heen treacherously drugged !

Checkmated !

T'rom out of the ruined cottage two sinister-looking ruffians
crept cautionsly and approached the sleeping lad.

For o full five minutes they lay behind him, then one lifted
a large stone and hurled it against a rock close by where he
::I.\_n(-.

.Hul) did not stir, so the scoundrel, with a quick gesture to
his confederate, stepped boldly forward and lifted the lad by
the shoulders, 'J'l.u_' other seized his legs, and between them
they bore him swiftly away. Inside the ruined walls were a
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horse and cart, and, lifting Bob on to the hoard and covering
him with sacking, they mounted the dray and drove swiftly
away. They had kidnapped a soldier of the King 1

An hour passed, and then down the face of the meuntain
came a dozen khaki forms, stealing silently along. They
moved slowly, dodging behind boulders. At last they
veached the ruin, and, chuckling heartily, they entered. One
waved a flag towards the mountain’s summit, and two seore
more soldiers angwered the signal by moving forward rapidly.
Two others lying in the ruin lit their pipes and began {o
laugh.

““We'vo fooled ’em! Won't Dyball be mad ?'’ onoe trooper
grinned. “ And the joke is, too, that they’re our own crowd.”

“ PThat’s what I'm chuckling at, Dent,”’ another soldicr
assented.  “Dyball’s command has been outmanceuvred. by
the other ‘half ‘of his own squadron. Did you mind how the
Light Bobs wanted to be sent skirmishing? Pm glad they
weren't allowed, for it would have gone bad with us all if

) . )
they’d caught the Die Hards napping. We'd never have
heard the end of it.,”

“True for you, Hosty, my son. That don’t matter, when
it’'s a sort of family business between men of the same
yegiment.  Still-~ha, ha, ha!—T wonder who?s the bloke
who’s to blame ? Hge'll catch it hot.”

Other soldiers now came running at the double into the ruin.
Licutenant Groves, his face flushed with excitement, leading
them by several yards.

“ (et ready, you men!” he cried in a tense voice, ““1'm
going to round up the lot. Follow me. We'll work behind
and cut ’em off from the main body, which they are supposcd
to be guarding.”’

Silently and cagerly the soldiers dashed after the subaltern,

who made a wide ‘detour so as to escape detection. Dent,”

however, paused for a moment, for something lving in the
ruin had caught his eye.  He stooped and picked up the
object, uttering an exclamation of astonishment as he re-
cognised o silver locket.  Then he cast an anxious glaneo
around, Cart-tracks were in the soft mud, and the hlurred
footprints of large boots. e noted thig, and followed with
his eye the fresh tracks the dray had made as it had been
driven away. There was no. time for further investigation,
though; so, shoving the locket into his tunic pocket, he broke
into a run after his comrades.

Captain Dyball—lying on the ground, smoking a cigarette,
and wishing the hour had como when, according to his in
structions, he was to take his command back to camp—was
suddenly startled by the approach of quick footsteps, Beforo
he could rise an athletic figure bounded though the bracken,
panting and laughing, flung itself full on his chest, and velled
with delight.

“ Dyball, you old ass, you're my prisoner!" the youn
shouted glecfully, ** Give us a cigarette and look happy,
you can !

For answer the gallant captain huyled his captor to one
side, and jumped, flushed and startled, to Lis fect.

“That you, Groves? What monkey tricks are you up to
now ?"’  ho eried, “Why ain’t you with yowr men?
Why—"

“My men are here. They're standing between you and
your reargunard. We've outflanked you. No humbug 17?2

Groves flung himself on the heather, and Dyball, ghaving
around, saw the second half of D Squadron grinning at his
discomfiture. Behind them two squadrons of the Light Bobs
were forming up, and they had actually wained o machine-
gun in his divection. He bit his lip till the blood eame; but,
like the good soldier he was, he managed hefore loig to
master his wrath and humiliation, and he grinned, but none
too cheerfully.

“ (heckmate "

e nodded his head gloomily as he spoke, and then le
furned to take a look at the mountains.

“ Which way did you come? Yes, you'll find some grub
in that haversack, You can have the lot, for 'my 108
hungry.”

“We came down' the mountain by the left there. Forgive
a suggestion, old chap, but I think you ought to haye thrown
your picquets farther out.”” - Groves’s mouth was full, and his
voice was muffled. < We'd a clear view before us, and we
made for an old tumbledown shanty. If you’d had a man
anywhere_there we couldn’t have got through, for farther on
the road was impassable.”

