A Myagnificent New, Long, Complete Tale of School Life at St. ’s.

POOR OLD GUSSY'S PREDICAMENT!

(An amusing scene in our magnificent, long complete school tale.) .
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old way, you have been wasting money.
In the new way—the ““ Koalorex * way—
you can reduce your bills by one-half.
“ Koalorex  has such a wonderful effect
Lon coal that a fire made up with fuel
treated by “ Koalorex * will last twice as
long, give out increased heat, burn more
brightly, and leave lessash. Thus science
has achieved another triumph aver nature.

SIMPLE AND CLEARLY TO US&

The ““ Koalorex ” process is simplicity
itself. Tt is usual to treat the coal as it
lays in the cellars, but ladies need not
hesitate to treat a secuttfeful in the
daintiest room. No mess will be made
and not a finger need he soiledd.  The only]|
difference will be noticed in the fact that
a fire will only need making up once where
in the past it has taken two or even three
malkings up in a day.

‘KOALOREX' CAN BE USED A BIT AT
A TIME AND WILL RETAIN ITS
PROPERTIES INDEFINITEZLY.

Any quantities of coal can be treated at
& time. No matter whether you use
# ewt. or a ton a week, you will still halve
your coal bill and save money every week.

COAL AT A SHILLING A T@N.

By treating a ton of eoal with a shilling
box of ‘“ Koalorex ” sufficient is done to
double the life of the coal. That is to
say, that the ton of coat will now equal
two tons, and yow will have thus obtained
the extra ton of coal at the cost of onc
shilling only. This is uwe exaggeration,

more economieal.

This demonstrates
haw *‘ Koglorex”
makes & scuttle of
coal go tuicecasfar.

coal-saver,

effects of * Koalorex ™

Astonishing Invention which makes One Ton of Goal Equal ¥
YOUR OPPORTUNITY TO SAVE POUNDS IN HOUSEKEEP.NG.

If you have been, burning coal in theland we have hundreds of festimonials|2. “KOALOREX” converts
showing that ¢ Kealorex> has given
universal satisfaetion wherever used.

tions, and the like, where cconomy in
tfuelling is allimportant, it is easy to sece.
BEWARE OF IMIVATIONS.
Naturally such a sensational invention
is bound to be followed by scores of
spurious imitations,

press upon the public the necessity for
insisting upon KOALOREX, the pioneer
Here are just a few of the extraordinary

and of all qualities) and coke : .
1. " KOALOREX" controls the combustion of coal.

‘wo
\ .
-~ burning coal
coke into @ glowing
of incandesecnee.

3. banishes wasteful snioke and

TREATS C€CJAL, SLACHK, OR COKE - flame and ashes.
FQUALLY WELL. 3 9 prevents dust and dirt and]
Not enly can “Koalorex ” be used in = Wf}j?:’ ;?&“c‘:}‘:ln ;I‘lllr’fl'n‘h‘h
the treatment of coal, but it can be used = anthracite, or smokeles
with equal success on slack or ecoke. A coal. e ]
mixed fire can therefore he made even/” ” do:gl:ittshtnhgi%f{ l?il??ﬁ’ ]
How advantageous|z, 3 malkes ong cwt. or one tom
must “ Koalorex ” be for use in factories, of coal last as long as tw
schoolrooms, hospitals, kitehens, institu- . = cwts. or two tons.

enables you to use up evers
particle of the * slack
and *“ dust "—found eves
im best coak.

1/- ONLY. WHY PAY MORE.
When you think of buying a coal savs
think only of  Koalorex “—the piond
oal-Saver. It is Detter to send a shillic®
now rather than confuse it with some
thing else which will enly disappoint.
Send only s, (with 2d. towards postags
and packing) for One-Fon-of€oal Tris
Box of ““ KoarorEex,” ar Three Boxes
28. 9d., Six for Fs. 3d. earriage paid,
KOALOREX C0., 2, Byron Kou
81, Flect Street, London. E.C.

AGENTS * CANVASSERS
3 ?Eﬂ N ALL DISTRICTS

IVIFORTANT NOTI E.
‘‘KOALOREX '’ was formerly sold by us as ' COAT
ORE,” but owing to imitations we have registered
title *“ KOALOREX '’ as a trade mark ; any substs
now sold as COAL-ORE is a spurious and worthless i
tation. Seethat yougetthe genuine' KOALOREX
boxes bearing the address : Byron House, Pleet &
Londen, E.C.

We therefore im.

on eoal (large and sniall

REAL GOLD SHELL RINGS

eved to inbroduce
gnet—No. K104 1t .
La No. R140, Wedding;: No.
R145, Dress-Set Spavkling Stones; =
No. Ridd, Buckle; all' 1/- each, post
3 snaranteed towear well, having
Real Gold on Solid Me
hole in pieee of
tight I

3 or

Catalogue of
ete, Sgtisfactionor
PAIN'S PRESENTS
HOQUSE, DEPT. 33E, HASTINGS.

ARE YOU NERVQUS?

If you are nervous or sensitive, suffer from involun-
tary blushing, nervous indigestion, constipation, lack
of self-confidence, will power; or mind concentration,
I can tell you how to change your whele mental out.
look. By my Treatment you ean quickly acquirs
strong nerves and mina concentration whish will give
you absolute seif-confiderice. No drugs, apphances,
or belts. Send at ence 3 penny stamps for partieniars
of my guaranteed cure in 12 days. — GODFRY
Fxrror-Smren, 472, Iwmperial Buildings, Ludgate

€ivens, London.
The ‘“LORD ROBERTS*
TARGET PISTOL.

Beautifully plated and finished. May be carried in the
pocket. Trains the eye and cultivates the judgment
Range 100 yards: Targets 9d. per 100. Noiseless Ball
Cartridges, 1/~ per 100. Shot, 1/6 per 100. Send forlist.
CROWN GUN WORKS, 6, Whittal! Street, BIRMINGHAM,

VENTRILOQUIST'S Double Throat; fits roof of mouth ;
astonishes and mystifies; sing like a canary, whine like a
puppy, and imitate birds and beasts.  Ventriloquism
Treatise free. Sixpence each, four for 1s.—T. W. HARRISON
{Dept. 6), 239, Pentonville Road, London, N.

s Ni:EZ i NG POW D E R. smeczing. Causes sereams of

laughter. @ne large 1/- package and twe other wonderful iaughable
Novelties 7d. (P.0.)~IDEAL COMPANY, CLEVEDOX. =
57 Joke Tricks, 67 Puzzles, 60 Games, 12

1 oo GGNJUR’NG TR'GKS‘ Lave-Letters, 42) Jokes, 10 Magic Pranks,

52 Money-making Secrets (worth £20) and 1001 raere stupendous Attractions, Td.P.O. the
lot.—HUGIES & Co., Statlon Road, Harborne, Binaivamas. Sneczing Pawder, 6d. Pkt

hi erial
BF Yo u W ANT g_c%ighaap Photographic Mat

eras, send posteard for Sampies
and Catalogue FREE. -Works! JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL.

Blown about sets everybody

30 DAYS’ FREE TRIAL,

Packed Free. Carriage Paid. No deposit required,

WMEAD Goventry Flyers
AN Warranted 15 Years, Puncture Resisting or Dunlop
i\ “Fyres, Brooks' Saddles, Coasters, Speed Gears, &

FROM 10/~ MONTHLY

1 3 Promgt delivery. Neadvancein prices.
§ Write to-day for Art Catalogue and Special Ofew

’ MEA F} CYOLE I‘.“;T;tm. 921
ARE YOU SHORT?

11 Paradise St, Liverpool.
If so, let me help you to increase your height.
Mr. Briges reports-an. increase of 5 inches; Mr.
Hay 23 inches; Miss Davies 33 inches; Mr. Lin-
don 3 inches; Mr. Heclk 3 inches; Miss Leedell
4 inches, My system reguires onfy( ten minutes
morning and evening, and greatly improves the
health; physique, and carriage. No appliances
or drugs. Send three penny stamps for further
particulars and my £100 Guarantee, — ARTHUR
GIRVAN, Specialist in the Increase of Height,
Dept. A.M.P., 17, Stroud Green Rd., London, N.

NEW STORY BOOKS OUT ON FRIBA.

3 NEW ADDITIONS TO THE “BOS
FRIEND” 3d. COMPLETE LIBRARY

No. 316, “THE CITY OF FLAME!"”
A Grand Tale of Adventure. By ALEC C. PEARSON
No. 317. “THE SPORTS PROMOTER!

A Magnificent Tale of the Boxing Ring. By ANDREW @

Neo. 318. . “TRUE BLUE!"”

A Breezy Tale of the King’s Navee. By DAVID OO
OUT ON FRIDAY.

ASK FOR “ THE BOYS' FRIEND " 3> COMPLETE LI

INSIST ON HAVING IT!
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GUSSY AND THE GIRL!

A Magnificent New, Long, Complete School Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St. Jim’s,

By

MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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f“Gweat Scott!” Arthur Augustus jumped up as dMr, Harker flourvished the big whip, There was a erash as
the whip caught the clock and hurled it into the fender, (See Chapter 14.)

£3 USSY I”
] “Wats 1”
“ But 44

P

CHAPTER 1. He was seated at the table in Study No. 6 in the
A Surprise for Arthur Auvgustus! . Hchool House, with a pen in his hand, of which he was

chewing the holder occasionally, apparently -as an aid
to thought. ’ ;
A half-written Tetter lay before him, and scemingly

“Pway wun away, Tom Mewwy. I am the Honourable Arthur Augustus found it difficult to

wathah wowwied !”
“Yes. But *

gat on with the letter,
There was ink upon his fingers, and there was a smuidga

“Weally, deah boy, T wepeat that T am wowwied, and  of it on his avistocratic nose, and several spots upon his

I wish you would wun away!

b

usually immaculate shirt-cufts.

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, the most elegant junier in Tn his noble brow there was a deep wrinkle.
thie Fourth Form at St. Jim’s, looked worried. Tom Merry grinned as he looked in at the study

Next Wednosdayr:
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doorway. Arthur Augustus’ noble face was decidedly
worried. .

But Tom Merry did not run away as re unested.

“I am sowwy to appeah gwufi, deah oy,” Arthur
Auguspus explained. “But I at witin’ a vewy difficult
lettah, It is to my patah, yon know.”

“Yes, But i

“ My patah has not Leen playin’ the game. I ask you,
Tom Mewwy, as a sencible chap, whethah T am wespon-

gible for that widiculous old Kaisah goin’ off his wockuh?”

“ Certainly mot; it rime in the Hohenzollern family,”
gaid Tom. *But—"

“ Therefore, it is uttahly absurd-for my patah to tell
me that owin’ to the war he 15 unable to accede to my
wepeated wequests for wemittances,” said® D’Arey
warmly, “It is weally unjust to wegard my wequests
as wepeated. It is neahly a fortnight since the governah
gent me a fivah. Now I have witten to him thwee times,
and nothin’ is forthcomin’—mothin' at all. I am gein’
to wite him a vewy stiff lettah!”

“@Good! But—"

“ How you keep on intewwuptin’ a chap, Tom Mewwy !
T am in wathah a difficult posish. You see, I waut to
pub it vewy plainly to my patah. At the same time, I
wish,to avoid appweachin’ anythin’ like diswespect.
Diswespect fwom a chap to his fathal is howwid had
form.”

“ Awful ¥ gaid Tom. “But—"

“ 7 want to make it stwong, but not too stwong. Above
all, I want to make sure of the fivah. You may be awah
that a new stores has opened in Wayland, and there are
a lot-of things there I wequire. I am, in fact, goin’ to
make some vewy extensive purchases. They ™ have a
special department devoted to things for sendin’ out to
the Tommies, Now, undah the cires, it is a time for my
governah  to sema me some extwah fivahs, mot to
dock my.old allowance, Don't you think so?”

- “Of course. But——" 4

" %8 I want to word this lettah vewy carefully, and
it bweaks the thwead of my weflections when a dnftah
comes in and intewwupts me. I have persuaded Blake
and Hewwies and Dig to leave me the studay to myself
for a Bit. Pway wun away’ and play, Tom Mewwy.
Excuse me, you kuow.” :

“Fathead !” roared Tom Merry.
you—" =

“Pway don’t tell me anythin’ at pwesent, deah boy.
T have fo devote all my attention to this wowwyin’
lettah,”

“ A parcel’s come for you i

““Nevah mind that now.”

“I’s from Blankley’s in Wayland,”

“Yaag; all wight.”

“The porter wants to see you.”

“ Wats 1~

“ And wants the money, fathead !”

“Qh, deah, what a feahful hothah!”

“The porter’s waiting in the passage with the parcel,
and won't part with it without the tin.”

“What a weally wotten portah., Tell him to ge and
eat coke!” o T

“Ha, ha, hal? : i

“What are you cacklin’ at, Tom Mewwy? I uttahly
fail to see anythin’ to cackle at. I wegard the portah
fwom Blankley’s as an impertinent fellah. Is he there?>

‘*Ha, ha! Yes!” ¢

“Portah " called out Arthur Augustus, without rising
- from his seat, or looking round. “Pway leave that
parcel. I cannot wowwy with it now. I wegard youasa

. wowwyin’' ass, portah !”

“ oz “Iam sorry, siri” said a soft voice:
* Arthur Augustus jumped. He left his chair with &
bound, and simply spun round.

Tom Merry, in the passage, was laughing like & byena.
In the doorway stoed the porter from Blaunkley's,

But it was not a “he.”

A girl, in a very pretty uniform, with a pretty porter's
::P on her fair hair, stocd there, half Smiling at the
: ounded Arthur Augustus.

~ . D’Arey’s jaw dropped.

"~ Y“Bai Jove!” he said faintly.
Tnnﬁ Gex Lieranz.—No. 404.
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“Ha, ka, hia!” roared Tom Merry.

“Pway stop that widiculous cacklin’y Tom Mewwys
Pway come in, deah gal—I meaa miss. ~ Vewy kind of you
to give me a look in, I am suah.” :

The girl extended a small parcel towards Arthur
Augustus, who blinked at it. .

{TPwo-and-sixpence to pay, please I’

“Gweat Scott!”

“Tt's the porter from Blankley's, Fou duffer!” shouted
Tom Merry.

“Bai Jove! Are—are
ejaculated Arthur Augustus.

“Yes, gir.”

“(Gweab Scott! I—I was not awah that Blankley’s had
young lady portahes,” said Arthuar Augustus.

“Tt is owing to the war, siv. I am the porter. Two-
and-sixpence to pay on this parcel, please !”

“Vewy good! I—I twust you will excuse my wathah
hasty wemark,” said Arthur Augustus, with a erimson
face. “I—I thought—I mean I did net know it was a
lady portah. Pway excuse mai”

“Cortainly, sir!  Two-and-sixpence

“ Yoas—yaag, certainly!” Arthur Augustus ran his
hands through his pockets. The girl from Blankley’s

you the portah, miss??

t

was smiling, perhaps at Arthnr Augustus’ evident con- .

fusion, and perhaps at the inky smudge on his moble
nose.  “ Two-and-six—that—that’s half-a-cwown, isn’tit?
Vewy good. Heah you ave!”

Arthur Augustus took the parcel, and in his confusior
let it alip from his fingers. There was a crash.

“Bai Jove, it’s bwoken!” ejaculated Arthur Aungustus.
“\What wotten luck! It was a mnew vase for the studay
mantelpiece, you know. Howevah, it does not mattal
What is that, please?”

The girl from Blankley’s was holding out a elip of
paper.

“Your receipt, sir,”

“Oh, I see!”

Arthur Augustus took the receipt, and glanced af

. Printed on the slip were the words, “ Porter’s sigﬁﬁturé_}”--
und following them came the pencilled name, “ D Fane.” =

Evidently D. Fane was the name of the charming«
looking porter from Blankley’s. ) g

“What a pwetty name!” said Arthur Augustus.

“ (tood-afternoon, sir!”

“Pway wait a moment!” Arthur Aungustus had often
remarked that he was an awfully deep fellow, but never
had he been so awfully deep as he was at this moment.
“This is your name—what?’

“Yes; the receipt has to he signed by the porter de-
livering the goods, sir.”

“Yaas; but ought not the name to be signed in fulls”
asked Arthur Augustus cunningly.

The girl from Blaukley’s looked a little surprised.

o 1 youlprefer it, certainly, sir.”

“Yaus, I should pwefer it.”

“Very well.”

The porter took the slip, and pencilled “ Dorothy ” ‘over
the initial, and handed it hack to Arthur Augustus.
Then she bade him good-afterncon, and left the study.
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy gazed at the slip in his hand
like a fellow in a trance. Tom Merry looked -at him
with a chuckle. ;

“\What a weally wippin’ name !’ said Arthur Augustus.
41 should like to have a sistah named Dowothy!” .

“Co hon !’ L ;

“ Awf'lly businesslike people, those Blankley’s,” said
D’Avey. “Wippin’ ideah, havin' gal portahs—what?”

“Tots of firme have, now their men are gone to the
war,” said Tom Merry. “Nothing surprising in that,
is there?”

“T wegard it as a wippin’, businesslike ideah. It wil}
islakEe t]g:eir customahs send them lots more ordahs.”

113 h;

“T wathah think that ordahs will go wollin’ in!”

“Ha, ha, hal” :

“That vase is bwoken,” said Arthur Augustus, gazing
at his wrecked parcel on the flcor. “I chall have
ordah a new one, of course. Bai Jove, I'd bettah wite
a postcard to Blankley’s at once.” - -
M“ What about your letter to your pater?’ asked Tom
Merry. .

“GHUCKLES,” 1D
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.« shall Iose the collection, the sillay ass!

g Augustus.
Wow " *

writing a

“about the fiver?

important?” grinned Tom.

“Not vewy. must get that posteard to Blankley's
witten and posted for the collection. Bai Jove, what
has that ass Blake done with the posteards ?’_’ exc1a1n_1ed
Arthur Augustus, turning the study desk out hastily.
' Oh, dear!
Have you got a postcard

‘Where is there a postcard?

“about you, Tom Mewwy?”

But Tom Merry did not reply; he limped away, doubled
up with merriment. He left Arthur Augustus wildly
searching the study for a posteard, npon which to indite
his new order for Blankley's. Apparently he found one,
for five minutes later he was seen careering across the
quadrangle to the letter-box, and he breathed a deep
sigh of relief when he found that he had caught the
collection,

e

CHAPTER 2,
Drastic Measures!

No. 6, ruddy from footer practice. They were
They looked

: BLAKE and Herries and Digby came into Study

hungry, too—hungry as hunters.
: expressively at the table. As their noble study-
mate had been indoors there was no reason whatever

e sy he shouldn’t have had tea ready. But there was

no sign of tea in the study.
Arthur Augustus was seated at the table, chewing the
handle - of his pen. He did not
.gven seem to Gee his chums enter
or to hear them,
- There was a far-away expression
1  face, and his eyes had a
dreamy look. Blake woke
p; so to speak, with a tre-
dous thimp on the shoulder.
‘Yowooh! ‘reared Arthur
“You uttah !

ass .

“You shouldn’t go to sleep

letter,” said " Blake

“THE GEM” LIBRARY.
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“You uttah ass!”
" “What was it?” asked Herries, who had not seen the
ines.
“Poetry !” said Blake.
It goes like this.”
“Dwy up, Blake!”
“Rats! Why shouldn’t Herries and Dig hear it?
You can't have too much of a good thing,” said Blake,
“It goes like this, as near as I remember:

“ Gussy’s perpetrating poetry.

“* Like hammers used by hlacksmith's men,

Her feet are number nine or ten,
Her voice is like the squeaky tone
Of some old wheezy gramophone!" ”

“You ultah -ass!” shouted Arthur Augustus wrath-
fully. “You have got it all weng!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” )

“I wegard vou as a wotten boundah, Blake!
jokes ave in vewy bad taste.
vewy bad taste indeed !"

“Go hon! What about tea?®”
uncrushed.

“I don't want any tea.” .

“Well, I do!” said Blake cheerfully. “ What is there
in the cupboard, Dig? Haven't you done the shopping;:
CGrugsy 2" : . e

“I forget all about the shoppin’!”

“ Off your rocker:?” asked Dig. *

“Pway don’t be widiculows, Dig! T wefuse to
' absurd questions. 7
fact, to continue this
with yew duffabs at all!

Arthur Augustus walked out of.
the ‘study with his nose high ia
the air. o T

His chums looked at one another
in astonishment. : :

“What on earth's. the matte
with him?” asked Herries. :
- Blake shook 'his head

Soma
That wotten joke is in

asked Blake, quite -

fallen in love again!”

chidingly.  “Besides, it’s high
‘time ‘you finished that letfer to.
your pater.” 3 _

“I am mnot witin’ to my pater,
you fathead!” said Arthur Aungus-
tus, rubbing his shoulder.

v “Finished it?"
‘:’ No. I had forgotten all about

it.

“Forgotten it!" said Blake, in surprise. “What

You were going to screw a fiver out

of him with that letter.” |, 4
2 +%0h, wats!” g

~“The study’s short of funds,” said Blake seriously.
“It’s time Lord Epstwood played up, you know. “Tain’t
playing the game to leave this study in the lurch. But
what the dickens were you mooning over if it's not the
letter to your pater?”

“50h, wats!” i

Blake glanced at the sheet of impot paper Arthur
Angustus had been scribbling on. His eves grew round
with astonishment as he read: ;

© “Like fairy dew upon the grasses,
Her feet are lizhtsome as she passes.
Her voice is like the mellow tone
Of sweetest flutes by fairies blown!”

_ Jack Blake stared at that poetical effort blankly.
Arthur Augustus left off rubbing his shoulder, made a
eudden jump to the table, and caught up the paper.
His face was crimson t

““What the merry thunder does that mean?’ ejaculated
Blake. - i

“ Weally, Blake—"

#Is that about Cousin Ethels”

# Certainly not !”

#Or Mary the housemaid?”

CNEXT
WEDNESDAY ;

é“'
Gut on November 15th.

Order at once. BGigantic
Bemand Certain. '

“SKIMPOLE'S WINDFALL!”

e BT !

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“Lemme see; it’s a whole term
since he was in love last time,”
said Blake thoughtfully. “I sup-
pose it’s due again. So near as L
rememher, Cousin Ethel was the
first, thea there was the Head's
\ niece, then the vicar's daughter,

then the girl in the emporium, and

I think one or two others that I've
forgotten, I helieve he generally breaks into poeetry
when he’s in love. Tt's the usual thing, you know. Bub
who the deuce can it be this time?” A

“Give it up!” yawned Herries. “Let’s have tea.”