“PBut I had that very spot watched ecarefully !’ Dyhall
growled in perplexity. ‘T purposely sent more’n half my
men in that direction. Baxter! Where's that fool of @
sorgeant? i, there, Baxter, work’s over for the day!
We've been outwitted, so call the men in, and let ‘em xeso
before we start on the march.”

if
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For Next Wednesday-—
“THE SECRET OF THE TOWER!"
By Martin Clifford.

An immensely exciting adveunture, such as seldom falls to
the lot of the junjors of St, Jim’s, is described in next week’s
magnificent talo of Tom Merry & Co.  Arthur Aungustus
' Arvey suddenly finds himszelf in elover, for his counsin, Cap-
tain Cleveland, while recovering from a glight wound, rents
an historic manston known as the Towers, and invites o party

of youthful guests to attend the ceremony of *“house-
warming.”' Then things begin to lmvpon. The gallant
young officer suddenly disappears, and the search that ensues

18 positively dramatio in its developruent ; buf the quick-witted
Jnuiors procoed to thrash the mysterions affair out to the
bottom, and greet indeed is the gatisfaction and relief when

“THE SECRET OF THE TOWER"

:
is a scoret no longer.,

THE EARLY BIRD.

I fecl pretty certain that “ Gem ™ readers are not, as’a
whole, glackers.  Nevertheless, there may yet be a few who
are not accustomed to tumbling out of bed until the day is
well advanced; and it is to these few that T would chat for a
while on the subject of early vising.

Of course, il one gets up early in the morning one must go
to bed corvespondingly early at night, and miss a good deal
of fun, Then, again, it is possible to get up too early. An
old writer says, “ Sleep until yon are done.” 1t is not a very
nice expression, heing somewhat suggestive of cooking ;- but
you ean see what the dear old fellow means. A great many
of us are too prone to turn night into day, and day into
night. ; "

Boys on the short side who write to me and ask how to
grow tatler should get up as early as possible in the morning

-with the millk, in fact. One never enjoys the feeling of
ono’s existence so completely as on a fine morning At least,
this has been my experience, alihough iy early morning
peregrinations aro confined to a somewhat bleak garden in
the suburbs,

[te who negleets the carly hours wastes the youth of life,
th you want to get fit, if you want to wmake body and brain
bhard and strong and keen, you must thrive on the steong,
fresh aiv of the carly wmorning.

[ suggest to those of my readevs who feel that they ave
vobt gebting the best out of themselves, that they aro not so
high in class as they ought to be, that they are not carning
ihe salary that they might earn, that they are doing none
too well at footer—to all of these I say: “Rise early !”

A NORWOOD CHUM'S ENTERPRISE.

A welkconducted *“ Gem and Magnet  League is some-
thing which even a harassed and hard-worked Editor may
onthuse over; and I know my reader-chums will excuse mo
for devoting the space set apart for my Weekly Chat o a
brief account of one of these orgamsations with whom
“ Loyalty " is a watchword.

Some time ago o keen CGemite, hailing from West Norwood
«Mpr. William Pike-—took upon himself the task of forming
a Leaguo; and his efforts in this direction have already been
arowned with suctess; for he set to work at the outset with an
enthusiasm which does him great eredit, and which I love
1o seo,

It has been my pleasure to have a personal insight into the
workings of my chum’s League, and it is a very fine concern
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indeed, holding high promise for the future. There are ten
members at present, and Mr. Pike assures mo that he has
voom for fen more; so 1 have no doubt that twenty loyal
Gemites will soon be banded together for the goed of the
cause,

My suburban chum sgems undismayed by the strenuous
programme which lies befare him; for he has not only
established his League, but an official organ thercol in the
form of a monthly magazine. It would be ketter from all
points of view, therefore, for the ten Gemites required to
complete the League to be possessed of literary ability, in
order that Mr. Pike may be well supported in his duties as an
amatewe Kditor.

It need not bo necessary for these ten members to live in
Norwood. Applications may be sent in from any part of the
British Lsles, and Irish readers should make a special note of
this fact,

All applications relating to the League or the magazing
should be addressed to:

THE PRESIDENT,
GEM AND MAGNET CLUB,
127, Kaights LLill,

West Norwood, 8.10,
and in ecach case a stamped addressed envelope should be
enclosed for reply.

The youthful president and his co-members have my
sincerest wishes for success in their undertaking., [ am very
proud to include Mr. Pike’s name in the roll of loyal
CGoemites; for it is to the generous help and good influence of
fellows such as he that this popular little journal owes a
large share of its great and unparalleled success,

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

Gertie and Rennie (Povtsmouth).-—You may have noticed
that the juniors of the Second and Third Forms were ex-
cluded from the St. Jim's Jingles; but your request may
be granted at a later date. Very best wishes.

Jack Lockitt (Crewe).—A story of Tom Merry & Co. has
already appearved in threepenny-book form. Talbot, as you
have doubtless seen, returned to St. Jim's a short time
ago.  “Tom Merry’s Weekly ™ is the official organ of the
Shell.  With regard to the books you require, I regret that
our “ Back Numbers” Column has long since heen elosed,
and I am therefore unable to help you.

W. Wall (St, Helens).—You are cevtamly correct. Watiy

Wynn, although a terrific gormandiser, is beliind Buntm'}g N
& @

this vespect. Wynn's weight is 12st.

Miss Calgary (Calgary).—Your
alroady under consideration.
efforts along for criticism.
letter.

“Smile” (Swindon).—There is no scholar named Harris
at St. Jim's. The Christian name of both Redfern and Man-
ners is Harry, Glad to hear the ““ Gem " continues to flourish
in your popular Wiltshire town. Best wishes.

“Two-Yearer” (Hounslow).-~Many thanks for your letier.
Juck Finn has not left St. Jim’s. Lowther’s Christian name
is Montague. I am sorry I ecamnot supply you with No. 241,
as it is out of print, and therofore unobtainable.

J. W, H. (Blyth).—Kildare's Christian name is Eric, and his
age is seventeen,

“Old Reader”’ (Cambuslang).—Tho best way to learn book-
keeping other than by attending classes is by studying from
a good book on the subject. You should write to Messrs.
Glaisher & Co., of 32, Charing Cross Road, W.C., who can
supply you with one.

excellont  suggestion is
Send your amateur artistio
Many thanks for your weleome

THE EDITOR.
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A Cash Prize for Every Contributor to this Page. .

'WeeKly P

A GOOD BITE,

“The worst winter L. remember. was  when  we  were
csieged,” said the battle-scarred veteran. < We nnly had
Bno bite a day for two weeks, and that was horseflesh.”

& L pemember,” returned Wig tramp companion, *‘living
Hor a month on one bite, and that was out of my own leg.”
£ You old cannibal ! Do you expeet me to, believe that 7
#oared the old soeldier.

ST’y quite troe, believe e or not,” remarked the framp.
* A dog took a bite out of my leg, and the compensation
ptme hike a lovd for o month.”-—Sent in by IHarry Watson,
Bt. Mary Cray.

TP FOR TAT.
Jones was o very enthusiastio golfers and one day he was
onplaining  bitterly to his. friend Simith about the bad
fanners of some-of the club members.
E “Look at Brown, for instance!” he said. “The ass
jctually crossed my tee just as T owas going ~to (rive,
WV hat would you have done if you had been in my place 77

Wl said Smith, “seeing that he -crossed your tee,
should have ddotted his cye.'—Sent in by T, Witier,
Averpool. ;
* WHAT HE WANTED.

" The young Fellow approached the bookstall, and asked :
“Can you let me have a copy of the Gem for a week
acke 2" 2

SCortainly 17 said the bookstall clerk.,  “ But don’t you

think it would bo botter to tey a porous plaster ™ :
£ Aud that is how he lost a customoer,—Sent in by Miss P,
Ballyn, Newport Pagnell, Bucks.

ANY END.
Arvchibald:  “ Father, which end of a dog is the "West

Pa: Y Don’t be silly, my lad! A dog has no West Knd.”
Avchibald: **'Yes, it has. It says in the paper that o man
hot a dog in the West End.”—Sent in by Geo. Kendall,
Morley, near Loeds.

SIMPLE ARULIIMETIC.
Gallagher  wished to be woighed,
as to tho capability of the machime.
at’'ll T do, Mike?" she asked her husbadd.  “'The
nly goes up to one hundieed and fifty pounds, “and
) hundred ifOi'm-an ounce !

@llogchor voplied :
on twice, Beidgot, and add up the totals.”
sutladge, Coxhoe, 8.0, '

Murs,
doubts

but had

grave

Ser o

BEFORE MEAT.
cheir was instructing the class on the subject of

. Tom,” she said, “tell me what your father says
Y morning before breakfast.”