Study No. 6 had tea, but Arthur Augustus did not
return, Apparently he was “off his feed.”
remarked that he had been just like that last time. Tt
wits-nothing new, A 1

After tea the chums of ‘Study No. 6 went to look for
Arthur Augustus. They did not find him'in the School
House, and they inquired for him. .The Terrible Three of
the Shell—Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther—ivere
chuckling together in the doorway, apparently over some
good joke, and Blake & Co. bore down on them, '

“Been Ghussy?” he asked.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, what’s the cackle about?” demanded Blake.
“Oh, we've seen "him!” grinned Monty Lowthes:
He's walking under the elms now, with a far-away look:
in his eyes. 1 recommend a strait-jacket!”

“So you've moticed it?” prinied Blalke.

“What-ho!” said Tom Merry, with a chuckle. “I was
there when it happened. Love at first sight, you know,
same as they do in the novels and the newspaper serials.”

“Love at first sight!” said Blake, “It can’t be Miss
Marie then; he’s seen her lots of times. It ean’t be the
new cook, surely?” :

“Haj; ha, ha! No. It's the girl from Blankley’s.”

“ The which?” ' ' ; i

€

; ; : Tat Gen Liprary.—=No, 4047
A Magnificent New, Long, Complete School Tale.af =
: Wom Merry & Co, By MARTIN CLIFEORD, S

oo . ad, R . R |
' Blessed if I know, unless he's

But Blake - =



19

"4 THE BEST 30 LIBRARY D%~ THE “BOVS' FRIEND” 30 LIBRARY. *9L

“They have women porters at Blankley's uow, ‘since
the war, and they come to deliver the goods,” chuckled
Tom. ‘‘You should haveé seen Gussy—fairly floored.
Kunocked all in a heap. You should have spotted him
finding out her mame; he's as acep as a well. And he's
sent off another order to Blanklev's, so that the charmer
will come again to-morrow.”

“0Oh, my hat!” said Dig.

“This has got to be stopped,” sai
“Why, ouwr study will be chipped no end, with Guesy
playing the giddy ox like this. Come on, you chaps, and
we'll talk to him straight!”

Blake and Herries and Dighy wmarched out into the
guadrangle, leaving the Terrible Three grinning.

They found -Arthur Augustus pacing to and fro in a
solitary spot under the old elms.  His lips were moving,
as if he were murmuring.to himself. Every now and
then he paused and gazed up at the sky. ‘

Blake ‘brought. him down to earth again with a slap
ot the back,; which elicited a wild yell from the swell
of St Jim’s. . i

“Ow! You wuff ass! Ow!” .

Blake shook his forefinger at him.

- “You've got to chuck it. Gussy " he said severely.
242 ¥ Chuck what, you duffah?” : 4 -

“You've been mashed before, and we've horne Wi—'i:l} b
We're not going to -

gail Blake. “But there’s a limit,
allow you to trifle with the affections of that girl from
Blankley’s!” A

#lertainly mot,” said Dig so]e:ﬁin-ly. S Tm surprized

at-you, Gussy. Talk about Lothario!™ ==
“We shall forbid the banis!” added Herries.
Arthur Augustus turned crimson. S -
“T wefuse to listen to youwr wibald wemarks!” he'said
kotly. *Pyay mind your own bizney !

- *This is our bizney,” said Blake warmly. * We're not
going to have a gay dog breaking hearfs in our study.
We're going to eure you before it's gone too. far, - Love
is Tike a cold in the heéad;nit canbe cured Hitaken in
hand ‘i time.” Wihat you need is plenty of exercise.
Mooning-about under treesis the very-worst—thing for
it—only inakes it worse. me on !’

“Iawefuse to come on. Pway leave me.”

“A good sprint reund the quad is what you need.
Take his-other arm, Herries,” said Blake, gripping Arthur
Augustus by one arm. )

“What-ho!” said Herries, possessing himself of Gussy’s
other arm. .

“Welease nie, you wottahs!” shrieked Arthur Augustns.

“You come behind, Dig. When he lags, help him with
your bhoot.”

“(ertainly,” said Dig; “I'll de anything to Lelp Gussy
out of a scrape like this. It's for your own good, Gussy.”

“T insist upon bein’ weleased ! shrieked Arthur
hugustus, struggling in the grasp of his over-zealous

ehinms,
“ Not till you have fallen out of love again,” said Blake
firmly, “This -way!™ p

“Oh, you wottahs Ow!”

Arthur Augustns simply had to go. Struggling vainly,
he was rushed off in the grasp of his chums. Dighy,
bringing up the rear, mobly did his part, letting out
with a heavy boot whenever the swell of St. Jim’s
attempted to slow down.

“Ow—ow! You wottahs! Gwoooh! Oh, deah!”

Right round the wide quadrangle went the chums of
Study No. 6 at a great speed. As they completed the
civenit of the quad, Blake paused.

“Cured?” he panted.

4 “Wow! You wottah!

“Come on, then!”

“T wefuse—— Yow-ow!”

Round the quad they went again, running hard. TLoud
yells of laughter greeted them on all sides, The sight of
Arthur Augustus struggling and wriggling in the grasp
of Blake and Herries, while Dighy helped him from
behind, scemed to strike the St. Jim’s fellows as funny.

As they passed the door of the School House a sceond
time Arthur Augustus made o terrific effort, and wrenched
himself away, and holted into the house like a Tabbib
into a burrow.

“ Afber him !” shricked Blake. .

Wow I”

S Man Minar T enn iy NA- ANA

said Blake re.-sult‘ite]y. 3

The trio rushed in pursuit, = = = i
Arthur Augustus bolted up the stairs e rushed into’
Talbot of the Shell, who was coming down, and floored
him: he collided with Levison of the Fourth on the land-
ing, and'sent him spinning. In the Fourth-Form passage .
he cannoned into Reilly and Xerruish, who ivere coming |
away from their study, and they crashed into the wall. |
Arthur Aungustus did not heed. IIe did not even pause
te ask whether they were hurt. Perhaps he knew they @~
were. He holted on to Study No. 6, rushed in, and |
slammed the door and locked it. : :
Then he sank into the armchair gasping. ]
A few seconds later Blake and Herries and Dighy were |
Liammering at the door. They were joined there by
Levison and Kerruish and Reilly, breathing vengeance.
“ My hat, he’s locked the door!” shouted Blake, ex- !
asperated. “CGussy! Gussy! Fathead! Open the door!”
“ (o and eat coke, yon wottah !”
“Gure, I'll pulverise ye!” welled Reilly. “Open- the
dure, ye spalpeent” ; :
*Wats !” : ; 2k : ;
Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang! G : v o
But the door did not open. The voice of Kildare of the -
Sixth came booming up the stairs:
_“Stop that row, you young rascals!
come there with a caie?” . ;
= The attack en Study No. 6 censed. Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy was left in peace af last. About an hour later
Blake and Herries and Dig-looked into Tom Merry's
study, where the Terriblé Three were at work on their .
preparation. : .
“Room for little us?” asked Blake. “Cam you lend.
us some books, and let us do our prep here? ‘
out of our study.” P
“Ha, ha, ha!” : ; ;
“’Tain’t a laughing matter,” growled Bla
howling ass Gussy wou't let us in. . We've
scalp him. He won’t open the door. We're hom
The Terrible Three chuckled, and made room:for:
Tromeless Fourth-Formers. ’ e
When prep was over, Blake & Co, visited Study N i
again, The door was still locked. They hreathed dire
threats through the keyhole, and retived. But it was no
{;il_l bed-time that Arthur Augusius came forth from his °
Qir.

Do vou want me to -

CHAPTER 3,
Hard Hit,
Lo ALLO! Wherefore this thusness?®” f

H Monty Vowther asked the guestion. .

It was the following day, and lessons heing

: over, the juniors were thinking of footer

practice. The Tervible Three had called in at Study
No. 6 for Blake & Co.

dtudy No. 6 were all at home.

And they were all talking at once. Their voices could
he heard at a considerable distance along the Fourth- @
Form passage. . :

Blake was looking wrathy. Herries and Dig appeared :
decidedly exasperated. Arthur Augustus. wore an expres-
sion of lofty indignation and scorn. There appeared to be -
a rift in the Iute in Study No. 6. ‘ 5 ‘

Tom Merry waved his hand gently to the mutually - .
exasperated Fourth-Formers. <0

“Peace, my infants!” he said chidingly. : ]

“Let dogs delight to bark and bite,” said Manners
seriously. * As you are probably awave, it is their nature
te. Let bears and lions—" ‘

“0h, cheese it !” said Blake. 2

“ Growl and fight,” resumed Manners calmly; “they've -
nothing else to do. But fags like you should never let
your angry passions rise——" Al

“Dry-up, fathead!” ‘

«“Your: little fists were never meant to black each
other’s eyes !” concluded Manners, B !

“Weally, Mannahs + L

“ Besides, how can you be waxy when yon are permitted
to hehold the great Aligustus in all his glory !” said:-Monty
Lowther, looking with great adwiration at the swell of+
the Fourth, who was simply resplendeht, “Solomon in -
all Lis glory was never arrayed so nuttily as this.”
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One Peuny, ‘ 5

I am the porter.

l “Bai Jove! Are—are you the portah, miss?” ejaculated Arthur Augustus, ¢ Yes, sir,” *“Gweat Scott! I—I
was not awah_that Blankiey’s had young lady portahs,” said Avthur Augustus.
Two-and-sixpence to pay on this pareel, please,’

““It is owing to the war, sir.
(See Chapter 1.)

“*Ha, ha, hal’

, Arthur Augustus was indeed a thing of beauty and w
joy for ever. Never had his shirt-cuffs been so spotless,
his tie so elegantly tied, his trousers se beautifully
creased, his highly-coloured waistcoat so free from spot
or blemish. He presented a pictuve that was almost
dazzling to the eye.

Curionsly enough, it was that dazzling aspect of the
swell of St. Jim’s that exercised so irritating an effect
upon his studv-mates.

“Look at the ass!” exclaimed the exasperated Blake.
“He’s got his best bib and tucker on. Instead of coming
down to the footer Look at him.”

l haw:e no time for footah this aftahnoon, Blake.”

* Cousin Ethel coming?” asked Lowther innocently.

“ Cousin Ethel is not comin’, Lowthah.”

“Then why this glorious thusness?” -

"‘I pwesume that there is no harm in a fellah makin’
himself look decent?” said Arthur Augustus, with dignity.
“ As a mattah of fact, T am keepin’ up the weputation of
the studay by dwessin’ decently. ’I‘}1e=ae thwee wagged
wobing—-—-" :

“These what:” ejaculated Herries,

“Wagged wobins,” said D'Arey, “The knees of your
twonsahs, Hewwies, bag fwightfully, Dig's jacket looks
as if it had been used for polishing a slate. TLook at

NEXT
WEDNESDAY :

“SKIMPOLE'S WINDFALL!”

Blake’s necktie—just as if he had been twyin’ to hang
himself, and was stopped only just in time.’

“ Why, you—you—you—— stuttered Blake,

“One woell-dwessed fellah makes a studay look wespect-
able,” said Arvthur Augustus. e

“He’s gob his best bib and tucker on 'lgec,quse he'’s in
love!” roared Blake. “He's doing it again.”

“ Doing it again!” assented Dig. ;

“He's always doing it!” hooted Herries.

“ Weally, you wottahs—" : ]

“ We’ve stood it before, time and again, and we're fed
up ! continued Blake, My idea is, that Gussy has fallen
in love quite enough, and that he ought to give it a rest—
at least till the end of the foothall season.” .

“You uttah ass!” gasped Avthur Aungustus, growing
crimson to the tips of his ears. “I wefuse to allow you to
make such wibald jokes, Blalke.” :

“T'm not joking. I'm fed up. It's the girl from
Blankley's " growled Blake. “Gussy's been sending more
orders. He's got a dodge of sending orders every day, so
that he can interview the charmer regularly. We're not
standing it!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Tf you Shell houndahs have come heah to cackle—"

“We have!” roared Tom Merry. *““Ha, ha, ha!”

“And if he don’t chuck it, we're poing to rag him

Tae Gey Laprary,—No. 404,
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said Blake. “We're not going to have him getting
engaged—and perhaps married——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You feahful duffah——" )

. “It’s jolly near as bad as taking to drvink,” pursucd
the indignant Blake. “IIe can’t expect the study to stand
it! It’s too thick!”

“If you are askin’ for a feahful thwashin’, Blake ”

“You get into your football clobber at once, or you
‘will hear something drop !” said Blake.

“T wefuse to do anythin’ of the sort. I have no time for
footah now.”

“Do you know there's the Rookwood match soon?”

“I shall have no time to play in the Wookwood match.”

“Hark at him!” said Blake, with breathless wrath.
¥ Probably planning an elopement already—a midnight
bolt in one of Blankley’s vans—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You wibald ass! shrieked Arthur Augustus,
brandishing his knuckles under his chum’s nose. “If
¥ou uttah another word on that subject—"

“ Two-and-sixpence to pay, please I

The swell of St. Jim’s lowered his fist suddenly. The
i juniors all spun round towards the door. The graceful

re stood there. A parcel was held out, and the girl
from Blankley’s smiled demurely over it.
. Certainly, the girl from Blankley's looked very charm-
ing. Arthur Augustus might be excused if his in-
flammable heart had been touched once more. His face
Wwas _as red as a peony as he looked at Miss Dorothy.

“Yaas,” he stammered.

He gave his chums an expressive look. But they did
not eeem te understand it. They showed no sign of
elearing off. They stood their ground, and looked on.

~ Arthur Augustus teok the,parcel, and fumbled in his
pockets.

He had intended to have quite a pleasant little chat
with the girl from Blankley’s. But in the presence of
gix grinning juniors the pleasant little chat did- not

“geemn to be feasible. .

Arthur Augustus found a half-crown and handed it .

over, and the girl from Blankley’s gave him the receipt.

“Good-day, sir!”

“I suppose your
Arthur Augustus.

“Yes, sir.”

“Pewwaps you will allow me to see you as fah as the
van. The—the stairs are wathah dangewous,” stam-
mered Arthur Augustus.

And, without waiting for a reply, he accompanied
the girl from Blankley's down the passage.

The juniors in the passage looked at one another
expressively.

“Fairly hit!” grinned Monty Lewther.

“EKnocked into a cocked hat !’ chuckled Manners.

Blake breathed hard through his nose.

“And he's going to chuck up footer to ‘go mashing!”

he said wrathfully. “Well, I'm fed up! He’s going to
be stopped. Wait till he comes in!”
. But it was a long time before Arthur Augustus came
in. It seemed to take a considerable time to see the
ﬁn’l from Blankley’'s to her van. The juniors weut
ownstairs at last, and they were just in time to see
Arthur Augustus go inte the prefects’ rdom. In that
room was a telephone, which the juniors were sometimes
allowed to use.

“’Phoning, by gum!” said Blake.

The juniors looked into the prefects’ room. Arthur
Augustus 7as at the telephone, and he was speaking into
the receiver. :

“Is that Blankley's? Vewy good! Please send me
. somethin’ to-mowwow. Yaas, D'Arcy, School House, St.
Jim's.” What? Oh, yaas! Anythin’ will do—TI—I mean,
send me a -box of chozolates. Vawious pwices? O, yaas
—ten-and-six—yaas, ten-and-six will do. The aftah-
moon’s delivery—yaas. Thanks!”

-~ Arthur Augustus hung up the receiver. He turned
from the telephone to find his chums glaring at him.
_“Bo you've sent another order to Blankley’s!” yelled
Blake. i
“Yaﬂs."
THE GEu Lisrarv.—No. 404.

van is waitin’, miss,” ventured

* he did not change for footer. He eluded his exasperated

0
] SAWLE.H

“Ten-and-six for a box of ch
“Are you rolling in money? Ha

“The fivah has not come, Dig.” :

“How are you going to pay for the chocolates, then?”?
hooted Blake. %

“DBai Jove! I nevah thought of that.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Cerrible Three.

“ Weally, you fellahs s

“Oh, serag him!” said Blake. R

Fortunately for Arthur Augustus, Xildare and Darrel
strolled into the prefect’s room just then. Kildare
glanced at the juniors.

“You young rascals—ragging here!” he exclaimed.
“Be off1”

Arthur Augustus walked off in security.

> howled Dighy.
fiver comed”

Even then

chums, and sauntered away by himself. When he was
seen later, he was strolling aimlessly under the elms,
oceasionally glancing up at the sky, with a smile on his
face which Blake described asfidiotie. =
Tt was clear that the swell of St. Jim’s was hard hit.” ™
It was equally clear—to Blake & Co. at least—that
drastic measures were required. Study No. 6—with the
hearty co-operation of the Terrible Three—were pre-
pared to apply the necessavy drastic measures. i

CHAPTER 4.

Trial by Jury!
HAT evening it might have been seen, as a
novelist would say, that there was something
“on” in the School House. Arthur Augustus.
did not think of ohserving it. His thoughts:
were elsewhere. He was strolling in the quadrangle.
locking up at the moon, with a reckless disregard -
“prep” that was certain to get him inte trouble—47
his Torm-master in the morning. But what did Arthw
Augustus care just then for prep or Form-masters? Prep -
and Form-masters had vanished from his mind, whick . .. g
was filled with thoughts of sweeter things. il

But although Arthur Augustus never thought ~of 4
observing it, a great deal was going on in the School -
House. There was whispering and chuckling among the
juniors. DBlake and Herries and Dighy, Tom Merry and
Manners and Lowther, were the leading spirits.. But
Kangaroo and Dane and Glyn of the Shell, and Reilly
and Julian and Xerruish of the Fourth, joined the:
number of the whisperers and chucklers. And then -
Figgins & Co. came over from the New House. Figgins
and Kerr and Wynn seemed to enter into the plot, what-
ever it was, with great keenuess. Whispering and - -~
chuckling went on at a great rate,

After a time, the juniors might have been seen making
their way towards the woodshed aud collecting there.
Then Blake & Co. went to look for Arthur Augustus.

They found him under the elms. He was gazing at ™™
the moon, and the idiotic smile, as Blake described it,
was still upon his face. Doubtless the vision of the
girl from Blankley’s was floating before his mind.

Blake tapped his elegant chum on the shoulder. Arthur
Angustus came suddenly hack to earth, and blinked at
him. - AN

*“Come on!” said Blake.

“It is not bed-time yet, Blake.”

“(Come on!”

“ As for prep, I am leavin’ it for thisz evenin’.

“Come on!”’

“I do not want any suppah.”

“Come on!” roared Blake. ;

“Wats! T wefuse to do anythin® of the sort.””

_ “Collar him !” ik

Blake took one of Gussy’s arms and Herries took the
other. Arthur Augustus, in anticipation of being dribbled
round the quad again, struggled violently. 9

“Will you welease me, you wottahs? I—yow! ¢ :

The Fourth-Formers marched him off, still st_rugglmg.
Arthur Augustus was marched away to the woodshed, and
marched into it. Blake and Herries entered with him,
still holding his arms. Dig followed them in and closed
the door. . : ;

Arthur Augustus stared round him in astonishment.

- ez am
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o proceedin’s.

_and Dighy collared him at once.

tgeciled to read out the charge.

. Every Wednesdaye

The woodshed was crowded. e

fPwo or threo bike lanterns shed their light upon the
scene. © It was a striking scene. .

Upon a chairy perched npon a high bench, Tom Merry
pat, and forigome mysterious reason he had a large wig
on his head, $H8 property of the Junior Dramatic Society.
Manners, witlia large black coat on, ‘wwas geated by the
bench. Beforgithem, on soveral benches and boxes, there
were twelve jumiors sitting in rows—Figgins, err, Wynn,
Redfern, Julian, Kerruish, Reilly, Noble, Dane Glyn;
Talbot, and Gore. Monty Lowther had a separate seab,
and he also had a large wig on. Opposite him was
another chair with a wig lying on it. Blake took the
chair, and pub the wig on his head.

Dighy. and Herries picket up cricket-stumps-and stood”

guard ‘over Arthur Augustus. o

Thé-awell-%;’f St. Jim's surveved the extraordinary scene
in amazement. . :

Some of the juniors were
looking very solemn. Tom Meiry,
heads of all present, wore an expression
gravity. i

Arthur Augustus blinked at them, and jammed his
eyeglass into his eye, and blinked again.

«Fou utter asses—"' he began.

“gilence in court!” said Manuers, in a deep, booming
voice. Manners, apparently, was clerk of the cotrt.
Arthur Augustus realised that he was in a court of law.

“Y wegard this as an outwage, you duffahs !”

“Tf the prisoner persists in gpeaking out of order, he
will be committed for contempt of court 1” gaid Tom
Merry, from his perch on the elevated chair. Arthur
Augustus recognised the fact that the captain of the
Shell was a judge. 2

“Weally, '%‘om Mewwy

“QOrder!” said Manners.

emiling, but others were
perched above the
i of owllike

T wefuse to wemain here!”

Arthur Angustus made a breal for the door. Herries
Herries and Dig, it
Was plain, Were warders.

& Welcase me, you wottahs " shrieked Arthur Augustus.
“1 wefuse to take any part in these

%1f the prisomer is viclent, he must be put in irons,”
gaid the judge. “ Warders, do your duty!”’

. ¥ Yes, your lordship !” said Dig.

SClLink!” Clink! Clink! The irons were produced—an
ancient and very heavy set of disused fireirons, suffering
considerably from rust. Herries and Digby yanked
Arthurf Augustus’ hands together,
them and Enotted it, and tied it to the clinking fire-
irons.

“ You uttah wottahs!” said Avthur Augustus, in a voica
of anguish. “You are wubbin’ wust en my twousahs.”

- % QOrder!” boomed Mauners.

“Qh, deah! Oh, cwumbs!”

With an ancient and heavy poker, shovel and tongs
dangling to his wrists, the prisoner at the bar was quite
helpless. e sat down on a hox, his irons clinking away
merrily, and glared. '

“ (lerk of the court!” said Judge Merry.

“Yes, your washup,” said Manners,

“Read out the charge!” ’

“1 pwotest—"

“Gilence in court while the clerk reads out the charge

“ Oh, wats !”

Manners unfolded a sheet of impot paper, and pro-

; The court listened in
respeptful silence, and the only interruptions were the
indignant snorts from the prisoner at the bar.

“\Whereas the prisoner Arthur Augustus Adolphus
Gustavus D’Arey, of that ilk, is charged with playing
the -giddy ox, and giving up footer for the nefarious
purpose of mashing girly from Blankley’s, and whereas
it is considered that it is unpatriotic fo fall in love iun
war-time, and whereas the friends of the said Arthur

117

“_ @Gustavus are fed up with his fatheadedness generally,

“ Art,

the said Arthur Adolphus is hereby brought before the
ngh,) Coutt of the Woodshed, to be tried by twelve good
men and true, according to the Statute, Vie. 1., Cap. IL.,

: Div. IV., Part V., Appendix VI.”

III.

- NEXT
WEDNESDAY 3

widiculous:

looped a cord over .

“SKIMPOLE'S WINDFALL!”

One Penny, 7

# And if tho priscner shall be found guilty,” went on
the learned clerk, “he ghall be sentenced to be ragged
baldheaded, and displayed before the gaze of the girl
from Blankley’s in & disreputable state, according %o

“4he Act for the Defence of Study No. 6." =

“You uttah ass!”

“ Prisoner at the bar—"

“Wats !” : s g

*You tyill now be tried by jury,” said the clerk of the
court, with dignity, “and any contempt of conrt will
bs puiished by a rap on the napper with a cricket-stump.”

“athead! Yawooooh!” roared Arthur Augustus, as
a stump rapped upon his noble head. The warders were

.- doing their duty.

P

* Hewwies, you wottah! Dig, you beast

“gilenco!” thundered the judge. “Counsel for the
prosecution pile in—I mean get on with the washing-!”

Jack Blake jumped up. Arthur Augustus rubbed his
head and glared, and the counsel for the prosecution gob
on with the washing. :

CHAPTER 5,
Found Guilty!

&d ENTLEMEN:of the jury—"
é “ Heéar, hear!”

“Silence in court!” said Manuers. *Jury= -

imen don’t’cheer,  you asses! Jurymen Nave
d do-as the-judge tellgthem !” S

“ Ha; Hagha 1 1 Raliee SRS . :
“ @entlemen of the jury,” said Blake, “in all my career
at the bar I have seldom come upon so heinous a case

as this. Gentlemen, I beg you to look at the prisomer, =

I beg vou to note his sinister and slinking aspect——""
“Weally, Blake——" P 3
“ His ehifty eyes, his nefarious mauner of concealing
himself hehind an eyeglass, and his hangdeg look
generally. Gentlemen, the charge against this person
T4 of tho most/serious character. I shall eall witnesses-
to prove my statements. At a time when the football”
_season is fairly in swing, the prisoner at the bar has
deserted the playing fields, and ceased to urge the flying
ball, and for what? Geuntlemen, L repeat for what?  To
order. articles from a large stores in Warvland—articles
for which he has no use—in order that they may bo
delivered by a young lady porter——" E
“Dwy up, you beast!” ;
Rap!
“Yawooh! Ob, my nappah! Gwooogh!”
« Tnstead of attending footer practice, the prisoner ab
the har dresses himself in his Sunday clothes, and hangs
ahout like o slacker, waiting for the girl from Blankley's
to arrive with a parcel. During the intervals between the
deliveries from Blankley's the prisoner is absentminded,
irrvitable, capricious, neglectful of bis old pals, and a
worry generally. Gentlemen, if the rules of the court
allow me to call the prisoner’s record as evidence, I may
gay that this is by no means tho first offence.”
Monty Lowther, counsel for the defence, jumped up.
“The prisoner’s record cannot be called as evidence,”
he said. “ I appeal to his washup.”
The judge nodded solemnly.
“(Counsel for the prosecution is called to order,” he
said. . . i
“T bow to your lordship’s decision,” said Blake meekly.
« (entlomen of the jury, I have stated my case. T call
for a sentence of guilty upon the prisomer at the bar.
T rely upon your verdict, gentlemen, upon the well-
known good sense and honest judgment which has mads
“the jury system the glory of the civilised world.”
Blake sat down. .
“Temme see, what next?’ asked the judge.
“Ha, ha, ha!” .
“ (o it, Manners!” came a voice from the jury. “The
clerk of the court always Has to tell the judge whak
to do, you know.” ;
“(uilty or not guilty ¥ said the judge.
“That ought to lave come first,” said
a chuckle.
«gilence in court!” thundered the judge.
at the har, do you plead guilty or not guilty?"™
*Wats!”

.-

Tigghis; with
“ Prigoner
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“ Ag the prisoner refuses to plead, the trial will pro-
ceed,” said the judge. * And if the jury keep on cackling,
1 shall order the court to be cleared.”

¥ Will you welease me, you sillay asses?”

Rap!

_ “Wo-wow-wow !

Counsel for the defence got on his feet.

“Gentlemen of the jury, you have listened to the

elogquent speech of my learned brother. Gentlemen, I
am here to defend the prisoner at the bar. I am heve

““to say what little can he said in his favour.”

“Go it, Monty I”

“’Gentlemen, it must be admitted that the prisoner at
the bar has played the giddy ox. But is there no excuse
for him? It must be remembersd, gentlemen, that the
prisoner helongs to an ancient and aristocratic family,
and consequently cannot he expected to possess the
ordinary allowanee of brains. As the prisoner will, in
due course, take his seat in the House of Lords, brains
are not in the least essential to him, and would indeed
_be out of place.” Under the circumstances, T submit that

~if the prisoner has acted like an howling ass and a
burbling duffer, it is no more than -should be expected
of a scion of one of our oldest families.”

" Weally, Lowthah—>

““The defence, therefore, is that the prisoner, not being

in possession of the full faculties of an ordinary person,

is not responsible for his actions, and must be discharged
on the grounds of hopeless idiocy, or else be detained
during his Majesty’s pleasure.”

“ Ha, ha, hal” :

“You uttah wottah——"

Crack !

*“Yoooooop !

“ Gentlemen of the jury ”—it was the judge this time -

—"“you have heard. the speeches of the learned counsel
for the prosecution and the defence. You will now kindly
find the prisoner guilty.”
.“ Here, hold on!” exclaimﬁdl:fthe» foreman of the jury,
Figgins of the Fourth. ¢ We settle that for ourselves,
don’t we?” - . S
The judge frowned.
“ Certainly not! Juries have to do as they’re told.”
“ Then what the merry dickens is the use of a jury at
all?” demanded Figgins.
“None whatever. It's an ancient custom, that’s all,
which has survived for some reason not explained.”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Look here, we’re
otrsélves,”
wot guiltys”
“ Guilty 1” chorussed tho jury.
“Hold on!” said Talbot of the
haven’t called any witnesses.”
. “My hat!” said the clerk of the court, * Never mind,
it’s too late for witnesses now, Besides, it’s jolly near
bed-time.”
“ Guilty I shouted the jury.
“ Are you unanimous in this verdicts” asked the judge.
“Yes, rather!” .
“Good egg! Prisoner at the har, have you anything
to si-ﬂy why sentence should not be passed on you according
o law?”
“I wegard you as a sillay ass,
“That is not evidence.
“Ohy wats !
£ 'V_'e’i!y.well. Prisoner at the bar, after a fair trial
b‘efore twelve of your fellow-countrymen, in the High
Court of 'the Woodshed, you have been found guilty of
thiis serious charge. You are cuilty of neglecting footer,
and of.casting sheep’s eyes at {he girl from Blankley’s.”
“You impertinent heast " '
Crack! A -
“Oh, wow! You beast, Dig! Oh! Ow!”
| Bentence.will mnow be passed, ' Unless you imme-
dla‘;ely give your solemn promise, honest Injun, to fall
out of love immediately, and on the epot, and have
no further dealings with Blankley’s, you will be bumped
on the floor of the High Court of the Woodshed !
“You wuffian 1” '
“ And to-morrow, when the
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s re jolly well going to find our vcrdic;‘:
said Figgins. “Now, you chaps, guilty or

Shell, laughing. “You

Tom Mewwy !”
Have you anything——7

girl from Blankley's
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arrives, you will he displayed B2fore her eyes in a dige
Teputable state, which would shock any girl from any
Blankley’s. Take your choice

“Go and eat coke!”

“Warders, execute the sentence!”

“Hands off, you wottahs! Yawoooo

Clink! Clink! Clink! Bump!

“Yow-ow! Help! Gweat Scott!
Owp I”

The court broke up. Judge snd counzel and jury filed
out of the High Court of the Woedshed, chuckling.
Arthur Augustus was left sitting on the floor, roaring.
It took him abeut a guarter of an hourgko free himself
from his irons, and then he limped ot of the high.
court, dusty and dishevelled and furiow i j

Bump!
1 Gwoooogh!

CHAPTER 6.
Broken Friendship!
L OO0D-NIGHT, Gussy!” ? :
Tom Merry and Mannmers and Lowther =
spoke all together as they passed Arthur
- Augustus D"Arcy in the passage, on their

way to the Shell dormitory. e

Arthur Augustus did not respond. S

He extracted his eyeglads from his waisteoat-pocket, i
jammed it into his eye, and surveyed the Terrible Three
with a look of lofty scorn, Then he turned upon his heel.

“Cut dead!” cjaculated Monty Lowther,

“The cut direct!” gasped Manners.

“ Oh, Gussy !” gaid Tom Merry reproachfully. “Won’t
you speak to your old pals, after all they've dome for
on?” .
¥ Arthur Augustus looked round.

“1 wefuse to speak a word to you!” he said.

“ Not one little word?” sighed Monty Lowther. %

“Not a syllable!” said D’Arey fivmly. “I wegard. poui® -
as wank wottahs, and I have ewased your names fwom -
the list of my fwiends: You have acted vewy im-
pertinently upon a mattah that should be sacwed to
evewy pwopahly-constituted mind. I wegard you with, &

seorn !V i # ;
And the swell of St. Jim's stalked away lo his G
dormitory. = i

The. Terrible Three ecertainly ought to have heen . .
anshed. But they requiredw.a great deal of crushing.
They grinned cheerily as they walked on to the ,Shell
dormitory, where they made the interesting announce-
ment that Gussy was on the high horse—an announce-
ment that was received with many chuckles by the Shell,

Arthur  Augustus walked into the- Fourth-Form
dormitory with his noble nose very high in the air. e
was on his dignity, and when Arthur Augustus was on
his dignity he was a very dignified person indeed.

When the Fourth Form twrned in, Blake and Herrieg
and Digby spoke in a sort of chorus:

¥ Good-night, Gussy !”

No reply.

" Good-night, Gussy darling * called ¢ut Reilly.

Silence.

“Is it deaf ye are, Gussy:”

“I am not deaf, Weilly.” :

“Thep why don’t you say good-night?’ 4

“I wefuse to say good-night to you, Weilly, unless you
apologise for your beastlay, impertinent conduct!”, - -

“Howly mother av Moses!” '

“What about little us?” inguired Blake,

“T wefuse to speak to you, Blake! I no longah wegard.
you as a fwiend !” =

“ After all we've done for you:" exclaimed Blake.

Snort ! 3

Arthur Augustus had let the sun go down upon his
wrath.

The next morning the same chilling dignity was visible
in the aspect of the swell of St. Jim’s. ‘All his old
friends were cut dead.

Arthur Augustus walked in the quad in solitary state 4
until breakfast. At breakfast he was as silent as a _-
mummy. = =

Blake slipped hiz arm through Gussy’s as the Fourth
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- were going to their Form-room. Arthur Augustus dis-
engaged his arm very deliberately. i
8till going strong?” asked Blake’fszectlonately.
“T wefuse to speak to you, Blake! =
“You don’t want me to lend you ten-and-six to pay
for the chocolates when thdey come?” chuckled Blake.
& gus < .
; é;?g]iuf]'oﬁ:fqtiitu}faglhff)fgotten that! Howevah, I shall

'_'--_‘..Wefuse to howwow that sum of you, Blake!”

“Perhaps it’s just as well,” said Blake thoughtfully,
“as I've only got ninepence. But what are you going
to say to the girl from Blankley's?

“That is my bizney, Blake! ) .

- “Leave it to us,” suggested Blake. “If you like we'll
raise the tin to pay tfor the chocolates, and we’ll see
Dorothy for you.” )

“T wefuse to allow you to uttah that young lady’s
name in so familiar a mannah, Blake!” )

“Floored again!” said Blake. “However, we're going
to look after you.” )

Axthur Augustus looked a little apprehensive.

“If you play .any wotten twicks this aftahmoon,
Blake—" L2

“Don’t you remember the sentence of the court?
demanded Blake.

“'As I have dwopped your acquaintance, Blake, you
will pway not assume the wight to interfeah $with me in
any way.” =

Iy

‘But we haven’'t dropped yours,” explained Blake.
“You can throw over your old pals if you like, but we're
true as steel. We stick to you like glue; we stick to
our old pal like a German fleet to a canal!”

“ Weally, Blake—" 2k ’

“You rely on us,” said Blake cheerily. “When Miss
Thingummy comes to-day with the chocolates she is going
to have a surprise. TLeave it to us. We'll attend to the
whole bizney.’

& _ap - You uttah wottah!”

It was-time to get into the Formi-room, and “Arthur
Augustus had no opportunity of telling Blake what he
thought of him. '

During morning lessons Arthur Augustus might have
been observed to wear a worried look,

.~ Having dropped the acquaintanece of all his old chums,

on account of their extremely impertinent interference in
his affairs of the heart, he might naturally have expected
that they would go on their way, and leave him to rip, so
to speak.

Apparently they were going to do nothing of the sort.
Their friendship for him was unabated, and they were

__ going to show it in their own peculiar way.

Arthur Augustus looked forward to the afternoon with
apprehension.
_ Mr. Lathom, the master of the Fourth, had occasion
to rag the Honourable Arthur Augustus several times
that morning. In the first place, he had done no pre-
paration the previous eteming, and in the second place
his thoughts were wandering. He construed in a way

“=z-—that made Mr. Lathom open his eyes wide, and ecarned
-+ the unfortunate Gussy a hundred lines. ¢

Arthur Augustus was very glad that it was a half-
holiday that afternoon. He felt that he could mot put
his mind into lessons, he really couldn’t.

At dinner his noble brows were wrinkled, and he stole
several glances at his former chums. When he caught
Blake’s ‘eye, Blake nodded encouragingly.-'Ss did Dig
and Herries. Lvidently they were as friendly as ever,
in spite of Gussy’s icy réserve. Their devoted friendship
was not what Gussy wanted just then. He would rather
have béen without it. But apparently there was no
getting out, of it.

“You're playing this afterncon, Gussy?” said Tom

© Merry after dinner, tapping the swell of St. Jim’s oun
tlie shoulder in the most cordial way.

“I am not playin’, Tom Mewwy !”

‘But ‘it's a Form match, and you know what will

, happen to the Fourth if you're not there,” said Tom
seriously.

“They have bwought it upon themselves.” said Arthur
Augustus frigidly. I wefuse to play for the Fourth!”

When the footballers were ready, Blake looked for
Arthur Aungustus, He found him under the elms,
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scribbling upon a paper that was outspread on his knee.
D’Arey hastily thrust the paper into his pocket as
Blake came up.

“We're waiting for you,” said Blake.

“I wefuse to play, Blake!”

“Fathead! Come on!”

“Pway do not speak to me, Blake.

ou!” ;

“Loole here, Figgins is captaining the Fourth, and.if.
you stick out he will put in a New House chap !” shouted
Blake. AL

“That is quite indiffewent to me!” :

“You silly jabberwock 4

Arthur Augustus rose and walked away. Blake glared
after him, in two minds whether to collar him and yank
him forcibly away to the football-ground. But the
footballers were waiting, and Blake stamped away wrath-
fully. ;

“Isn’t he coming?” asked Dig.

Blake gave a snort.

“No; he's standing out—the ass! Let him wait tiil
six o’clock, and then we’ll give him a lesson !”

And the Torm match was played without the assist-’
ance of Arthur Aungustus D’Arcy. When it was finished,
and the players came off, Arthur Augustus did not even
inquire whether the Fourth or the Shell had won. He
seemed to have lost all interest in football. Blake and
Herries and Dighy found him in Study No. 6 when they
came in, -but he did not 160k at them or utter a word. _ =

“Well, ass?’” greeted Blake. : P

No reply.

““ The Shell have licked us!” growled Blalke.

Arthur Augustus smiled slightly.

“ What could you expect, Blake, undah the »ires?"

“Well, with so many New House bounders in the
Form team we hadn’t much chance, T suppose,’> said
Blake. ‘“ What have you got your best bib and tucker
on for?”

Arthur Augustus did not seem to hear.

Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther came in -at
tea-time. Arthur Augustus looked very restively at the
juniors.

“I twust you fellahs will leave me the studay to
myself about six,”” he remarked.

““No jolly fear!”” said Blake promptly.

“ Weally, Blake i -

“We're all going to be on the scene,” grinned Monty
Lowther. ‘

“Then I shall wetire fwom the studay,” said D’Arey,
with dignity.

Blake jumped up and put his back to the door.

““ That you jolly well won't!”’ he said. ““You're nob
going to waylay the girl from Blankley’s in the quad.
She’s coming up to the study, as usunal.”

““ Weally, Blake—"

“ Quarter to six,” said Tom Merry. °° Time to geb
ready. You've got your colour-box, Manners?”’

“ Yes, rather !”

“ We're ready for you, Gussy.”

Arthur Augustus made a jump for the deor. The
next moment half a dozen pairs of hands were grasping
him.

I decline to know

CHAPTER 7.
Great Preparations!

& OTTAHS I
“Collar him !I'*
““Wascals I"7

‘“ Hear, heax!”

* Welease me !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“0Oh, you feahful
‘Augustus, struggling desperately.
welease me at once = ;

“Hold his paws,” said Blake. “ Now, Gussy—
yarooooh !”  Blake broke off suddenly, as . -Avthur
Aungustus’ flying fists crashed upon him. - He caught one
with his eye and one with his nose. °Yarooooop! Oh,
my hat! Oh, my nose! Yooop!”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

13011uda§s!” p;nspéd Arthur
,1f you do  nob
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“ Collar him, can’t you, you cackling fatheads?”
shrieked Blake.

Arthur Augustus was putting up a fight like o second
edition of the celebrated Sergeant O’ Lealy Six juniors
were collaring him on all sides, hut the noble blood of
all the D’Arcies was up, and Gussy was bitting, ouh with
terrific vim,

There was a crash as he was borne to the ﬂour, with his
i’:ffectlonate chums clutehing him and spta,whug over

m -

“0Oh, my hat !’ gqqped Tom T\io:—!uy. - “ Keel
you ass

““ Welcasze me, you wottahs ['?

‘6 8it on his head !’

“ Yawoooooh ! 3

Arthur Augustus’ voice died ‘nvay in mum'bli g as
Herries sat on his head. Dig stood on‘ his 1egs, with -
direful results to the most elegant trouwsers: m the
Hchool House at St. Jim’s.

Blake nursed his nose with one hand and ca1essed his
éye with the other, and glared.

“The hlessed idiot!” he gasped. Wh'lt do -you

) mean by hitting at your old pals like that, you Jur-

bling jabberwoel ?*

“I do not wegard you as a pal,”’
sceents from underneath Herries.

i beast 177

*Bring a chair here I” said Tom Merry.  “ He's danger-
oug,” and he’ll have to be tied up, or the rrnl fromt
Blankley’s will be scared, you know.””.

*“Ha, ha, ba!”?

Lowther placed a chair in position. Arthur Azwu:tus
was yanked up and his arms were tied round the back of
the chair, and his feet bound together,

Then the juniors released him, and A
thits spréad-eagled, gasped and wugglod

“You awful wottahs!” he gasped. I shall give you
a feahful tlmt'lshm all wound for this.
beasts !>

“ Now, take it oahnly Gua»y,” umcd Tom Merry.
“It’s all for your own good, you know.”

"I wefuse to take it calmly I'2

“If you struggle and topp]e over you may be hurt,”
remarked Lowther.

Arthur Augustus vealised that, and he wriggied a
little less energetically, He could not get his hands or
feet loose. And—horror of horrors —Manners was
opening his colour-box and selecting a brush. And lt
was the hour of .the afterncon delivery from Blankley’
Almost at any moment now Miss Dowtln;' Fane nughf:
drop in with the box of chocolates—and she wounld
see him thus!

The juniors gathered round to watch Manners’ artistic
operations. Blake was still dabbing at his injured nose.

““A nice sky-blue,” suggested Lowther. ‘‘Say sky-
blue for the cheeks and scarlet for the forehead. That
will make an effective contrast.”

“Good I”’ assented Manners.

“0Oh, you wottahs! If you touch me with that
bwush, Mannahs—gwooogh !**

“ Better keep your mouth shut,” suggested Manners.
“T don't want to waste the paint. Paint costs money !

“ Gerrrrrrg 1

“I told you so! Do keep your mouth shut, old chap.”

Arthur Augustus closed his mouth—with a daub of
paint in it—and looked daggers. Manners worked
rapidly, like a finished artist. The cheeks of the Honour-
able Arthur Augustus were soon as blue as an Italian
sumnier sky. His forehead was as ved as the coat of a
soldier of other days.

There was a chorus of approval from the juniors.
effect struck them as completely satisfactory.

" “ Now, what about his ears?”’ said Manners thought-
ully.

“S(I?rleen * suggested Lowther.

“Yes, a mce aptls'tm green,’”’ said Blalke.

“ Green it is,”’ said Mannem, and be procecded. With
blue cheeks, scarlet forehead, and green ears, Arthur

uiet,

ﬂied

came in 1

rthur Augustus,

The

Augustus D’Arcy presented =a 1'0:1Hy " extraordinary
aspect.
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““What about a black circle round the eyes?” said
Tom Merry. )

““ Certainly !

“ And purple for the nose?”

“Good! A purple nose will be awfully effective.
Blessed 1f he isn't bemumng _to look like a I‘utuust
picture.”

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”’

The most advanced of Cubist painters had never pro--
duced anything to equal Arthur Augustus D’Arcy of
the Fourth when Mauners had finished with him. His
appearance was not merely striking—it was stunning !

Manners closed his colour-box. His work was done— -
and done well. He experienced that sense of artistic
satisfaction natural to the true artist who knows that
his work could not be improved upon.

“I don’t think that could be bettered,” said Tom
Merry. ““Now we'd better do his hair. Gussy is rather
particular about his hair, you know.”