Tom stood up and said:

“My father says, ‘Go steady on the bacon, kids!
g one-and-twopence  a pound I' M—Sent  in by 11,
Newpart, Mo,

It's
Iraneis,

page.

Ij5e Pa

LOOK OUT FOR YOUR WINNING STORYETTE.

MONEY PRIZES OFEFERED.

Readers arc.invited to send ON. A POSTCARD Storyettes or Short Interesting Paragraphs for Lhis
For every contribution used the sender will receive a Money Prize,

ALL POSTCARDS MUST BE ADDRESSED—The Editor, “The Gem" Library, Gough House,
Gough Square, Fleet Street, London, E.C.

THIS OFFER 1S OPEN TO READERS IN ALL PARTS OF THE

o correspordence can be entercd into with regard to this competition, and all contributions enclosed in letteis, or sent in other.
! wise than on posteqrds, will be disregarded.

NOT AVAILABLE.

. Two ladies were veburning home from the opera * Cavmen *?
m a tramear.  Whilst the conducior was collecting  their
fares, one lady remarked to her companion:

“ Oh, T dp love * Cavmen * 1

The conductor, overhearing the remark, said to the lady :

“T'm overy sorry to disappoint you, miss, but 'm married
already.”—Sent in by H. A. Ferguson, Lgremont.

HOT STURIE!

A West Indian negro explained to his overseer what hap-
pened before the war in the following words:

*Jess befo’ do war, sah, de Kaizah he sent a bag ob rvige
to King George, and he tell him: ‘ King George, 'so got
as many soldiers as dere s rvice in dis bag.’ And l\'int.;
George he sent de Kaisah a bottle ob peppercorns, an’ ‘e
tell him: * I'so got as many soldiers as deve is peppers in
dis bottle, but jess yo© bite one and sce how yo' like him "

Sent in by George Read, Saltaive, Bradford,

A WEIGIITY MATTER.

Two anglers were drawing the long bow longer and longer.
Said one:

1 caught a large trout once. It weighed nearly nine
pounds, 1 had a very stiff steagele with if, and had almoss
got 16 to the bank, when it broke my line, and got cloan
wway.

" How did you know how much it weighed if it got away 7’
asked the other. * ;

“Why—cr—I saw the seales on its back, you know.”-=
Scni in by 'W. L Bowers, Leicester.

NOT HIS AFFAIR

Mrs. Smith was vepeatedly reminding her meek and mild
husband that she owned the furniture, that the house was
hey property, and so on, and so on, until the unfortinate
My, Smith thought it was time ho did something desperate,

One night. Mrs. Smith woke, to hear strange noises down-
stairs.  Digging her husband in the pibs, she said:
John, get up! Thero are burglars in the house !

SR inquived My, S, dreamily.

“ Buorglars!  DPownstairs 7 whispered Mys, Smith excitedly.

“ Burglavs 7 muwrmured the oppressed one, as he. turned
over, Wel, T don’t mind. 1 don’t own anything.” — Sout
in by W. Blackwell, Grantham, Lines,

DISTANGUISHID.,

Billy Broughtan onee stopped ab a swoll hotel in Scotland,
and on looking through' the visitors™ book, he saw that nearly
all the names had some Tetters written after thém, such a8
M. Dz 3P, 'R.A. .

Not wishing to be left in the shade, he wrote his own name
as follows: “Billy Broughton, B.B.B.13.B.B.B.B.”

“What ever does this nican?” yoared the hotel proprictor,
swhen be saw it. I8 it a0 joke?”

¢ Oh, no!” replied Billy proudly. 16 means ¢ Best
Blooming Bugle Blower Belonging to Burnley Brass Band,! ?

Sent in by . Jones, Pontardulais, 8. Wales.

WORLD,
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“THE FlGHTlNG FOURTH !

A M.xgm!‘u.m Long, Complete Tale of Bchool Liie,
By JOHN GBENHZLL

“FIGHTER AND FOOTBALLER !" :

A Grand Complete Story of & Boy's dtruggle for
Fame and Fortune,
By ARTHUR 5. HARDY.

No, 20f.
“ ORDERS UNDER SEAL!"
A Splendid Complete SBtory of Thrilling Adventure,
By LEWIS CARLTON,

Just Out, Buy To-day ?

"READ THE CRAND COMPLETE TALES
OF TOM MERRY & C0. IN =

=== ON SALE EVERY FRIDAY
THROUCHOUT THE KINCD.M! |