“Oh, you feahful wottahs!” groaned Aythur
Augustus. i

“A little flour and glue w111 ma.ke a ripping
pomade,” said Tom. “° You can leave 1t to me; I'm rather

adept at barbering.”

- Flour and liquid glue having been mixed in due pro-
portions, Tom Merry applied that home-made pomade
to Arthur Augustus’ hair. The hair was gathered up
and stuck together in a sort of pyramid. It rose to
quite a sharp point on top of Gussy’s hewd when the
barbering was done.

“ Oh, deah! You awful heasts!”

“It’s for your own good, Gussy,” urged Blake.  You
ought to bhe jolly glad to have pals to stand by you
like this in an emergency. When I fall in love I'd like
to he able to rely on you to see me ﬂ:uough you :
know.” 5 s

““Oh, you Wotta,h 1*

Lowthe; draped the Ilentluug artistically muud
Arthur Aungustus, and pimied it on. Then the juniors
felt that they had done enough. Arthur Augustus felt
that they had dome a little too much. :

There was a light step in the passage—a step that-
Arthur Augustus knew well. He gave a wriggle of
horror.

The gn] from Blankley’s was coming !

“ Clear ! muttered Blake,

The juniors crowded out of the study. There was a =
wail of anguish from the swell of the Fourth. :

“ Blake—Tom Mewwy! Welcase me!
wottahs! Oh, cwumbs ™

The girl porter from Blankley’s glanced at the
grinning crowd of juniors, and tapped at the open door
of Study No. 6. She had a parcel in her hand. 1 =

For D'Arcy? ?** asked Blake politely.

"qu sir.”

Al serene.

“ Yes, sir.’

The girl from Blankley’s entered the study, parcel and
invoice in hand. ]

Crash !

The parcel dropped on the floor, and the girl from
Blankley’s recoiled with a sudden shriek.

Arthur Augustus had dawned on her.

Oh, you

He's in theve; take it in.”?

CHAPTER 8.
Rough on Gussy!

RTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY looked at the girl
from Blankley's.
The girl from Blaunkley's looked iat. Avthur
Augustus,
Neither moved. Gussy was tied to the chair, and the
girl-porter was rooted to the floor, ‘
There was an awful moment of silence.
“Qh, dear !” said the girl from Blankley’s, at las».
“ G woooh 1”7
“Ten-and-six to pay, please,’
faint voice.
Arthur Angustus wriggled.

i

said the n*irl-pcntel‘ ina
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“Time!” said Figgins. Crash!
at {ull length, and groaned.

Blake landed on the floor even before Arthur Augustus reached bim.
“QOne, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight——"

He lay |
(See Chapler 9.) 3

“Pway excuse me, deah gal, for appeawin’ in this

e Widiculous posish,” he gasped. It is a wotten pwactical

joke, you kmow.”

A smile lurked on the charming face of the girl from
Blankley's. She understood the chuckle from the passage.

“I am goin’ to thwash all those wottahs, all wound,”
resumed Arthur Augustus. “This is a feahful ontwage,
you know !

*“Ha, ha, ha, hal”?

Arthur Augustus jumped. The girl from Blaskley's
was laughing! Actually laughing, as if she saw some-
thing funny in the matter !

“ Weally: ” gasped D’Arey.

Miss Fane became grave at once.

“Ten-and-six to pay, please,” she said,

“Pewwaps you would have the gweat kinduess to
Wg}ease me, deah gal,” moaned Arthur Augustus. *You
will observe that T am tied up. If you would be so awf'ly
good as to cub this wotten cord—"

The girl from Blankley’s smiled, and took a knife from
among the tea-things that were piled on the shelf. Ehe
Lindly sawed through the honds that secured the nobl
limbs of the Honourable Arthur Augustus, {

NEXT
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Avthur Augustus gasped with relief when he found
himself free again.

“ [T suppose L look wathah widic!” he gasped, tearing
off the hearthrug and hurling it into the fender. 5

“ Ahem!” ;

“ A seb of wotten pwactical ;iokahs, you know—-"

“Ten-and-six to pay, please.’

“Oh, deah ”

Tn his dismay Arthur Augustus forgot the state of his
highly-coloured countenance. He had infended to horrow
the half-guinea from somewhere, to pay for the chaocolates,
and beg the girl from Blankley’s to accept them as 2
presént. Bub he had not been able to raise the ten-and-
six: and the hoped-for fiver had not come from home. Ha
was not able to pay on delivery !

“Rai Jove! I—I—I have wun oub of money!” he
gasped. “Pewwaps you could wait while I get ic?”

“ Certainly, sir!”

Arthur Augnstus rushed from the study.

There was a wild howl of laughter in the passage,
The sight of the highly-coloured junior, with his
pyramidal hair, caused a sensation.

“Ha, ha, hal” %
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“Gussy ! sirieked Blake.
{hat, you ass! Haga, ha, ha!”
* Aythur Auvgustus halted.

“Bat Jove! Oh, you “ettqhs“

“Don’t go downsbairs like

“Sure, he'll be thie death of me!” shricked Reilly. “Oh,
Gussy ! Gussy ;
Arthur Angu:tus dodged hack into the study. The girl

from Blankley's was trying hard to he grave and business-
like. But it was difficult. She seemed dangerously near
hysteries.

“Pway excuse me,’
cannot go out in this state,
¢ould let it stand ovah——"

“Payment on delivery is the rule sir,

“ Ok, deah !”

“But 1 cculd bring the parcel to-morrow,l
the girl from Blankley's. *We
pareels without payment.”

Arthur Augustus brightened up—undm his pamt

¢ ¥aas,~wathah—what a wippin’ ideah !” he ejaculated.
“Pewwaps you wouldn't, mind hwingin’ it along to-

(13 I_‘__‘[
Pewwaps von

* panted Arthur Augustus.
Oh, deah!

1

“fuggested
are not allowed tn leave

S merrow.
= “ Certainly, siv. Good-day!”
4 “Oh, deah! Good-day!”

Arthur Augustus did not offer to accompany the porter
to her van this time. He felt that it would not, do
The gir]l from Blankley's departed.
Then a howling crowd looked in at Study \0 G Av thur
Augustus gave them a w]'ue like a hasilislk.
“You eacklin’ Wo’lhh‘;
“Ha, ha, ha!"
-4 Get yom canmera, M‘mnel
Shell.
“Ha, ha, ha!”
: “If you dare to hwing your camewalt lieah, Mannahs,
- I will hweak it ovah your head!” yelled Ax thur Augustus,

“He turned to look in the glass, fo see just how horrid he
That
What

- “looked. He staggered baclk as he saw his reflection.
was how the girl from Blankley’s had seen him!
i wounld she think of Lim after that?
“ Mind that q]ass” shouted-Blalke.
Gussy 17 s - W #y
w5 “Ha, la, ha’ s
“You howwul wottahs!
The exasper
in the do;
howling

611 cwumbs !
ated swell of ‘s‘r ,,Tlm s rushed at the crowd
ay;» hitting s «The juniors scattered,
g"hie g ngustus shook his fist
famped away to the dormitory to wash.

i - gasped ’10:11 Merry, as the Terrible
Three canie into'their study.
cure G‘*uss‘y He won’t want the girl from Blankley’s to
see. him’again, I should think.”

And the chums of the Shell ‘E'll down to their
_lmcklmg
It was about an houi Jater that t;]le study door opened
and Arthur Augustus came: m~ He was clean once more;
newly swept and ga o to speali. But his eye was
glittering with wrath d his eyeglass.

The Terl]l)in Three nodded to hum in the most affalle
manner.

“Don’t meuc‘h, “dear hoy !” said Monty Lowther, hefore
the swell of St. Jim’s conld speak.

"“"Weally, Lowthah

“You've come to i]nn]; us—what?”’

“Why, you wottah-—

“Don’t mench!” said Tom Merry hieartily. “ Always
at your service, Gussy.”’ -

“You uttah wottahs, T have unot come heah to thaank
you!” roaved Arthur Augustus,

“It’s an ungrateful world,” sighed Manners.

gt o ]mve conme heah to give you a feahful thwashin' sll
wound,” said Arthur Auo‘ustnt, pushing back his cuffy,
“You first, Tom Mewwy I”

“Merey !” 9

“Put your hands up, you wottah!”

Tom Merry ohediently put up his hands, lifting them
above his head.

“That right?”" he asked.

“If you o not put up your hands, Tom Mewwy, I shall
stwike you!” shouted Avthur »’mgustus, hrandishing his
fist within an inch of Tom \f[en.y s nose.

‘“ But, they ave up—— Oh! Yaroooh !”
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_news spread, a numerous army of School Iquse fellows

«T should think that would : "f.ol]pi.j.fed them, and they swarmed inte the gym.

“THE BOYS' FRIEND »
a3d, COMPLETE LIBRARY,

Arthur Augus{us Inuckles-came in contact with
“I am goin’ to thwash you, you wottal! T am also,
goin’ to thwash Lowthah and Mannahs, and ‘then i § a
n‘om to thwash Blake and Hewwies and big.’ e
“What a big order! P*lmned Lowther ¢ lIow much
will there be left af yoiu, Gussy, when yow've finished:”

“ Are you weady, Fom Mewwy?

“Well, if it must be, it must Pe,” said Tom 1e51gned1y,
rising to his feet. “ Dou't he hard on a little ‘un, G
“Don’t he a funnay idiot, Tom Mewwy !- I a
for you.’ EE3T

“[Told on ! said Lowther, jumping up, with a tw kIe
in his eyes. “This has got to be in nrdﬂ—-Queensbeuy
rules! None of your hoohgvu&m, Gussy !

* You cheekay ass:

“Well go into the gym and have it in order,” said
Lowther. ~ “No room  in the study for fighting—
cspccml]y with such a ferocicus Hun as Gue&y Follow
me!”

“T am quite weady io zo mto the gym.’ : &
“Lead the way, then. It’s up to D’ hcv to lead,
isn’t itr” ¥

Arthur Almnmnq suiffed; and marched out of the
study with Tis mnose in the - air. “Monty Lowthe
whispered for a moment to his chums, and th
follewed, chuckling. At the door of Study No. 6 thé
halted and Lowther locked in: DBlake and Herries ang
vk on their prep.

“You're wanted,” said Lowther,

“Tlallo! What's up?”

“Gussy,” said Lowther—"up on the high korse and
out for scalps. He is going to thrash us three, and then
you three. Whether he is going to thrash the rest of
the School House as well, I don’t know.”

“ Lowthah, you ass!”

“1e’s beginning with the Fourth and the Shell. and
after that I suppose it will he the Fifth and the L-i'{t-}.l,
winding up with the Iousemaster and tlie Head,” said
Lowther. R

* Weally, Low thali—-"

A We're going into the gym to take it like little
men,” said Lm\ﬂwu “ Yon feilows had better come and

get, it over.”
“ Certainly ! said Flake. rising as Lowther closed ong
eye, wmnseen by the wrathful swel of “the Fourths .

127

“Come on, you chaps—like lambs to the slanghter!
Study No. 6 followed the Shell fellows. and, as the:

CHAPTER 9.
Beaten Hollow!

HE gym was crowded.
E School House and New House fellows had

turned up in swarms at the mews that Arthur
Auvgustus D’Arey of the Fourth had six fo'hts
on his hands.

Arthur Augustus, clegant_as he was, ““Iﬁi(llllte in the
front line as a hghtwg—nmn hut six fights in_one
evening was rather a *“tall order.” The St. Jim’s
fellows were anxious to see how he would get through
them, and especially what he would look Jike when. le:
had got through. ; 3

There had hbeen a little whhpelmo among the six
vietims, -and now they were all looking very grave— .
like fellows who realised that they were in for a very
serious business indeed. y

Perhaps Arlhur Augustus realised that it was 1a.thel‘
a serious business, too, to undertake to “thwash” six
of the hest ﬁghtmg men in the Lower thonl - But the:
word “retreat” was omitted from the D’Arcy vocabu-:
lary. Nothing would have induced the swell of St
Jim’s to admit that he had Dbitten off more than he
could masticate, Besides. there was the outrage in
Study No. 6 to I avenged.

Some of . the onlookers were o'unumg a.nd othem
looked puzzled. Avthur Augustus took off his elegant -
jacket and donned the gloves. Figgins, of the \Tew
House, after a \\hwpeied congultation with the six
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‘Figgins' sternly. ;
-~ ving? -Who's the first giddy victim?”

o with the ‘gloves. )
. Good ! - Seconds out of the ring.”

el X
“Every Wednesday.
lertook to keep time. Tiggins was seen to
y for*a minute, hut he was soon guite grave
“hefitted the solenminity of the occasion.
T am weady, you wottahs!” said Arthur Augustus.
Figging took out his big silver watch, ;
irst vietim forwnrd,” e said.
“Weally, Figging——"

“SBhush! Don’t vou interfere with the referee!” said
> “Don't you know the rules of the

< “T am goin’ 46 thwash Tom Mewwy first.”
“On with the motley,” -said Figgins—“I mean, on
Have you made your will, Merry?

Tom- Merry, with a face of pretermatural gravity,
advanced with the gloves on., He held out his hand

~the usual way,

Arthur Angustus sniffed. ;

“1 wefuse to shake hands with you, Tom Mewwy,
unless you-apelogise for your wascally conduct!”

& weyr apologises,” said Tom solemnly.

1

Ha ~ha

<

4 eyt et iy - .
- “Time !” rapped out Figgins,

Arthur Augustus rushed in to the attack. It wasreally

- a sweeping atlack, and perhaps it was not surprising

-+ that Tom Merry fell at the first assault.
% bump as he sab down on_the floor of the gym..

i feahful funk!

with

throngh it.
~oCrash!

There was a

Figgins began ‘to count.

“ One—two—three—four

Arthur Augustus waited impatiently for Tom Merry
to rise. Ho did not rise. He sat cheerfully on the floor.

“Tive—six—seven—eight—"

“Get up, you wottah!”

Tom Merry did not move,

“T did not hit you!” shouted Arthur Augustus
excitedly. “You fell down of your own accord, you
Gewwup !”

“Nine—OQUT " said FMiggins,

“ Gweat Scoft!”

“Knocked out in the first round,” said the referce,
a shake of the head. “I'm surprised at you.
Merry! What is St, Jim’s coming to? Help him out of
the ring."” o

11

Julian of the Fourth came into the ring and helped =

Tom Merry out. Arthur Augustus gazed ab them in
bewilderment. - :

“But I have not thwashed him!” he ejaculated.
“You've won the fight,”” said the referce. B
-“But there  hasn’t been o fight!” shouted Arthur

Augustus. :

“You've won the fight according to the rnles, Merry
Das been counted out. Next man in,” said Figgins.

“ Weally, Figgins—"

Monty Léwther came into the ring with the gloves on.

“Anybody got a little whisky?” he asked faintly.

“ Ha,-ha, ha!”

“Time!”

Arthur ‘Augustus’ eye gleamed as he charged at
Monty Lowther. 'Tom Merry had got off very easily;
but *Gussy was determined that TLowther should go

His fists lashed out like flails,

Monty ILowther landed on the floor and
groaned deeply. As Arthur Augustus’ furious drives

““had hit everything except Lowther, the veason of his
- sudden collapse was mot clear.

But he had collapsed,
there was no doubt about that. .

Figging, with a solemn eye on his watch, Degan to

- count.

_ Yowre knocking ‘em out in fine style!

1

* One—two—three—four

“ Lowthah, you funkin’ boundah, gewwup!”
TLowther groaned dismally, and did not move.

¢ Five—six—seven—eight—nine—"

“Bai Jove I” .

““Out ! said Figging. “T congratulate you, D'Arcy!
Help Lowther

~ out of the.ring.”

“But there hasn’t been a fight yet?” shricked Arthur

_‘Aupnstus. %

£ “There has been a fight, and you've won,

€

What on

- "“easth-inore do yon want?” demanded the referce.

JLamley-Tumley eame into the ring and helped Lowther

.wggg_&?;m.-- - “SKIMPOLE'S WINDFALL "
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away. Lowther groaned deeply
stepped into the ring in his place,

The “true inwardness” of that peculiar combat was

dawning upon the juniors now, and the crowd were
chuckling. ) o

They were not surprised now to see Manners of the
Shell crumple up before Arthur Augustus’ attack, and
fall at the first drive—which missed him, as a matter
of fact.

“ One—two—three,”
six

“ Gret up, Mannahs, you funk !”

“ Seven—eight—aine—out !”

Kerruish came in and helped Manners away, Thera
was a roar of laughter in the crowded gym, The juuiors
were enjoying Arthur Augustus’ easy victories.

D’Arey ought really to have cnjoyed them, too; never

counted Figgins— four—five—

had those doughty fighting men of the Shell heen so -

easily licked.

But D’Arcy was frowning darkly. It was beginning to
dawn even upon-his noble brain that his aristocratic-leg
was being pulled.

“ Next man in,” said Figgina, 2

Jack Blake came into the ring with the gloves ou.
He was looking as pravesas an owl. Dighy wiped away
a tear, and Herries shook hands with Blake as if for the
last time. Then Blake faced his adversary, his knees
knocking together. P =

“Time!” said Figgins. 4
Blake landed on the floor even hefore Arthur

Crash!
Augustus reached him. He lay at full length and
groaned,

“ One—two—three—four—five—six—seven—eight—"

" Ha, ha, ha!” '

“I pwotest!” shrielced Avthur Augustus, “This is a
wotten plan! The wottahs are not fightin’ at all!”

" Nine—out! Blake's beaten! ut of the ring,
please ! ’

Ray of the Fourth came and helped Blake out. Blake
leaned heavily on his shoulder, and sobbed. as le went.
Arthur Augustus was crimson with wrath, Dighy cames
in, in Blake’s place, with his teeth chattering.

“Dig, vou uttal wottah——"

“Time!” rapped out Figgins.

Arthur Aungustus attacked hotly. But he had- tims
only for one drive which was kuocked up before Dig
bumped _on the floor,

Tiggins began to count amid yells of langhter.

* One—two-—three—four—five,” chanted Figgins—* six
—seven—eight—nine—out !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“'This is a wotten jape.

* Next man in, ‘please !”

Reilly helped Digby away, and Herries came inte
the ring. t was “last man in.”

1 wefuse——"%

to Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, and it was evident that the
sixth adversary was going the same way.

But Arthur Augustus was a-little quicker this time,
and he "eaught Herries’ nose with his glove with a
terrific drive, and Herries roared. Quite forgetting the
humorous programme mapped out by Monty Lowthery
Herries hit out, and Arthur Augustus sat down.

*“ (twooh I”

* Count I yelled the crowd, delighted by this variation
in the programme. -

“You ass, Herries! Play the game !” shouted Lowther,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Herries rubbed his nose.

“ All right; I forgot.”

*“Ha, ha, hal”? i BT

Arthur Augustus jumped up like a jack-in-the-hox, and
charged at Herries. Herries went over with a bump,
unresisting. s

“Get up, you wottah!” shouted Arthur Aungustus,
dancing round him. “I wefuse to let you be counted out.
I insist upon your gettin’ up, Hewwies. I am goin' to
give you a feahful thwashin’!” s G Y

* One—two—three—four—five—six— B

“Shut up, Figgins, you duffah! T insist—"-

“ Beven—eight—mnine—out! Gussy wins!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” -~

”
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ST wwefuse ’
The roars oi laughter drowned Arthur Augustus’
Xerr helped Herries away and the swell of St.
-« Jim’s stood victorious in the ring—monarch of all he
suryeyed, so to-speak. But he did not seem satisfied.
Leaning heavily on the shoulders of their seconds, the
#1x vanquished juniors toltered out of the gym, amid
shrieles of merriment. ° Arthur Augustus glared after
them in almost speechless wrath, It was only too plain
now that his noble leg had been pulled
“You uttah wottahs, I pwotest
“Ha, ha, ha!”
5 Flﬂ‘_ﬂ‘]ll&., you wottah: -
“Hallo! Do you want to fight me now?” ejaculated
Figgins.  “All serene! Who'll keep time for me? 1t
won’t take long.”
“Ha, ha, ha !’
_Arthur Augustus did not fight Figgins. He had had
enough easy victories. He snorted, lmt. on his jacket,
and stalked out of the gym in great ‘wrath, He left the
meiry crowd howling like hyen%

CHAPTER 10.

A Wire Entanglement!

FTER all they had done for:-him, it might have

been supposed that Arthir A.'IIU‘L'lét'llb D’Arcy

would show some -tincture of gr atitude towards

his® old chums. Bui he didn’t. Even the

“thwashin®"” he had bestowed upoén them in the gym
had mot placated him.

That so sacred a matter as an affair of the heart
should become the subject of jesting and japing was
not to be forgiven. Arthur Augustus felt that it was the
limit. Thrashing the juniors seemed to do no good. But
Arthur Augustus maintained an attitude of frozen and
chilling reserve. .

He had dropped the acquaintance of Study No. 6 and
the Terrible Three. They still persisted in addressing
-~ eheory remarks to him, just as if nothing had happened
that could not be hc-iped They even madc kind inguiries
as to how his love-affairs were oettmw on, and whether
—he suffered from palpitation of ti}e hea.lt, and whether
he had purchased a ring, and so'on. To all of which
inquiries “Arthur Augustus replied only with disdainful
sniffs,

The longtdelayed fiver had arrived at last from Lord
Eastwood, with-a letter admonishing his hopeful son,
and ])redchmc economy. Arthur Aurrustu-j changed the
fiver in tmie to settle for that hox of c]mcolatcu when ifi
arrived. again from Blankley's. This time he met the
porteri at the side gate, where the van stopped. He
explained to the 0’11‘1 from Blankley’s that that saved her
the trouble of coming up to the School
House. Fortunately “the van was wait-
ing, and the driver was impatient, or
Arthur Augustus would have kept the
girl from Blan]deys in conversation
till calling-over.

FOR NEXT WEEK.

—_——

“%’R'Lé’.“

“Isu't it emough to make a saint ag smvage as-*b
Plll‘i‘:lull" " he exclaimed. * The silly ass! He kn
we're fed up, too!”

“He wants some more,” said Herries darkly. -

“He’s jolly well not going to miss the Roolnwa ¢
mateh,” said Dig. “He's got to bo cured-before then.”

There was a Lr}llsulw‘flon on the subject, the Terrible:
Three joining in it heartily. They were q}\luto keen to
help in curing Arvthur Augustus D'Arey. They felt that
it was their duﬁr as old chums.

The eonsultation wag long and serious, but the chuLhEes
with which it concluded hinted that the juniors “had
arrived at a satisfactory decision.

They grinned as they saw Arthur Augustus coming
away from the school letter-box a little later. Evidently
he had sent another order to Blankley’s. As he could not
go to see the charmer, it scemed to Arthur Augustus an
awfully good dodge to send Blankley’s a daily order. At
this rate, his fiver was not likely to Jast him very long.
But what were fivers in comparison with interviews with
the ' charming poltex fram Blaukley’s?  Less than -
nothing.

Arthur Aungustus vetired to Study No. 6, without
glancing at his old pals. He had lines to do. He was
grinding through Virgil—pausing every now and then

to think of a bught face under a porter’s cap—when - =

Julian of the Fourth looked into the atudy
- You're wanted, (ﬂ.l.‘n:}

“Yaas, deah bov

“ Somebody’s asking for you on the telephome,” said
Julian, regarding the swell of St. Jim's curiously.
“Kildare sent me to tell you.” ‘

“Thank you, deah’ boy !” 5

Arthur Augustus rose, and laid down his pen. He:
supposed ﬂnt “his father had rung him up, to tell him-
the latest news of his elder bmther who was at the
Front, or else to continue his lecture on economy over
the wires. He descended to the pm&cts room, Kildare
W'1=s in the doorway.

*Somebody’s calling you, D'Arey,” said the capt'hn of

St. Jim's. ** Somethmo about an order you've sent to
Blankléy’s. A

D'Arcy ]umpeil

* While you're about it, you Dl.’ly as well tell Blankley’s
that '|u1110rs. are’ not supposed to be called up on the
telephone,” said IKildare rather sarcastically, and he
walked away. g

Arthur Augustus hurried to the telephone. His heart
was thum]m.mF Certainly, the girl-porter was not likely
to be apeakmg on the Blankley telephone. But

D Arey’s hand shook as he took up the receiver.
“Yaas, S he said. “Are you theref Is that

_Bla;:.kley 57" Fig .
s “Who is& speaking?' came back a

voice on the telephone—a  voice that

was a little hwh—pltched, and sounded

feminine to D’Arcy’s ears. Y
“D’Arey, St. Jim's.”

A

%« am ro glad.”
As he came back across the quad he SK! MPB[E’S g% S anne. e 3h momuthin? shontuia
mct Blake and Herries and Digby. 2 01del "
“At it again—what?” said Blake. B “ Are you alone?’ came the voice.
“I Wefllue to speak to you, Blake.” B “Yaas,
“Bo you're not cured yet?’ growled 4 & \?olmdy can hear us?”

‘Herries. “Do chuck up playing the " B “No! _
;fulgy o%, Gussy, and come down to the A o Im so glad. Ihwant to speak to
ooter !” . you so much. We have so little time

“I decline to come down to the Another Splendid, Long, w?v}mn the van is waiting, don’t we?”
footah.” Complete Story of i D'Arcy’s eyes danced. Evidently it

“What about the Rookwood match
next week?” howled Blake. “Do you
want to be quite off your form when we
play Jimmy Silver’s team?”

“I have alweady wemarked that T
ghall’ not be playin’ in the Wookwood

match.”

“Look here, Gussy

“Wats I”

Arthur

Augustus

stalked away.
Blake looked at his chums with an ex-
cesalvely exasperated expression, 9
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‘was the girl from Blankley’s who was
spéaking over the wires. He did not
quite recognise the voice, but it
soupded fomini ine, and, of course, the
i telephone dizguises the voice very con-

- giderably.

“How vewy good of you to wing
“me.up,” oeaid Arthur Augustus, n a
. faltering-voice.

~ “Not 'at all, Arthur,
Arthur?” =

“ Pway do, deah gal,”?

7 AT AY
R

May I call:you®
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sunset, on the bridge.

The juniors looked back {rom the towing-path, and the figure of Arthur Augustus was silhouetted against the
_ He was waiting—and watching the road from Wailand. i
the girl from Blankley’s coming?” chuckled Monty Lowther,

““Sister Anne, Sister Aunne, is
(Sce Chapter 11.)

“You may call me Dorothy if you like.”

“Thank you vewy much, Dowothy !

“Can T see you soon, Avthur?”

* Yaas, wathah!”

“T am in need of a friend. Something in your eyes
has told me that you will be a good friend fo me.”

“How vewy good of you to say s0.”

“You will help me? You will let me fell you my tale
of woe—I 1nean, all my troubles?”

“T shall he delighted, Dowothy.”

“T am sure that you will be able to adyise me. I am
ecrtain that you ave a fellow of tact and judgment.”

“Yaas, wathah! Where shall T see yout”

“7 will meet you at the bridge on the Ryll—you know
the place? At six I will be there. Will you come?”

“What-ho I”

“You are sure it will not be a trouble, Arthur:”

“Tt will he a pleasuve, deah gal.”

“What a dear hoy you are, Arthur!”

“What a deah gal you are, Dowethy [

fAu revoir.”

“ An wevoir, deah gal.”

Arthur Augustus hung up the receiver, looking like a
fellow in a trance. He quitted the prefects’ Toom as if
he were walking on air.

3 . i - 7 = v 3

Monty Lowther stepped out of the telephone-box at
Wayland Post Office and yawned.

“Well,” said Tom Merry and Manners, Blake and
Herries and Dig, all at once.

“ All serene!'” said Lowther cheerfully. “I asked him
it T might call him Axthur!”

“You ass!”

“ And T told him ke could call me Dorothy if he liked.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

“No harm in his ealling me Dorothy, if he likes,” said
Towther, “He can call me Isabella or Gloxiana if it
makes him happy. He’s going to meef me at the bridge
on the Ryll. Blessed if T know what for, but I dare say
he's got some reason or other, Come on!”

Tom Merry & Co. quitted the post-office chuckling, and
strolled away to keep the appointment Arthur Augustus
had made with sich delight,

\ Tap Gem Liprary.—No. 404



? ' CHAPTER 11,
¢ Sister Anne.
65" H, what a picture!”

Talbot of the Shell made that remark, with
L a smile, as Arthur Augustus came out of the
: School House. The swell of St. Jim's was
dressed to kill. Solomon in all his glory would have
y been put completely in the shade.
! “Yomething special on?” asked Talbot, smiling.
i .-*“Yaas, wathahl, deah boy!”
4 “VWithout vouchsafing any explanation, Arthur Augustus
descended the steps into the quad, and walked away to
the gates. Talbot looked after him, smiling, but per-
plexed. Arthur Augustus certainly was a puture from
the tips of his beautlfulh-lmhshed boots to the crown
of his glgaming topper. But he was going out when the
van from Blankley’s was almost due to make the usual
delivery at St. Jim’s, Ap]nreuﬂv he was going to miss
the girl from Blankley’s this time’!

More than one admiring glance was cast npon Arthur

Aungustus as he strolled ont of the gates. He was more
than keeping up his reputation of belnn' the best-dressed
"~ fellow at St. Jim’s.
i He glanced at his watch as he quitted the school. Tt
was t“ent\' minutes to six. Since the telephone call
Arthur Augustus had been busily occupied in adorning
his elov"mt person.. Naturally, he wished to do full
justice Ho the occasion,

He had left himself harvely time to get to the Ryll
bridge by six, and he hurried down o the tow ing-path
and walked along quickly. Tt would never do to be late
for such an appmntment A mecting in such romantie
surroundings was ever so much better Than a few minutes’
chat when the van came from Blankley's to the side gate
at the school. Arthur Augustus would be able to sax
many things, and enhtrhteu the fair Dorothy as to the
true state of his heart—if he found nerve enough. DPro-
hably he would not, when it came to the test.

Avthur _’Lun’nams hurried on so effectively that he
reached the rendezvous five minutes before the hour, He
was in good time,

hridge.

On the low parapet six juniors were sitting in a vow,
under the shade of a big tree that grew on the hani
below. Btudy No. G and the Terrible Three were all
there, chatting cheerily, and apparently unaware of the
approach of Arthur Augustus. They seemed to be
enjoying the sunset.

D’Arcy halted in dismay.

The bridge over the Ryll was usunally a solitary spot;
very little trafic passed that way. It was distinetly
- “unfortunate that six juniors of St. Jim’s should have
chosen the verv hour of his rendezvous to seat them-
selves on the parapet and chat. Tn a few minutes
Dorothy would be there—and how could he possibly meet
the girl fmm Blankley’s under the gaze of six pairs of
mocking eyes?

Arthur Augustus conghed.

Then Blake looked 101111(1, and seemed surprised to
see him.

“Gussy, by Jove!” said Blake.
to come out to meet s, Gussy!
were walking home this way! 2

“I—I did not know, .‘;hmmued Arthur Augustus,
fervently wishing that the juniors had been Wiﬂk‘lm
home some other way.

“Dropped on us qmtc h\ chaunce, thent”
affably.  “Well, there’s room for one more.
squat down, aud have some of this toffee.”

“You seem to forget that we are not on speakin’
terms, Blake,” said Arthur \ugustus stiffly.

“Always forgelting soniething,” assented Blake. “ But
after thrashing a chap you ought to make it up with
him, Gussy. Tiut s only pl:nmrr the game, you know.
“After the futrhtful licking you gave me in the gvmn the
other day——

“Weally, Blake——"

“This is good toffee,”
down, (.ﬂ!‘ﬁ‘f
hour or ﬁo

D’Arcy’s heart sank. Six o'clock was chiming out from
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He gave a sudden start as he came on the old stone

said Dlake”
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iyleombe. Al any moment now the girl from Blankley’s
might come tripping on the bridge—at least, so Arthur
Augustus supposed. As a matter of absolute fact, at
Hmt very moment the girl from Blankley's was deliver-
ing a parcel at St. Jim's. But that was one of the many
thmgh that Arthur Augustns D’Arey did not know.
Blake and Dig made room for D'Arcy between them on
the parapet; but D’Arcy did not sit down. He had not
come there to sit down with six juniors and eat toffee,
]:[e stood blinking uneasily at the smiling row of juniors.
“Anything the m'ﬂter. old scont?” asked Monty
Lowther, with affectionate solicitude, “You look rather

“nrnod 5
* Nothin',”
“If it's tin,” said Tom Merry, “I've ]ml a remittance
tn-d'w Anything up to ten Lob, my son.’

“T'am not short of money, Tom Mewwy.'

“Lucky bargee!” said Manners. “I can b get any more
ﬁlnh till T get another remittance.”

“The—the fact is, deah boys-

“{io ahead!” said Blake encourqmualv

“Don’t you think you had bettah gd. on to the school:
suceested Arthur Augustus.

“Tots of time before locking up.”

“Yaas; but—but vou mwht catch cold, or somethin’,
sittin’ there like that.”

“3We'll risk it,” said Blalke.
we've finished the toffee.
once, we'll come with you.

“I—I do not want to start.
tht yet.”

Blake looked puzzled

* You want us to start, and you're not starting your.
selfr” die asked. “W hat's the little game? Are you
meeting one of Lenson s Lookmaker friends here?”

ki “’eﬁll\ , Blake——

“Me’s up to something,” said Monty Lowther seriously.
“I can tell it by his blushes. Confide it to your old
pals, Gusgy.”

‘T wefuse to do anythin’ of the sort.”

“ Any more toﬂc{x tlmle, Blake?”

“ Here you are.” ™

3 'Iltauka'”

The six juniors munched tgfiee, and looked blaudly at
Arthur Augustus. They sho ed no sign whatever of
moving. App’uenlly they “were en]oymg the balmy
1!:111:1111 evening on the river, and the rich sunsct that
[r‘,r)“nﬂ over I-‘.v]combe Wood. Altluu Augustus iooked
at his watch, Ten minutes past six! Dowthv was late!

Arthur Augustus leoked along the road towards Way-
land. Dorothy was not in sight, but at any moment she
might appear. What 1\'33 to be doner

“T twust vou will go!” said Arthur Angustus at Jasts
The time had come for speaking plaiily.

“You want us to go?’ asked Tom
puu]ﬂd

“Yaas.’

“IWhat fm.‘?“

“ Ahem !

“ Behold, he blushes ! 111111'111111'0(1 Lowther.

“You uttah ass, Lowthah!” Arthur Augustus was
crimson.  “The—the fact is, Tom Mewwy, i

“ You—you—you——" assented Tom Merry.

# Ha, ha, ha!”

“I—T will tell you the cires and twust to your delicacy
as gentlemen!” said Arthur Angustus loftily. “I .am
meetin’ a lady on this bwidge.” :

“The nmrder s out!” gasped Lowther. “It's an olopc«
ment. Where is the motor-car \-\altmg, Gussy #”

“You uttah chump! There is no motor-car waitin’.

" No motor-car!” ejaculated Lowther. “Do yon mean
to say ﬂmt you're going to elope in a cart or a wheel-
barrow?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ You know perfectly well that T am not
at all,” shrieked Arthur Augustus. “I wefuse to listen
‘ro vour wibald ]okeﬁ"’

L:entlemen said Blake, looking round with owl-like
solemnity, “Gussy has depeuded “on omr delicacy - as
gentlemen. We must play up.  There’s only one thing
hu us to do, and that's to retire from the seene,, 'md
leave Gussy to wait alone for the charmer.” . i

“We're not going *till
Bu’c if you want to start at

I-T am not goin’, back

Merry, looking
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_ when they were out of heaving.

_will have time to meditate on his
fatheadedness.
cend of good.”

- friars puts it, the per
Sf98till, we’re doing our duty by a
- My hat!

" the towing-path. The figure of

Ei‘*e‘ry Wednesdaye

Arthtr Augustus’ knitted brows reluxed. 2 7

“Rlake, that is vewy deeeut of you,” he gaid. “I
withdwaw some of the things I have thought abcut you e

“Gussy, you do me proud 17 said Blake. “Gentlemen,
we will retire ¥’ -

The six juniors slipped off the parapet. They retired
with solemn faces, much te the satisfaction of Arthur
Aungustus. Only Monty Lowther paused for a moment,

“¥ou don’t want me to-he best man, Guesy®” he asked.

“Pway cleah off, you aes!”

“Qr to help in any way?” said Lowther.
ehartered a pirate craft to carry off the fair one

“Weally, Lowtha "

“QOnce ahoard the lugger, and the gal is ours,
Jmow ! urged Lowther,

“You wibald beast—" :

Mouty Lewther sighed, and followed his chums. They
sauntered away towards the school, leaving Arthur
Augustus D’Arey on the bridge, like Patience on a
monument. He needed all his patience for the vigil

“If you have

2

you

' that was before him.

exclaimed Tom Merry
“Suppose we cut back

“Tt's jolly nearly too bad!”

and tell him 5
“Bosh I said Blake.
“Well, yes; but 4
“Nothing like marking time en a bridge to cure a

chap,” said Blake. “He will get fed up. Of course, we

must tell him when he comes in; we mustn’t let him
think that nice girl has played him a scurvy trick. But
if he waits there an hour or so he

“Hasn't he got to be cured:”

It may do him no

“And he mnever even called me
Dorothy!” said Lowther plain-
tively.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“He's bound to come in for
calling-over,” said ~ Manners.
“Then we'll stand him a tea, and
tell. him who was calling him
Arthur on the telephone. He will
thank us for all this some day.”

“Ahem! Perhaps!”

“As that Indian chap at Grey-

EEL—PSf'lI]]lEbS
is terrific!” said Monty Lowther.

‘pal. We can’t do more than that.
He’s still there!”
The juniors looked baek from

Arthur Augustus was gilhounetted against the sunset on
the bridge. He was waiting, and watching the road
from Wayland. '

‘* Qister Anme, Sister Anne, is the girl from Blankley’s
eoming ¥’ chuckled Monty Low“her,

And the juniors grinned and went on their way, leaving
the swell of St. Jim’s to play Sister Anne to his heart’s
content. '

CHAPTER 12,
' Sticking It Out!

el ALTON I .
: D “ Adsum 1”
“Darby !”

5 “ Adsum I”
" D,A.Tcy |-”
No reply.
Mr. Railton, who was taking the roll-call, raised his

ey 8 and glanced at the ranks of the Fourth. He re-

peated in a slightly louder tone:

" D’Arcy l.” .
- But there was no voice to answer “Adsum.” Arthur
Augustue D’Arcy was not present. Blake thought of
risking it for the sake of his chum, but the. House-
master’s eyes were too keen. Silence reigned.

‘Mr. Railton waited for an instant, and then marked
down Arthur Augustus as abzent from calling- over, and

1
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went on with the list. Blake and Herries and Dighy
looked at one another in some dismay. The Terrible
Three did not look happy. Arthur Augustus had missed .
calling-over.
on the bridge? -

The practical jokers had taken it for granted that
Arthur Augustus wouvld come home in time for ealling-
over. After spending an hour cr so waiting, surely he
must have vealised that Dorothy was not coming to the
rendezvous.

But fhey had not counted upon the determined
character of the Honourable Arthur Augustus. He had
gone to the old bridge to meet a lady. The lady was.
late, but it was up to a romantie cavalier te wait till
the turned up: Whatever delay might have arisen, and
however late the lJady might be in keeping her appoint-
ment, it was Arthur Augustus’ business to wait till she
did come. Weighed in the balance against his duty as a
devoted cavaliér, calling-over was a mere nothing.

“Well,” said Blake, as the juniors left the hall when
the roll-was called, “ what do you think of that?”

“(tussy hasn’t come in!” said Tom Merry. :

“He can’t be still waiting on the bridge, surely!”
exelaimed Manners. ‘

“Bet you ninepence to fourpence that he 'is!” sadd
Blake gloomily. “And I shouldn't wonder if he misses
hed-time as well as calling-over !”

“Oh, my hat!”

“ But—but—but he conldn’t be such a howling
ejaculated Lowther, in dismay.

“There’s no telling how big an
ass he might be!”
“He’s ‘still there,
your hat.
for roll-call, of course.

you can beh

But he

haen’t. If he sticks it out till
bed-time there’ll le  a fearful
row.”

“Somebody will have to go and
fetch him,” said Tom. :

Blake made-a grimace. = -

“ Breaking hounds after ddvk!”
he said. ¢

“Can't be Thelped. We can’t
leave Giuesy on the bridge all
night. It would be just like him
to &tay there all night, and come
home with the milk in the morn-
gt o

The juniors grinned at the idea.
But the matter was serious.

wae my little joke, after all. It's up to me.”

“Rot!” growled Blake. “T'll go;he’s our pet lunatie.
T dare sdy L can manage it without heing spotted.”

Blake sauntered out into the dusky quadrangle.
great care he sauntered out of sight in the dusk, and as
soon as he was sure that he was not observed; he
clambered up the slanting oak and dropped over the
wall into the road. i

Then he started for Rylcombe Bridge.

It was a good walk to the bridge. Blake ran mosh
of the way. Punishment”was certain and severe if he
were found out of bounds after dark, and the expedition
was mot an agreeable one. He anathematised: Arthur
Augustus and his obstinacy a dozen times as he tramped
through the dusky antumn evening down the river.

The old stone bridge came in sight at last. Blake
peered round him as he tramped on to it. A dim figure
loomed up before him in the darkmess.

“Ts that you, deah gal?” It was the voice of Arthur
Augustus D'Arey. X :

“You fathead!” . -

“Blake!” ejaculated Arthur Angustus.

“Yes, you ass!” growled Blake. “T've come to fetch
you home, Do you know that Railton’s miesed you at.
call-over?” E B

“T had to wisk that, deah hoy!”

“Well, come on!”

Arthur Augustus shook his head.

“T canmot come yet, Blake. I am sowwy you took the
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Did that mean that he was still waiting

growled Blake. -~

“TN go” said” Lowther. “It -

Withew o




ey

18

fwonble to come heah for me. Pway weturn to the school
befoah you-are missed.”

. “Pm unot going back without you, you chump !”
shouted Blake.

“1 wefuse to be called a chump! I cannot come ab
pwesent. As I haye informed you, I am heah to wait
for a lady,” said D’Arcy, with dignity.

.« And do you expeet her to come out at this time in
the evening?” asked Blake sarcastically.

“T wegard it as certain that she will keep her appoint-
ment. Somethin’ has happened to delay her for a few

- houahs.”

“And how long are you going to wait?” grinned
‘Blake.

“T gould not possibly go away, and pewwaps let her
come and mob find me,” said Arthur Augustus calmly.
“T ghall wait till midnight.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” -

* Weally o

“Ha, ha, ha!” J g

“T fail to see anythin’ to cackle at, Blake. You will
oblige me by weturnin’ at onee to &t. T im’s,” said Arthur

Augustus frigidly.

““You howling ass, come along!” yelled Blake.
“There isn’t any lady coming. It was Monty Lowther
__ jawed to you on the telephone B

. Arthur Aungustus jumped

“ Wha-a-at! Wats! Wubbish !

“He told you you could call him Dorothy!” shricked
Blake., “It was a jape! Do you understand now, you

~champion idiot?”

“Bai Jove!”

~ “And there’s a parcel waiting for you at St. Jim’s.

“The girl from Blankley’s delivered i at six o’clock.”
“QOh, you feahful wottahs!” exclaimed Arthur

Angustus, convinced at last. “Then I have heen waitin’

heah for mothin’.” . ; ’

“ Nothing, excepting a wigging from Railton for miss-
ing ecall-over!” grinned Blake, “We didn't think you
would be fathead enongh to miss calling-over, of course.
- Now, are you-coming?”

- “T am net comin’ with yoa, you wottah. : 0
wecognise you. I wegard you with uttah despision—I
mean contempt!” 4 :

“Lool¢ here, Gussy, old dnffer-—-1:"

“Pway do'mob addwes rour  wemarks to me, John
Blake!” ‘ : ‘

Arthur Angustus stalked away with lknitted brows,
leaving his chum quite overcome by the “Johu Blake.”

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Blake. And he walked after

S Arvthur Augustus. Not a word was epoken during the
return to 8. dim’s. Arthur Augustus seemed’ un-
conscious of the existence of his old pal. - 2

Arrived at the scheol, Blake re-entered by climbi
wall. Arthur Augustus marched up to the gate an
and Taggles let him in. :

“Which you are to report yourself to Mr. Ra
grunted Taggles. 7 i

Arthur Augustus walked on to the School House. With
perfect calmness, he tapped at Mr. Railton’s door and
entered. The Housemaster regarded him severely.

“You have just returned, D’Arcy#”

“Yaas, sir.” &

“VWhy have you stayed out so late:”

Arthur Augustus coloured. He did not feel inclined
to confide to Mr. Railton why he had played Sister Anne
ou the hridge. It was quite certain that the Housemaster
would not he sympathetic. :

«T_T—1 stayed out, eir,” he said feebly. -

Mr. Railton’s brow grew sterner.

“You will kindly acquaint me at once, D’Arey, with

¥

your occupation during the time you have spent out of

the gates!” he exclaimed.

“T have been waitin’ on the bwidge, sir.”

Mr, Railton started. .

“Waiting on the bridge? All the time®”

“Yaas, sir:"’

“ And for what reason?”

“T_T was led to suppose, by a wotten pwactical-jokin’
beast, that somebody was comin’ there to meet me, sir.”

Mr. Railton’s face relaxed a little.’
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“You have been the victim of a practical joke,
D’Arey?”

“Yaas, sir; a wotten joke in the vewy worst of taste.”

“You should not have missed ealling-over, D’Arcy.
You will take two hundred lines. You may go.” i

“Thank you, sir.”

Arthur Augustus quitted the study.
he was surrounded by his old
repentant and remorseful.

“Licked?” asked Tom Merry, with -great solicitude.

“T decline to speak to you, Tom Mewwy.”

“ Lines?” asked Manners.

“Pway do not addwess me, Mannahs.” - :

“We didn’t know yeu'd miss call-over,” explained
Towther. “How were we to guess that yowd be such
a howling ass? I put it o you.”

“TLet me pass, Lowthah.”

“ Don’t be ratty abount it, Gussy,” urged Blake, “Don't
bear malice, you know. We thought you'd come in for
calling-over.” ;

“T'm not watty, Blake. I simply wegard you as a seb
of unspeakable boundahs, and I wefuse to know you.”

“Not if we let you ca!l us Dorothy?” asked Monty
Lowther, in a wheedling tone. There was a yell of
laughter,

“Yon—you wottah I” shouted Arthur Augustus, losing
all at once his dignified caim, and he made a rush at the
humorist of the Shell.

Monty Lowther fled for his life.

In the passage
chums. They were-

CHAPTER 13,

The Only Way! Rt

e AL’:LQ‘!" said Figgins, in surprise. ‘
Tiggins & Co. were in their study in i

New House when the visitors arrived. There

were six visitors—the Terrible Three and
Blake and Herries and Dig.
peued, were busy.

Kerr was making up his. face with grease-paints before
the glass. Fatty Wynn was trying on a wig, and Figgins
putting stitches into a costume.
getting . veady for another eflort by the N.H.J.A.D.S.—
New House Juniors Amateur Dramatie Society.

“ Buay " asked Blake. )

“Yes.” said Figgins affably. “Gocd-bye!”

The School House jubiors grinned and came inte the
stifdy. They were thers on business.

¢ How's Gussy getting on?” asked Kerr, looking round

from the glass with a seventy-year-old face, made up

with the skill for which the Scottish junior was famous.
“ My hat! What a chivvy!” said Blake. *We’'ve come

ta-speak to you about Gussy. He's still doing it.”

_*Ha,ha, ha!”
“ Kildare’s stopped him using the telephoune, but he
does it with posteards now. An order to Blankley's

‘regularly every day, and he waylays Dorothy at the gate.

She must be getting fed up. I know we are.”

“And we've done our best to eure him,” said Tom
Merry. “And we’'ve only succeeded in putting him on
the high:horse.” ¥

 Ward® cheese !” said Tatty Wynun. “Have you tried
walloping him?” i

“Ha, ha! No. Tt may come to that,” said Blake,
“but we've thought of a dodge. Eerr is going to help
us.” ;
“ Anything to oblige,” said EKerr. “You can't do
hetter than leave it to the New House if you're in a
difficulty.” . :

“Bow-wow ! Now the idea is this,” said Blake im-
pressively. “We've dene all we ean, and Gussy keeps
on doing it. There’s got to be a radical cure. We've
jawed it over, and we've got on to a topping wheeze.
Suppose Gussy found out that the girl from Blankley's
was engaged?”

“1s she?”

“ Blessed if I know. She may be. Nice girl, you know,
Whether she is or not, suppose her fiance heard about
Gussy’s goings-on, and came here to interview him.
Gussy, learning that Dorothy is private property, in

e
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'”.‘a way of speaking,.would get off the grass at ohce.

- He’s awfully honourable, you know.”

“But if she hasn’t a fiance, how can:he come hiere?”
asked Figgins, in surprise. ) a5

“That's where Kerr comes in,” explained Blake.
# RKerr can make himself up as anything, except a good-

*Tooking chap——"

@

~  WEDNESDAY:

*You silly ass—" began Kerr warmly.

#My idea is that——"

“My idea, you mean,” interjected Monty Lowther,

“Our idea,” amended Blake, “Our idea is that Dorothy
should be engaged to a rather rough specimen, who gets
wild at the idea of Gussy chucking the glad eye at her.
He comes to St. Jim’s with a big horsewhip to thrash
Gussy.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Kerr’s awfully clever at theatrieal rot, and that kind
of thing, and we think he could do it. So there you are.”

“We're a deputation,” explained Tom Merry. “We've
come to request the services of your tame Scotsman.”

Figgins chuckled. .

“Kerr could do it on his head,” he remarked. *Of
course he’ll do it, It's a jolly good idea, and if that
doesn’t cure Gussy, nothing will.” . L

“I'm on!” said Kerr. “When and where? That's all
I want to know.”

“Baturday afternoon,’
match on, and we can

“Ha, ha, ha !”

L It's a go,” said Kerr. “TI’1l think out the character,
and . we'll take the things out to the old barn after
dinner on Saturday, and Figgy and Fatty will help me
‘to make up there. Rely on us.”

“Thanks!”

£ Not at all. As cock-house of St. Jim's, it's up to us
to hélpj you School House kids when you're out of your

-

7

" said Tom Merry. “There’s no
give up the afternoon to Gussy.”

| depth.

“Rats!” said the deputation cheerfully, and they

departed, highly satisfied.

It was really a stunning idea, and it had cost Gussy's
friends a great deal of thought. But Blake declared that
they had really hit upon an effective wheeze at last. At all
events, it would be very interesting to watch the inter-

‘view between Arthur Augustus D’Arey and Miss Dorothy’s

fiance.
They found Arthur Angutus watching the clock in the
tower as they crossed over to their own House. They

kmew why he was interested in the passage of time. It

was getting near the time of the afterncon’s delivery
from Blankley’s. -
Blake slapped his noble chum on the shoulder, eliciting
a yelp from Arthur Augustus.
“Parcel from Blankley’s to-day?” asked Blake.
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“Ow! Yaas. Pway don't bothah !

“ Anything left out of your fiverf”

“Wats!” .

Arthur Angustus walked away,

“\What about the Rookwood match on Wednesday?”
shouted Tom Merry,

* Blow the Wookwood match!” -

Jack Blake breathed hard throngh his nose.

" That’s what it's come to!” he said. “He ought to
be scragged, and then hoiled in oil. Never mind. Wait
till Dorothy’s fiance comes along.” - '

‘* Ha, ha, ha!” .

When Arthur Augustus came into Study No. 6 e had
a parcel under his arm, and a beatific smile on his face.
]-Jviden%l[y he had seen the girl from Blankley’s at the
gate. He tossed the parcel carelessly on the table.

. ““What’s in that?” asked Blake.

“Weally, I forget., Somethin’ fwom Blankley’s.”

“You don't know what yowve paid for?” demanded
Herries.

“It’s something I’ve ordered,”
“Pway don’t bothah !”

“You silly ass——"

Arthur Augustus quitted the study.

e was still not on speaking terms with his old chums;
but they persisted in being on spéaking terms with him,

said Arthur Augustus.

la the dormitory that night they bade him good-niglit -

in affectionate toues, receiving ouly a sniff by way of
response. 1

The usual posteard had heen despatched to Blankley’s;
there was to he another delivery on the morrow. Gussy
wag still “doing it,” as Blake expressed it. But, before
the next delivery came from Blankley’s, soilething was
going to happen. e

The nest day there were six juniors in the "School
House who were emiling a good deal. They were
anticipating the happenings of the afternoon,  Arthur
Augustus was anticipating thé evening, and he also was
suling—=heatific smiles, which his chums described ae
iwotie,, — ~ =

Aftel dinner Figgins & Co, of the New House might
hiave been seen strolling out at the gates, Kerr carrying
a large and well-fided bag. Tom Merry observed them
and chuekled gleefully. The plot was working!

* Coming down to footer practice, Gussy:” Tom Merry
asked, as he encountered the swell of St. Jim’s.

“Wats!"”

Arthur Augustus went to his study. When Blaka
looked in, he found him deeply engaged wilh a pen and
a sheet of impot paper. He was not doing lities, how-
ever. Blake caught sight of a line or +wo: ;

“ Her eyes arc like the blue of summer skies!

Her voice is like ihe sweetest zéphyr sighs.”

Arthur Augustus hastily covered up the paper with. a

blotting-pad. 5 ;
“Sticking in here all the afternoon?” demanded
“Why can’t you come out and have a go ab.the

Blake.
hall#”
“Pway don’t wowwy !

“Fathead !” said Blake:
study. '

He joined a cheery group of juniors who were waiting
in the lower hall. - ;

and he walked out,of“‘t'lié

“He’s sticking in the study writing poetry,” said.

Blake. “Safe as houses! I wonder how long Dorothy’s
fiance is going to he®”’ :

The juniors chuckled and waited. It was time for
EKerr of the Fourth te arrive upon the sceme, They
watched the gates.

“Hallo!” exclaimed Lowther suddenly. “Who's that?
Surely—"

“Phew!” said Tom Merry. ; ;

All eyes were fixed upon a figure that had entered at
the school gates, and was striding towhrds the School
House. The new-comer looked ahout ‘twenty-five years
old, though a little short for his age. He wore a thick

- moustache, and his face looked red and weather-beaten,

He was dressed in a uniform resembling that worn Ly
Messrs. Blankley’s porters—of the masculine variety,
Under his arm he carried & big whip.

Tom Merry & Co. stared at him hard as he came up.
He was so exactly like one of Blankley’s porters thaj
1 Tre GEM Lisrary.—No. 404,
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they could not helieve that it was Kerr. They waited

= - to discover,

The young man stopped, and touched his peaked cap
to the jumiors.

“This ’ere is Bt. Jim’s?” he asked.

“Yes,” said Blake, in wonder,

“(Can I see a young gentleman, name of D'Arey?”

“ Certainly ! Follow me!” -

=~ ' “Thank you kindly, sir!”

The young man followed Blake into the House and up
the stairs. Tom Merry & Co. followed behind, in great
wonder. Was it Kerr, or was it a genuine man from
Blaukley’s who had husiness with Arthur Augustus?
They simply could not tell. They were soon td see!

CHAPTER 14.
The Man from Blankley's,
N AT Jove! I weally think that is wathah good
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, in Study No. 6,
. was surveying his poetic efforts with consider-
able satisfaction. The somnet was completed.

Arthur Aungustus pondered. Should he hand that

sonnet to the girl from Blankley's when she came with
the mext parcel, or should he send it by post, care of
Blankley’s? It was a knotty problem.
© He was still ponderinig over it when there came a
+—knock at.the door.
: “Come in!” said Arthur Augustus, hastily throwing
the Dblotter over the poem.
He started a little-as the young man from Blankley's
entered. His eves dwelt:for a moment on the hig whip.
“ Master D’Arey—wol?” said the vizitor.
“That is-my 2 3
T s'pose ¥i card of me?
#I am pobawah® thiat’ Iwhave the honah of your
quaintance aid Arthur Augustus, with: dignity.
“ Name of Harker,” said the young man—“hériployeds =
t Blankley’s.”. Sl ) S AL
" You.have 'called wespectin” my wecent ordah te
‘Blankley’s?”’ asked Arthur Aungustus, amzzled.

“No; I linin’t!” said My, Harker emphatically.
called igspecting your goings hon, young man!"”’

“I fail to understand you,” said Arlhur Augustus,
with-dignity. “Will you kindly explain your business
with. me, Mr. Harkah?” . ke .

“Ain’t I explaining of it?” demanded Mr. Harker
‘belligerently. *“Which wot I've got to say is this ‘ere.
that I ain’t standing it! You mark my words, young
- feller, T ain’t standing it! Not at no price! TIs thabt=
plain enough?' - ’ : el !

“T weally do not conmpwehend "

“When a feller is engaged to a gel,” said Mr, Harker,

- “a feller den’t-like a young -torf a-giving that gel the
glad eye. Natural, ain’t it? I ain’t a torf, T ain't!
'm a ’ard-working man! But I'm as good as any tozf
wot ever breathed, young feller, and don’t vou forget
el AR . g 3

Arthur Augustus felt an inward sinking.

“ Weally, My, Harkah &

“You keep horf the grass!” said Mr. Harker.
let .another feller’s gel alone! That's wot I want, and

. that’s wot I'm a-goin’ to ’ave! You mark my words!”

Arthur Angustus sank into his chair. He was not
afraid of Mr. Harker, truculent as that-gentleman lcoked.
That was not the trouble at all. But he could no longer
doubt the meaning of Mr. Harker’s remarks.

“Do you mean to imply that you are engaged to Miss
Dowothy Fane?” he asked; in a faint voice.

““Which you knows it well enough,” said Mr. Harker
darkly. “And you thinks as heecause you are a torf you
can do as you like—wot? . But you can’'t! This ’ere is
a-free country, and a ’ard-working man ’as ‘is rights!.
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hold him off 1”

‘ a widiculous sceile, . You are actin’ under a mig

.41 wefuse to be called a young scoun

I come ’ere to give you a ’iding, Mistér Swanking
D’Arey, and that’s wot I'm going to dol. Then p'z’aps
you'll let another man’s gel alone—wot?”
“Gweat Scott!” .
Arthur Angustus jumped up as Mr. Harker flourished
the big whip. There was a crash as the whip caught

- the clock and hurled it into the fender.

Arthur Augustus backed round the table.

“Weally !” he gasped.

“Don’t yvou dodge me!” roared Mr, Harker. I'm
a-standin’ up for my rights, I am! Which I knows the
‘ole gime, sending horders hevery day to bring the van
‘ere—wot? A-giving of my gel the glad eye when she
comes with the parcels! Well, you may be a torf, but
T call it dishonourable, I do! And I'm goin’ to wallop
you to teach you manners!”

“Oh, deah!”

The whip sang through the air, as Mr. Harker made a
rush at the dismayed swell of St. Jim’s. Arthur Aungustus.
dodged again. b

“Pway he calm!” he gasped. “I—I assuah
Harkah, that I weally was not awah i

“ Gammon ! ;

“Hold on!” said Tom Merry, rushing into the study
and collaring the truculent Mr. Harker. “ Draw it mild,
young man!”’ :

“You lemme alene!” voared Mr.. Harker. “I'm a-going
to wallop the young scoundiel !”

“Scoundwel ! Bai Jove!”

“Rescue !” gasped Tom Merry.

Lowther and Manuers, and Blake and Herries and Dig
crowded in, They gathered round the young man from
Blankley’s, and strove to pacify him. : 5

“ We shall

you, Mr.

“ Quiet, for goodness’ sake!” nrged Blake.
have a master up here if you make such a row!”

“T don’t care a rap! I'm going-to wallop that young .
deceiving villain ! shouted Mr. HMarker. “I’ll give him = -
the glafeye, I will! ‘Cause he's a blessed torf; he thinks
he. can do wot he blessed ‘well chgoses——eh? T show -
i diy v ; [ :

“Hold on! Hold on, Mr. Harker!
—he didn’t really—"

“ Gammon !” g 4

~* Keep behind the table, Gussy!” shouted Dig. “We'll

J

CGussy didn't know

I wefuse' to keep hehind the table, Dig. < T am not
“of this—this person,” said Arthur Aungustus, with

dignity. “Mr, Harkah, there is no need for youido make
] appwelien-

sion.* - - rie g )
“ Lemme get at the yonng scotindrel I”

xelaimed
Arthur Augustus indignantly. “I wa awah that o3
Miss Fane was engaged, as she does not wear a wing.” |

“*Ow could she wear a wing, you young hidiot?" ex-
claimed the man from Blankley’s. i

“CGussy means that she's an angel, you know, and
therefore might be expected-to wear a wing,” explained
Lowthez, . ;

“T do not mean anythin’ of the sort, Lowthah, you ass!
I was alludin’ to an engagement-wing.” .. = 0

“Wot does ‘e mean by ’is engagement-wing?”’ demanded "
the man from Blankley’s. “Is’e orf ’is onion?” ‘

“ He means an engagement-ring,” chuckled Blake.

“He! And ‘owis a ’ard-working man to buy engage- =
ment-¢ings in these ‘ard times?” demanded Mr. Harker.
“ Course that young torf could afford it. He don’t ’ave to
work with a van, hie don't, for twenty-one shillin’s a weelk.
'Tain’t his business, I s'p’ose, whether my gel wears a
ring or not, is it? Young vascal I” i

“Certainly not, Mr. Harkah,” said Arthur Augustus.
“I did not mean that wemark as impertinent. T was
explainin’ how it was that T did not know that Miss Fane
was engaged. Undah the cires, of course I shall neval
sce the young lady again. I twust you are sufficiently
intelligeint to see that I am an henouwable chap !”
. “You have Gussy's word,: Mr. Harker,”_sn,id Monty -
Lowther solemnly, “The word of a D'Arcy is as good a3
gold or currency notes.” :

“ Weally, Lowthah——" s

“T pive my word of honah to Mr. Harkah,” said
Arthur Augustus, with a lofty dignity. “But I msh Iulm.
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elearly to understand that I am nob afwaid of him. T am
quite pwepared to thwow him out of this studay 1”

“My eye! Lemme get ab him—- s

% Poace, my child, peace !” said Monty Lowther. “This
way! We'll sce you to the gates. Lend a hand, you
fellows.”

rTom Mexry & Co. gathered round Mr. Harker, and
marched him out of the study. As he went down the
passage, Mr. Harker repeatedly requested to he allowed
to “gel ay? A.l‘ﬂl.}ll‘ Augustus. But he was escorted
é;\fe];? oft the premisés. j

Tom Merry & Co. returned to the study a few minutes
later, Axthur Augustus was stooping at the grate, with
a lighted mateh in his hand. A sheet of impot paper
blazed up and was consumed.

1t was the poem!

‘Arthur Augustus crimsoned as he turied and met the
accusing gaze of his chums.

“Ts he gone?” he faltered.

“Gione,” said Blake gravely. “Guesy, I must say I am
chocked at this. I mever thought anybedy in this study
would be capable of—-"

“Von must know, Blake, that I was quite unawah of the
twue posish of affaihs,” said Arthur Augustus, “and I

twust you can wely upon me to do the wight thing. Pway
excuse me—I must go and telephone.” s
“Talephone !” ejaculated Tom Mexry.
Arthny Augustus hurried out of the study. The Co.

followed him to the prefects’ moom. Arthur Augustus
took up the receiver, and rang up Blankley's.
“Tf it’s another order for Blankley's, he's going to be

«THE GEM"” LIBRARY,
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* Shueh 1”
Arthur Augustus was speaking into the receiver.
“Blankley’s? Yaas, good! This is D’Azrcy, 8t. Jim’s,
You ave sendin’ me some goods by this aftahnoon’s
delivewy. Ave they despatched yet? No? Very good!
Pway do not send them, I find I shall nob wequiah them
now. Thank you vewy much!”
Arthur Augustus hung up the receiver.
J‘lele, girl from Blankley’s had paid her last visit to St
1181

During the nest two or three days Arthur Augustus
was very quiet and subdued.

But he was on the old terms with his chums; discord
in Study No. 6 was a thing of the past.

And after a few days the smiles returned to the noble
countenance of Arthur Augustus D'Arcy. He had made the
discovery that he was not so hard hit as e had supposed,
and that at fifteen it was more difficult than easy to be
crossed in love. Iis chums witnessed his recovery with
great satisfaction, and they chuckled when they heard
him inform Tom Merry that he would be available for the
Rookwood mateh.

Avthur Augustus played in the Rookwood match with
great distinetion. In Study No. 6 the girl from
Blankley's was mentioned no more. But it was a long
time before Arthur Augustus’ devoted chums told him
the story of the true identity of the man from Blankley’s.

THE END.
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. Kinder, Brighouse.

EQUAL TO THE OCCASION. :
‘An evangelist was exhorting his hearers to flee from the

wrath to come. . .
“1 swarn you,” he cricd, “that there will be weeping and

wailing and gnashing of teeth®”
At this stage an ol%l lady in the gallery stood up.
“dir,” she shouted, *T have no teoth ! ’ .
“Madam,” vretorted the —evangelist, *teeth
provided !”—Sent in by W. Nicholson, Stanley, co. Durham.

A REASSURING ANSWER. :
‘An old lady was going down a cosl-mine for the first tiwe
or life, :

mﬂl\;u;,he ocagc slowly descended, she noticed how she and the
vest of the pnrtTv were dependent upon a single rope to which
it was attached. ; ; o .

“Do you think it is quite safe?” she asked a brawny mincy
who was accompanying the visitors, as she glanced anxiously

at the rope. )

up“DuEl’? Eefr, mum,” was the reply. © You're quite safe.
These ’ero ropes arc guaranteed to last exactly twelv_a)a
months, and this one ain't due to be renewed till to-morrow.’
—S8ent in by C. Lyne, Kettering.

OVERLOADED.
"Mywas in tho wild and woolly West, and the weary traveller
had had a twenty-mile tramp to the nearest railway-station.
There he had enjoyed a delightful vigil of nearly five hours,

when at last a welcome rumble was heard, and the train

crawled in. - . .

The traveller staggered aboard, and scated himself, with a
erunt of satisfaction. A long pause, but still the train did
not move, . i

Suddenly a grimy visago thrust itself into the compartment,
and its owner, the driver, remarked: . k

“8av, boss, would you mind climbing daln a minute while
we jest get a start on the confommded engine?”—Sent. in by
G. Morgan, Tast Ham, E.

SHE FELT TED-UP.

The hope and pride of a certain junior football team was
Bill ' 8mith, the star inside-
vight. In the opiuion of the
club’s supporters, the result of
the match depended largely
upon Bill.

Having  heard of  his
popularity, Myrs. Smith—Bill's
mother—was  in  attendance,
and she glowed with pride as
she watched her stalwart son
running down the field.

Presenily an impatient
vouth, who was standing in
in front of her, exclaimed:

“Why don’t you feed BRill
Smith?”

The old  damé’s umbrella
came down upon the critic’s
head with a resounding crash.

“What do you mean?” she
cried indignantly,  “T'll let
you know our Bill gets more
fo eat than thee, from the
look of ye!”—Sent in by P

\

Pl P e e e e e e " e

Tre Gem Lisrary.—No. 404
OUR COMPANION ‘' THE BOYS' FRIEND,” “THE MAGNET,”
PAPERS: Every Monday. Every Monday.

Contributor to this Page,

T EE s

ekly Prjse Pages

LOOK OUT FOR YOUR WINNING STORYETTE, b ey

will Dbe.

e e e e e e

As the “GEM?"” Storyette Competition has
proved so popular, it has been decided to run
this novel feature in conjunction with our
new Companion Paper,

THE BOYS’ FRIEND, 1d,

Published every Monday,

in order to give more of our readers a chance
of winning one of our useful Money Prizes.

If you know a really funny joke, or a short,
interesting paragraph, send italong (on a post-
card) before you forget it, and address it to:
The Editor, THE BOYS FRIEND and GEM,
Gough House, Gough Square, Fleet Street, E.C.

Look out for YOUR Prize Storyette in next
week's GEM er BOYS' FREEND.

™ e e e e e e e ™™ Robert Chick, Fulham,
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) A COLOURED ROMANCE.

First she was green with envy,
Next she was red with rage,.

And then she was white with o terrible hate—
And the reader turned the page.

There was the blue-and-black villain
Showing his yellow streak;

His brow was flushed with the pink of death,
And he fled with a purple squeak.

Heroine sces the hero
Coloured so true to life,
The tarred-and-feathered villain leaves
. A rainbow man and wife. =
—Sent in by B. Whittaker, New Malden, Surrey.

THEN HE MADE A FACE.

The immensely wealthy catch, who had just become
cngaged to the cldest daughter of the house, had arrived on
his frst visit to his fianceg’s home. Naturally, it was desired
to give him a very favourable impression.

_After tea he was presented to the youngest of his future
sisters-in-law. The little girl looked at him long and carefully
with her clear blue eyes, evidently taking in every detail.

“Sissy says you are a self-made man,” she said at last.
“Is that true?”

“Yes, my dear, quite true,” he replied kindly. * What
malkes you ask?”

“Well, T was only wondering what made you give yourself
such a funny face,”” was the innocent rejoinder.—Sent in by
H. Ii. Cooper, Rotherham, Yorks.

BITING SARCASM,

Boarder (tackling a very tough steak): “ When you under-
tool to provide me with board, madamn, I was really not
aware that you meant to do so literally.”—Sent in by J. E.
Daykin, Derby.

MYSTIFILD.
“Mamma, my birthday comes on a Monday this yean,

sedoesn't 14?7

“Yes, dear.”
“ And last year it was on a Sunday, wasn’t it.?”

“Yes, dear.”

“Did it come on a Saturday
the year before last "

“Yes, dear.”

“How many days in the
week was [ born on,
mamma ?"’—Sent  in by
Laverick, Newcastle-on-Tyne,

COURAGEQUS, VERY.

Boss (to boy who has been
to collect a debt): “Well, and
what did he say about-the ac-
count ?”

Boy: “Ile said he, would
break every bone in my body
and throw me out of the wins
low if I showed my- face
there again.” A;

Boss: “Just go back and
tell him he can’t frighfen me
by his violence.”—Sent, p%by

P
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 FHE CONCLUDING CHAPTERS OF— -

Thé‘:-previous instalments told how:i—
NORRIS BRENT, on retwrning to England with his

Chinese servant ¥EN HOW,
cousin, GUY MELVILLE.
Despite the fact that he had during a journey through a
desert stolen the last drop of water, and left them to perish,
Guy Melville pretends to be pleased at sceing them again.
He informs his cousin that, owing to the death of an uncle;

is greeted by his unworthy

. he is now owner of the estate Kagle’s CIiff, _a.nd offers him a

position thereon, ‘which is accerted. )
One-day Yen How surprises his master by informing him

* that MING YUNG, a Chiness mandarin, and his ward,
SILVER PEARL, whose acquaintance Brent had previously.

made in China, are staying at Fagle’s Nest.

_ Brent discovers'that Ming Yung has come to Fagle’s Nest
in order to experiment with an invention with which he
hopes to secure world-wide power.

Guy Melville, for some sinister reason, desires the death
of his cousin, and secures the assistance of a gipsy, KARL
MARROK, to aid him in his foul purpose.

Brent finds a ruby of great value, which, after it has been
stolen by Guy Melville, Ming Yung gains possession of.

The latter has to make a hwricd return to China, and
Brent and Yen Fow follow him. .

_ Brent enters Ming Yung’s residence, and is discovered, so
is forced to hide. ¥Yen How rescues him, and the two
hasten back to the hotel where they are staying. |

Brent and Yen How next morning start off again, and
at night enter a. hut, asking for a mnight’s rvest, when, to
Brent’s surprise, he discovers his cousin dying.  Before
Melville dies he asks Brent’s forgiveness, and confesses that

ha stole the red ruby, and that Ming Yung stele it from

him,

After burying his cousin, Brent and his_companion start
off again, and next they reach Canton. Here they again
stay for a rest, and, to pass the time, visit a theatre. ' On
leaving the place they are both arrested by four detectives,
who are instructed by Ming Yung to do so.

The gaoler of the prison 1s bribed, and so Brent and Yen
How cseape, and, obtaining a guide, set out over the
mountains. The guide at Ei;ast; exclaims: “The Tower of
Silence ! This is where I must leave you.”

(Now recad the conclusion of this splendid story).

e

The Losing Game—The Dropped Ruby—The Destroyer
—Comrades Three,
- Karl Marrek uttered a laugh of cantemptuous amusement.
He was thinking of Ming Yung, of the trust that he believed
the yellow wizard had placed in him, and of how he had
betrayed it. '
Fortune had smiled sipon_him. The enterprise that he had
embarked upon with é}ny Melville had ended in his favour.

i5 associate had fallen out of the running, had been "
abandoned by him to a harsh fate, and the great prize that

they had both coveted was for him alone,
The red ruby was his at last.

‘it glowed and sparkled like a ball of fire. He could not take

his eves from it.

There was the treasure that would open

« THE GEM "gLIBRARY.
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out for him a future wherein he would be able to satisfy every

desire of his heart. . .

The room in which he was standing was in_darkness, but
it opened out on to a stone balcony that was already touched
by the silvery light of the rising moon. The slow dispersa
of the mass of black shadow encircling him swarned Marrok
that he was exposing himself to the danger of being seen. -

The retainers of Ming Yung, as he had cause to remember,
regarded him with marked dislike and suspicion. It would
never do for one of them to find him there. k

From somewhere behind him a rustling sound reached his
cars. With a startled gasp, he swung round, A light glowed
at the back of the room, soft and clear, revealing Ming Yung's
tall and commanding figure.

Ming Yung! A spasm of terrified amazement shook Karl
Marrok from head to foot. ITe had made sure that the other
was at Hong Kong, and would not be back until the end of
the week. Bold and confident in his knowledge that the
vellow wizard was absent, he had searched high and low for
the red ruby, and had at last found it, only to be detected in
the very moment of his success. . e o

The two men stared at cach other in silence.  Neither
moved, Yet while the face of Karl Marrck expressed uncon-
trollable fear and discomfiture, that of Ming Yung showed
not a vestige of emotion. ;

The mysterious mandarin was not alone. There were gthcr
Chinese in the room and oub on the stone balcony, silent,
watchful, and alert. Seeing them caused Marrok to lose the
sense of blind, unreasoning tervor that had chilled him %o the
hone. Like a trapped wolf, he baved his teeth and growled
with impotent hate and fury against a power that he knew
would crush him to tho dush. « :

“Seize the foringhee!” Ming Yung commanded, “Let him
not escape !” &

Pausing not a moment as they advanced upon him, Marrok
dashed past them on to the baleony. With a swift spring he
gained the top of the stome halustrade and started to run
along it.

Begfore he had gone a yard two Chinamen clutched hold
of him. For a moment or two he struggled to release himself,
and in doing so swayed and lost his balance. Then, uttering
a terrible scream, he fell from the balcony and shot down

“into the ravine hundreds of feet below.

The comrades heard Karl Marrok’s death-cry a few minutes
after their guide had left them and they were setting out
on the last short stage of their journey. It sounded so mear
that it startled them. They halted and looked up. 2

There was a tinkling crash almost at their feet. Something
that flashed and glittered with dazzling brightness rolled on
tho ground, Uttering a quick exclamation of intense surprise,
Norris Brent stooped down and snatched up the object.

“Look!” he cried. ‘“The red ruby!” | ’

Tt was the red muby beyond a doubt. Flinging out his arms
as he fell from the balcony in a vain attempt to save himself,
Karl Marrok had jerked the precious stone from his grasp,
with a convulsive gesture. Dropping clear of the ravine, 1t

had bounded down the highest slope of the mountain to the

lovel space occupied by Brent and his companion. i
Tho comrades stared in wondering amazement at the
Tue Geu LiBrary.—No. 404
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splendid gem, How had it come there? That was the imme-
diata thought that occurred to them both, -

Brent was the first to sec a glimmering of the truth: )

“1t’s mighty odd!” hio said. *“That seream we heard mush
have come from someone who was caught while making off
with the ruby, which he'd stolen. In his fright he Aung it
avay, and it fell down here, for me to pick it up.”

“That is as it should be,” Yen How rejoined. “The ruby
belongs to you. Now yon have it back again, my think you
keep it more jolly tight than you did before.’*

Brent laughed, as he placed the gem in a pocket of his
money-belt, - .

“TIl do my best to,” he remarked. “ All the same *—and
his face grew serious—‘‘if will he a more difficult business
than ever now for us to do what we want to. The loss of
this red ruby will make Ming Yung like a raging tizer.
Shouldn’t wonder if he doesn’t send his men out to look
dor 1t 2 .

Yen How held up a warning hand.

“TTark!” he said.” “Ierve they come already!”

The faint sound of distant voices broke the silonce. Then
tho glimmers of lighted torches were scen. The Chinese,
urged on by Ming Yung, were descending the mountain, in
the hope of discovering Karl Marrok’s dead body, and on it
the ruby that the gipsy had stolen with such a fatal result,

““This is awleward for us,” said Brent. It males necessary
a change in our plans right away. We shall have little chance
of seeing the inside of the Tower of Silenc¢e to-night,”

Slirting the edus of lhe ravine, the comrades made their
way down towards the coast. - It was an arduous and perilons
descent. In places the mountain-side was steep as a roof, and
slippery as glass, the utmost care and caution being required
to avoid a stumble that-would lrave meant instant death.

At Jast the ordeal was over. Stretching away from the
mouptain:base to the sea, nearly a mile distant, was a beach,
littored with huge vocks and vast quantities of loose shale.
*As ho and bis companion halted to take their bearings, Brent's
altention was attracted to a bright light that suddenly shone
acrgss: thetwater, It was visible for a minute or two, and
then disappeared from sight. ‘ :

“That belong ship’s light,” commented Yen How,
ship is a.British man-o'-war of some sort.”.

Instinct more than .anything clse made him fancy so:
impressed was hie by this conviction that he determined to
assure himself on the point with the least possible delay.

Accompanied by Yen How, he crossed the beach by a
circuitous rvoute ‘that brought them to a point that was in
almost a direct line with Lho spot where they had last secn
the light.

A succession of lofiy pillars of rock rose out of the sea to a
considerablo distance from the coast, which was evidently
one of the greatest dangers to the mariner. Beyond was the
deep sea channel separating the Chinese mainland from Hong
;.I‘(ung,{;.\\'hose innumerable lights cast a deep red glow into

ho sky.

“Do you see it?” whispered Yen How. “There, between
those two big rocks!"” ;

Glancing in the divection indicated, Brent observed a long,
dark object that he knew at once to be a destroyer. She was
at anchor, and all her lights were extinguished—with what
object he could only vaguely surmise, although he shrewdly
sn;;)l)e_c-lcd that Ming Yung was in some way connected
with 1t. il 5

“Tell you what!” ho said, coming to a sudden resolution.
“I'm going to swim out to that ship, Yen How. D’vou want
to come with me?”

Yen How smiled!and nodded his head.

“Of course ! he replied. ““ What side you oo my go.”
_Wading out until the water was waist-deep, the comrades
started on their swim, The sea was calm, and the tide in
ibeir favour, so it was not long before they were necar the
destroyer.

T'rom on deck a voice hailed them : and Norris Brent thrilled
with an inexpressiblo emotion as he heard the familiar accents
of his mother tongue.

“Can

“We've friends!” he called out,
board 7’ :

Lmmediately afictwards a ropedadder was flung over the
destroyer’s side, and the comrades clambered up 1t. Several
sturdy British bluejackets gazed at them with unconcealed
wonder and curiosity as they reached the deck, and a young
lioutenant stepped forward to meet them. a

After exchanging a few words with Brent, the officor
?!ppeared satisfied that the comrades had every right to bo

here.

. “You'd better change into some dry clothes.” he said,
and then T’ll take you to see Captain Scott, the com-
mander.”

Not many minutes later Brent was shown into the com.
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-exclaimed, **and

- mander’s cabin. -He found that Captain Scott was a youngish-
. man of the real -British naval officer- type.

It did not. take
him long to tell his story,  whioh deeply impressed his
Histener, as much by the sincere, straightforward manner in
which it was told as by the strange nature of it.

“I’'ve heard of you before,” said Scott, “and of your
cousin. It was at his place, Bagle's Nest, that Ming Yung
was staying when Kenneth Grame’s steam-yacht Gloria was
destroyed.  That affair caused a tremendons sensation, bud
Ming Yung managed to flee from the country without being

openly convicted of his monstrous crime.’

“Yet there can be no doubt about him being the eulprit,”

Brent earnestly replied, “and he ought to suffer a leavy
punishment for it.”

“Quite agree with you,” said Scott, “and if I followed
out my personal wishes in the matter I should go ashore ab
the head of my men and arrest him by force. Unfortunately, -
however, he is a Chinaman on Chinese territory, and that
fact assures to him lis liberty. To make a landing and take
him prisoper would be an ackt of war on China that might
easily lead to world-wide trouble and all sorts of international
complications. You see the difficult position that I am placed
in#" .

“Yes,” Brent answered, “I do, Buot why is your ship
here?”

The blung
commander.

“Ha,” he said laughingly, “you're certainly as sharp as ©
took you to be! Though our yellow friend is out of my
reach at present so far as arresting him is concerned,” ho
continued, “there is no consideration of a political nature to
prevent me from keeping a close watch on his movements so

shrewdness of the question amused the:

far as they may threaten to endanger important British -

interests.” :

“Then you're suspicious of him?"” : -

“Very,” was the answer. *“We've information to the
effect that Ming Yung has established some infernal engine’
of destruction in the Tower of Silence that will not only-
menace tho shipping that passes up and down the seca
channel outside, but even Hong Kong itself.”. ..

Brent's face flushed with excitement, e - LS .
= {{That will be a machine for working ‘the viclet ray,” he -
if it is finished and in order, then Ming
Yung has nothing to fear. Against the violet ray no powes
on carth could prevail for a moment.” ;

The commander of the destroyer looked grave.

“You've seen this ray at work, you tell me,” he said.
f‘]:,;d like to hear from your own lips all that you know about
i

The grave look in liis face deepened as Brent was speaking.
All that heo heard went to more than confirm the truth-of
what he had read regarding Ming Yung's wonderful
invention. With such a terrible force at -his command, the
yvellow wizard might well prove himself to be a veritable
seourge to civilisation T

“If T was certain that Ming Yung was preparing to unse
the violet ray against our shipping,” he said, “I'd take the
responsibility of putting armed men into his hounse at once.
His superiors in office may protect him now, but they would
not dare fo any longer were we able to prove the guilt of his
intentions.”

“You'll soon be able to do that, sir,” Brent declared,
“for I'm certain that I shall be able to obtain all the proof
necessary for your purpose. It’s like this,” he went on to
say, as Scott darted an inguiring glance at him. “Silver
Pearl, the adopted danghter_of Ming Yung, is a great friend
of mine. [t was with the object, first of all, of seeing Ler thab
I set out from Clanion to reach Ming Yung's place on tha
coast, She has helped me before to find out what I wanted
ta about him, and she will again, or I'm very much
mistaken,” .

“ And supposing this girl does all that you think she will
do,” asked Scott, “how do you propose fo act then?” :

“Well,” said Brent readily, “I should pass on the informa-
tion gained as quickly as possible to you.” :

To Captain Scott the plan seemed an eminently practical
one.  Short though their acquaintance was, it had been
sufficient to give him confidence in his young guest, whose
pluck and bravery, morcover, he had heard of before.

The first-hand knowledge that Brent possessed of Ming
Yung was also greatly to his advantage.” Silver Pearl,
too, promised to be a valuable ally in assisting him to unveil
the hidden scerets of the Tower of Silence. :

“It'll be a risky ocaterprise for ypu to carry out,” said
Scott, “but not so much so as if you hadn't got me to fall
back on.” + :

Then he and Brent proceeded to elaborate the scheme, It

“ was decided that the comrades should make their attempt .

to enter the Tower of Silence on the following night, and,
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Ming Yung's left hand clutched at Brent’s throat, and his brcath came in'gasps. There was a rush of feet,
and a erowd of Chinamen, led by Ho Beng, swarmed on to the teirace. (See page 27).

if they succeeded, to return with the information obtained to
tho destroyer, }
_Should danger from the Chinese threaten them, then
Yen How, who would remain on guard while Breni was
speaking to Silver Pearl, was to flash a warning light that
would be seen by those on board the destroyer,

“In the event of that happening,” said Scott, *“help will be
senf fo you at once. But avoid frouble if von can, for we
don’t want Ming Yung to hoodwink us and make a complaint
to the Chinese authorities that we invaded peaceful territory
without any good cause.  Thai would make us a general
taughing-stock, to say the least of it.”

Brent shook his head.

“You needn’t have any fear on that score,” he declared.
“Whatever the danger was that threatened me, I'd never
Inok to anyone else to save me from it.”

* Bravely spolen !” said Captain Scott. “Nevertheless, T
Flhu],l expect ‘a call from you if you find yourself in a tight

x.

That night Brent and Yen Iow slept on hoard the
destroyer, and remained on the vessel until a late hour the
following day. Darkness had long since fallen when they
were rowed to the shore. TLeaving the boat that had brought
them o land, they set off across the rock-strewn beach, and
were soon at the foot of the mountain on whose towering
summit stood Ming Yung’s lonely ahode.

Following the same path they had descended by on the
preceding night, they reached the level space of rock where
Brent. had picked up the red ruby. Above them rese the
topmost slope of the mountain, so steep as to look almost
inaccessible, but where others had heen they did not hesitaie
to venture.

Sure and steady of foot, they climbed up the rocky height,
slipping.often, and now and then aceidentally loosening some
largo boulder, that hecame dislodged and went leaping and
bounding down the mouniainside with ever-increasing
momentum. Then they would pause, and lie flat against the
‘slope, fearing lest the roise should be heard by. their foes
above; to press on upward again in the ensuing silence with
renewed confidence,

Now they were on the summit of the mountain. Before

their eyes rose the strong walls of the Tower of Silence,
which reminded Brent strongly of an old English castle,
except that in this instance the building showed no sign of
ever liaving been allowed to fall into disrepair.

But for a single light chowing at a narrew window high
up in the front part of it, the place was in darkness., Not
a sound disturbed the prevailing peace and calm. Yet, as
Brent gazed at that lighted window he felt sure that the
vellow wizard, sleepless and alert, was in the room behind it.

“Down!” ¥Yen How whispered suddenly, clutching at his
companion’s arm. *“Someone is watching us!”

He glanced towards a rock near which a figure was moving.
At the same moment someone stepped out into the mooun-
light, and hurried swiftly to the comrades, neither of whom
could suppress the cry of surprise that rose to their lips.

No foe this, but a friend—Silver Pearl herself!

“Hush!” she whispered to Brent, falling to her knees, and
erouching by his side. “Don’t move or speak yet. Somcone
on the tower may have scen me.” ;

All three listened intenily for several moments, but net
a sound came to their ears, not an object moved before
their eyes. It was silent as the grave.

“Qilver Pearl,” said Brent, “how did you know that we
were here?” :

“I've been waiting for you Dbehind that rock,” she
answered, “for T knew that you would come this way. When
vou landed from the boat I saw you, and came back here
by an easier path than the one you chose.”

Brent stared at her in amazement.

“ But did you know that we were on the destroyer?”’

“Yes,” she replied to his question. ‘‘Last night I was
down on the beach, waiting to see something of the British
ship, whose light had attracted my attention before. Then
vou and Yen How passed quiie close to me. I was too
asioniehed to call out to you, and before I could make up
my mind what to do you had both waded into the water.
Pomight I went down there again in the hope of meeting
you.
what you meant to do.”

While Silver Pearl was speaking o vague doubt and sus-
picion. clouded Brent’s mind.

When you started to climb the mountain, I guessed
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“«Why were you watching the destroyer?” he inquired.

«“Because I wanted to speak to someone, if possible, who
might be able to tell me something about you,” she mur-
mured, blushing and hanging down her head. o Beng
had told us of your escape down the river, and I hoped to
Liear that you had reached the coast in safety, or been
rescued by some of your own countrymen.”

Now, Brent was ashamed that he had suspected Silver
PTearl of watching the British warship on behalf of Ming
Yung, and he was silent for some moments, while the girl’s
dark cyes rested upon him with a look of mingled joy and
anxiety.

“It's splendid to be with you again, Silver Pearl,” said
Brent at last. “But I never thourht that we should raeet in
this way. I feared that it would be necessary to get inside
the tower before I could communicate with you.”

“Fate is our friend,” she answered simply, “as I trust it
will continue to be.” )

Then Brent toid her of the strong purpose that had brought
him so many thousands of miles across the sea, of the hard-
ships and terrible dangers that he and Yen How had en-
countered on the journey, and she listened to him with a
grave face that ever and again lit up with a bright little smile,

“I'm not surprised,” she said, “for what you told me on
hoard that steamer in the Indian Ocean convinced me that
either you would gain the victory over Ming Yung, or he
would beat you. When you were thrown overbeard into
the sea, I grieved for you as for one dead, and any respect
and affection I might have had for my guardian turned to
hatred and a burning desire to have revenge on him for your
sake. That is why T am here now, to help you, Norris,”

She held out both her hands, and as Brent clasped them
in his own, he knew that she had pledged her loyalty to
him to tho death. And this knowledge thrilled him with a
triumphant delight, for with Bilver Pearl by his side, trusty
and true, he had no fear of Ming Yung being the final victor
in the long duel between them tlfat was now about to draw
to its close.

“Come!” whispered Silver Pearl.
usg to act!”

All three, comrades
tower.

(1
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The Yellow Wizard's Fate.

“Are you sure of this thing?” 4 g1t

Ho Beng humbly howed his face almost to the ground.

“Your slave would not dare to utter anything but the
truth,” he said, with outspread hands. “It 13 as my
honoured lord has been told, Last night Silver Pearl left
her room in secret, and was absent for nearly an hour, and
now again she is missing.”

“So!" remarked Ming Yung, frowning darkly.  “ And
what is the meaning of this nightly ramble on her part?
Tell me!”

That T am unable to tell, my lord,” answered Ho Beng,
visibly taken aback by this peremptory demand for infor-
mation that he was at a loss to supply. *All that [ know 1
have told you.”

Ming Yung’s dark eyes flashed angrily.

“¥You know ecither too much or too little,” he declared.
“It is ever the same. Now listen to me. Keep close watch
for Silver Pearl’s return. When you sce her come straight
to me. Should you fail in this duty I have laid on you,
then the nail shall be torn from each of your thumbs as a
punishment.”

So saying, he turned abruptly away from the fawning and
abashed Ho Beng, and entered the Tower of Silence by a
private doorway that was used by him alone. Closing th
door, he felt for the key that he wusually carrvied in the side-
p{ocliet of the closely-fitting vest worn beneath his, long purpl
cloak. :

The key was mot there. Its absenco vexed him a libtle,
but it did not strike him as being eurious, and he supposed
that he must have mislaid it somewhere. i

Nor did it occur to him that it would be unwise to leave
the door unlocked. He had given the strictest ovders that
none but himself should use this privale entrance, and- such
a command no Chinaman in his serviee would disobey, know-
ing weil the fearfully severe punishment that would follow.

Ascending a winding flight of stone steps, Ming Yung
came to a landing that opened into a large and lofty room.
that he used as a combined study and laboratory. It was
splendidly equipped for the work that he carried on in it.

The nstruments and other apparatus were worth a con-
siderable fortune.  Where his scientific. rescarches were
affected, Ming Yung always spent with a Invish hand. . Only
the very best that money could buy would he look at, and
the result was invariably one that satisfied even his exacting
femper.

Beyond the room, and opening out from it through w
couple of high archways, was a wsreat stonc terrace, sup-
ported by huge pillars rising from the ground, and overgrown
for a considerable dictance up by a climbing plant bearing
overspreading branches covered with a dense folinge of 'dark-
creen leaves. :

A machine that bove a striking resemblarce to the pro-
jector of an exiremely powerful searchlight stood in the
centre of the terrace. Tubes and wires connected. it with a
large battery placed on a platform back in the laboratory. ' .

It was modelled on the design of the small machine that
Ming Yung lad erected on the roof of the tower at Eagle's
Nest, and was, in fact, made for the same purpose as ifs
predecessor, ; %

Bending over the machine, the yellow wizard eyed it with
loving care and attention.  All his hopes were centred upon
it.  Disaster—almost complete failure and irrvetrievable ruin—
had overtaken him in England, but he had fled in time to
cscape the penalty that would otherwise have crushed him to
dust, and this new invention was his answer to his enemies.

So powerful was its divecting force that Ming Yung kunew
that the violet ray could now reach Hong Kong., Turned on
atb the great battery, the flaming light that destroved every-
thing it touched would sweep across the sea, and annihilate the
centre of British power in China more effectnally than the
fiercest bombardment by massed picces of artillery ever could
do. 1

Tater on, when the night was far advanced, Ming Yung =
intended to put his latest invention to its first test,  He never
doubted that it would come up to his highest expectation, and
the thonght of the dreadful havoe and destrnetion that i
would cause brought o look of inhuman pride into his face, <

While the yellow wizard inspected the different parts of his =
jealously-guarded invention, Silver Pearl and her companions
were thinking of the perilous enterprise in front of them: =
Fortunately for them, Yen How had canght sight of Ho
Beng's figure moving stealthily across the compound whicl

Silver Pearl would have to pass in order to veach the entrance
to the house, 321

“Then he knows that T am out,” said the girl, turning Pﬂ.i-.‘.’"j
at the' thought, “and is watching for me to roturn... It wis
a good thing for us. Yen How, that you noticed him, for 1
meant to go across the compound.” -
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“Ten’t there more than one cntrance to the tower?” Brent
agked. 4
“ihere is another -ome,” Silver Pearl replied, after a
" moment or two's silent reflection, “but Tm afraid it will be
of no use to us. The door is always kept locked by Ming
Yung, who carries the key about with him,”
. “Perhaps he has forgottea to lock it to-night, expressly for
our benefit,” said Brent, wita a ¢heery smile, in order to hide
the disappointment at this early check that he himself, no loss
than Silver Pearl, was experiencing. ‘At any rate, we can
? :but try the door and make sure.”
1 ' Leading the way to the foob of the stone staircase, Silver
Pearl gently turned the handle of the door, which, to her
unutterable astonishment, swung open.
“you see that there was sense in my suggestion,” Brent
whispered, with a look of relisf. “‘Go onl!”
Bub Silver Pearl, a sharp suspicion in her mind, hung back
with a marked nervousness and timidity in her bearing and

- panner,
\ “He has Jaid a trap for us to walk into,” she whispered.
b “Tn sure of it.  He never leaves this door unlocked at other
“ times ! .

~ Brent smiled, and pointed to the butt of the Service revolver
_that rested in his coat-pocket, and which Captain Scots had
tgiven to him before he left the destroyer.

“\Yith this little barker ready to my hand,” he said, “T've
“ng fear of falling into any trap that Ming Yung and his
§ -Chinamen may have laid for us. Yen How has another of
9the same sort, Don’t you fear anything.

Besides, it’s qlite
possible that Ming Yung has forgotten to use his key.”
Somewhat reassured by these words, Silver Pearl consented
to enter the doorway and ascend the steps. The comrades
followed her closely, treading as noiselessly as-she herself did,
and a few moments later they were on the landing opposite
the laboratory.
- Peering into the room, they saw Ming Yung, with his back
towards them, looking through some menioranda that he had
jotted down on o long slip of red paper. He was standing

clow a green-shaded bulb of electric light, and not until
'! Brent was close to him did some quick play of his instinct

warn him that he was not alone,

Turning sharply round. he beheld the lad who had so often
baulked his purposes in the past, holding a revolver that was
pointing steadily at him.

“Don’t move !” ordered Brent brusquely.
life will pay for it (" :

The yellow wizard vealised that this was no idle threat, and
that Brent would act on it if it was necessary to do so, with-
out a second’s hesitation. His eyes shot fire, Then, cold

_and impassive as ever, he looked calmly at the youth whe
had dared so much to meet him again, i

" “So,” he said, “once more we are face to face. The last
“time I locked upon you, feringhee, was when you were thrown
" into the ocean at my command !”

“7 remember the oceasion perfectly well,” Brent answered,
with a scornful smile.  * You had me on toast then, and you
naturally never expected to see me again. But I've a habit
of turning up when T ought not to, that you’ll have noticed
once or twice before.” ,

Ming Yung snarled suddenly like an infuriated tiger.

#“If you do, your

exclaimed. “Why have yoa come here lilke some prowling
thief in the night?” )
— “As you did at Eagle’s Nest, when you stole the red ruby
rom my cousin,” Brent retorted, “but with no such dis-
onest motive. Listen to me, Ming Yung! You fled from
England to escape paying the penalty for a terrible crime—
one, moreover, that you've keen planning to repeat here on
a far vaster scale. Bub all your preparations represent so
much wasted effort.”

“Tndeed |” Ming Yung rejoined.
them to naught?”

“Y am,” was the prompt answer. “You will come away

.. with me, Ming Yung, or I will most certainly shoot you dead

in this room. It is for you to make the choice of these two
alternatives. Having got you in my power, I'm not going to

bt
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A shot—a scream. The shout voi
lIaboratory. Brent glanced round, ognzlc.n'\cfi; ::‘a{;_)e jrom_ the
the opportunity that he had been wuitin.g f(l):)' ml-m.“ .se11zzlulp;
hand had pushed the electric bell button in the f‘l ﬁmﬁ“%-nﬁ
him that sounded an alarm, hurled himself at the 1-1[:;1 chind

The revolver that Brent held went off as hiz Anger pulled
the trigger, buf{ the bullet sped harmlessly outggi-egu tlex‘::a
terrace into space. Again he fired. Ming Yung gave a cr
-of terrible rage and pain, for this time the leaden 11-:i5511ye
i{;:];ic(ljc?cp into his vight avm, which fell limp and useless to

His left hand .chttchedl frenziedly ab Brent's throat, and his
breath came and went in noisy gasps. There was a rush’of
feet, and a crowd of Chinamepn, ted by Ho Beng, swarmed on
to iht}al terrac]o]. . AT

A heavy blow fell on Breat's head with stunniy \ :
He reclad dizzily, and then blankness came over 111]1% lfféucg
and the shouting, fierce-eyed Chinese faded from his vision,

When he again came to consciousness of his surroundings
ho found that he was on the mountainiside.  Silver Pearl
was kneeling by him, holding up his head, and close to her
stood Yen How, bruised, battered, and with his clothes torn
to ribbons, and four or five British bluejackets.

“He’'s all right now,” said Yen How smilingly, as Brent
looked round. ‘‘That velly, velly good. My have big fight
to drag you away from that place, Mista Blent,” he added,
addressine his young master; ‘““but my succeed in the end.
This revolver batlk out all his shots, my teli you, and three or
four men will never spealk again.”

Brent, remembering everything, rose weakly to his feet.

“AMing Yung ! he exclaimed. “Hell get away again !’

“Not much fear, sir,” one of the bluejackets replied. ‘*The
eaptain, with a score of bluejackets, has gone up there this
ten minutes since. Hallo!” :

From the summit of the mountain had come a strange,
roaring sound like that made amongst dry leaver by the
passing of a strong gust of wind. All eyes were upturned.

High into the sky shot a great flame of violet-caloured
light. It lasted scarcely more than a second, then vanished,
leaving the sky clear as before, Norris Brent and his com-
panions did not spealk, could not have uttered a word had
they tried to, for a miracle had happened.

'1‘1;0 Tower of Silence had disappeared from the mountain’s
crost. g N -

Not one golitary stone of it remained. The violet ray, let

looso in all its terrible power by Ming Y¥ung, had destroyed
tlhc building, twning it and everything within ite walls to
dust. -
The yellow - wizard had doubtless released the violet ray
with the intention of destroying Captain Scott and the force
of bluejackets as they were nearing the place. In his fury he
must have made some kind of miscalculation, with the result
that the clectric stream became an uncontrollable force that
ewept him and his followers into oblivion.

“Thanlk Heaven cur fellows are safe!” ‘one of the blue-
jackets eaid feverishly ab last. . “They’re nearly up to the top
%f ]ﬂl(;.,lu()lluluin, but not quite, and for that, praise every-

ody !’2 s -

ﬁlrent, glancing at Silver Pearl, saw that she was erying
softly. Gl

“(heer up ! he whispered. *You'll come home with me
to England now, where kind friends will always be round
you. Will you be sorry to leave China ?”

Smiling up at him through her tears, Silver Pearl shook
her head. ) =

“No,” she murmured. “T ghall be very glad.
not going to be with you?” ;

For am E

. - . . i s v . ¥ »
Three months later Norris Brent was back at Eagle’s Nest,
its owner now, and with every prospect of a long and happy
life in front of him. He was accompanied by Yen How aud
Silver Pearl, for in his prosperity, as in his days of gloom and
adversity, these staunch and loyal comrades were all the world
to him, 3

THE END.
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E 6 SKIMPOLE'S WINDFALL!"”
By Martin Clifford,

Wild scenes of commotion take place at St. Jim's in next .

weel’s grand, long, complete story of Tom Merry & Co.
Since the outbreak of war Ilerberf Skimpole, the genius of
the Shell, has been writing wordy and cxtensive articles on
the subject of his new acroplane, and great is the surprisc
of his -schoolfellows when ho receives a cheque for twenty
pounds from the cditor of “The Flying Times ™ in_payment
for a contribution. On the strength of this sudden nest-
egg, Skimpole allows his philanthivopy to run riot. le
invites hie schoolmates to help themselves, and when a
further checque comes fo hand, also  for twenty pounds,
Skimmy rounds up all the logal vagabonds, with the inten-
tion of supplying their imaginary needs. Then, when every
penny has been expended, the uufortunate junior learns
that the money has been sent to him ip error, and he is
reruested to pay back the forty pounds without delay. Thus

“SKIMPOLE'S WINDFALL”
does mot prove at all beneficial to the fellow who received
it, and Skimmy is landed in one of the worst serapes ho
hias ever known.

—p

THE EVE OF THE FATEFUL DAY!

“Are YOU Going to Help **The Greyfriars Herald™?

But a few short days. and “The Greyfriars Herald.”
Number One, Price Oue 1alfpenny, will be on sale through-
out the kingdom. November 15th, 1915, will be a momentous
doy in the history of the companion papers, for tremendous
issues hang on the success or non-success of Harry Wharton’s
great journal. If it goes well—that is to say, if it is bought
by every Gemite and Magnetite and Topite and Triendile
—it will be a prelude to the publication of *Tom Merry’s
Weekly.” If it receives insufficicnt support—and let there
be no mistaking my plain words—

« oM MERRY'S WEEKLY » WILL NOT BE
) PUBLISHED.

No editor can afferd to be saddled with two papers which
are o dead loss to him; and even the “Herald ” itself will
be compelled to close down unless it can boast a gigantic
circulation. . y . "

But enough of the dark side.. 1 confidently anticipate
great things from my chums.  They have not failed me in
the past. Why, then, should they fail me in this stupendous
new  venture? No, they will” rally round to such an
enthusiastic extent, I warrant, that on the evening of
Monday, November 15th, there will he no copies of “The
Creyfriars Herald ” to be had for love or money. By
purchasing a copy of Number One you will be enabled to
compete in a charming competition, in which the prizes
consist of gorgeous

TAMPERS FILLED WITH TUCK!
There will also ber pumerous other aﬂ-rndiuns, in the way of
stories, articles, poems, drawings, cte,, and—all for a hali-
penny !
1t is not too early to order )
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A PAGE OF READERS' PHOTOGRAPHS,

Tt has been suggested to me. by an ardent reader of the
#Gem” Library that one page of our forthcoming Christ-
mas Double Number should be devoted to readers’ photo-
graphs. I consider this would make a most interesting
innovation, so that all readers—-boy or girl—who would like
to sce a portrait of themselves in their favourite paper,
should send in their photographs as early as possible. The
full name and address of the sender should be writtcn on
the back of the photograph, which will be returned if the
reader makes a statement to this cffect and encloses a penny
stamp for the purpose. -

—y

A SPLENDID SERIES OF SCHOOL STORIES,

Our popular little companion paper, “Chuckles,” which is
the “last word " in everything bright, breezy, and. enter-
taining, has now secured n grand series of stovies deqling
with school life, that which appears in this Saturday’s issuo

being entiiled :
“NOBODY’S CHUM!”
By Prosper IHoward.

It s some time now since Prosper IHoward's name
appeared before the public; but his famous story, “The
School Under Canvas,” which made such a hit in the
“(em” Library, is sufficient guarantee that the mnew
feature in “Chuckles” is of oufstanding merit and well
worth reading. “Nobody’s Chum ™ will be of peculiar
interest to all Gemites, since it introduces Tom Merry,
Wally D’Arey, and many other St. Jim's favourites.

Apart from this fine series now starting, there is a
splendid Boy and Girl Club for * Chuckles ” readers—the
biggest and best in the world, in fact—and all should join
it now and recpive in return the magnificent coloured
certificate, which is the work of Mr. Tom Wilkinson, an
artist who will be long remembered by his great work in
< Panch,” “Golf 1llustrated,” and other high-class journals of
our time.

Do not
¢ Chuckles,”
ment,

wait until Saturday to get your ecopy  of
C or you may be doomed to bitter disappoints
Take vour Editor’s advice, and order now,

% COUSIN ETHEL'S SCHOOLDAYS.”
STARTING NEXT WEEK!

Martin Clifford’s magnificent serial story of Clousin Eihel
and her boy chums positively commences in next Wednesday's
issuo of tho “CGem ” Library. I should not like any British
boy or girl to miss the splendid opening instalment, and am
therefore inserting this brief paragraph to remind my chums
once again that, in order to avoid disappointment, it is
absolutely essential to -

ORDER THE “GEM” LIBRARY IN ADVANCE!

e

REPLIES IN BRIEF,

st Apabic " (Grangemouth).—Very many thanks for your
letter. (lad your soldier-chum appreciates the companior
papers,

1 have to thank the following readers for the loyal letters
they bave rccently sent me:

L. H. Lawes (North Camberwell), Lily H. (Bow), “X."”
(Camberwell), Leonard (London, L.}, *Chemico” (London,
W.), 8. Young, J. Allen, B, Stewart, Bob Toner, A. Fergu-

(Continued on page iii of cover.)
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REPLIES IN BRIEF—continued.

son, J. Kcating, W. Johnston, J. Blain, D. McKerr, J.
McKee, T. Gibson, J. Connoly, J. Morrisén, Bob Young, J.
Anderson, Minmie Maxwell, Minnie Seott, W. Graham, W.
MeDade, 8. Morrow, D. MeCormick, D. McCourt, B. Caok,
.. Cook,-T. Cook, B. Boyd: B. Elder, J. Clarke, W. Mackey

(Belfast], Privates Rogers, Russell, Martin, Toncr, Dickson,
O’ Neill (Seaforth Highlanders), A. B. (Co. Down), “Junior

Clerk ” (Londen, E.€.), “Alice” (Nottingham), Frank W.
Yates (Hayfield), “A Loyal Reader ” (Mold), Jack Hudson
(Hoxton), W. J. Bridgewood (Longton),. Miss Boden
(Golders Green), T. 8. (Selby), George M. Paton (Dumbar-
ton), Aubrey E. Peters (Poplar), Fred Elliott {Sheffield),
G. Derrick (Newport, Mon.), A. Marshall (Glasgow), Paul
Courtney (Theatre Royal, Birmingham), and Daisy Shelley
{Horsham).

1. V. G. F. Lean (Holland Park).—All right, old chap;
don’t get excited. I will persnade Mr. Clifford to introduce
a character of the nationality yon mention as soon as an
opportunity occurs. Your storyette was 1ot of sufficient merit
to gain a prize. You seem to have run away with the idea
that every joke submitted is rewarded. That is 1ot so ab all.

J. N. (. (Dublin).—I have read your verses deploring the
absence of the old familiar friends such as Cousin Ethel, and
hope the coming story of that young lady’s schooldays will
give balm to your poetic soul. ~

D’A. W. 6. W.-F. (Londen, W.).—Good, honest eriticism
of the “Gem?® Library never comes.amiss, and yours is
one of the best and soundest letters T have received for many
a long day. I frankly confess that there is a certain measure
of exaggeration in some of our stories, but do you not
realise that this is essential to the welfare of a boys™ paper?
Were Mr. Clifferd to portray public school life with the
strictest accuraecy, I am afraid the yarns would he very tame.
They would’t go; and, on the other hand, our eirculation
would. Should you care to send me your full name, I
will have much pleasure in writing you personally, and will
certaiuly not betray any confidences. 1 presumc you hail
from Harrow, since you are so devoted to Mr. Vachell's
famous story of school life, ““ The Hill.” I agree with you
that the latter story is a masterpiece in its way; but what
price ““The Bending of a Twig,” by Desmond Coke?

“ Winkle.”-—Your letter afforded me the keenest pleasure.
With regard to the matter you mention, the staff-officers
have now made due arrangements, either with the War Office
or with the Automobile Club, so that there will be no demand.
What about vour poor Editor? It’s jolly geod of you to send
out spare copies of the “Gem ” to the firing-line. T have it
on good evidence that they are highly appreciated out there.
Very best wishes!

M. Crouch (Maxwell). —Send me your full name and
add=—~ and I shall be very pleased to forward vou the Rules
and Code in connection with the Chuckles Club.

A. 8. €. (Cliffie)—The name * Marie 7 is pronounced
with the sound * ah,” as in *‘father.”

“Wallaby 7 (Melbourne}.—1 sincerely hope that the recenf
“(em * stories have been more to your liking than those
you name.

Private B. Reynolds (Malta).—Many thanks for your in-
teresting letter. Hope vou will experience the best of huel
throughout the campaign.

A. J. Ward (Adelaide).
Try again!

A. J. Fvans (Tottenham).—Maps of St. Jim's and Grey-
friars will appear shortly. Look out for them!

Tred Spicer (Ilford).—Storyettes should in all cases be sub-
mitted on posteards. Otherwise they will meet with no
veward, save that which the wastepaper-basket can give.

Intarested 7 (London, E.J.—The Terrible Three are each
fiffeen years of age.

‘A Briton,”—You have shown yourself to be the very
reverse of your pen-name. i i Briton who attacks

Storyettes not gquite up to standavd.

No boy 1s a
an Editor with anonymous letters, funking to guote his name
and address. Doubtless you thought I should fill my Chat
with comments on your epistle, as [ did in the case of Master
W. Malpas; but I am sick of making public examples of
follows like vou, who are little better than IHums.

John Longland (Southampton).—I expect you will think I
have forgotten you, Johu; but, really. my correspondence has
been so very heavy during the past few months that T have
had no opportunity of replying to yeur kind letter. For the
information you reguire about your county, you should read
“The Remove Bleven on Tour,” published on Monday next
in the “Magnet » Library.

D. C. (Leeds).—Very pleased to hear from you again. We
are understaffed and eoverworked at this office—have been
since war began, in fact—and I doubt if T shall be able to
wet up to Leeds yet awhile. If opportunity offers, however,
1 :%lllOLl}.Cl be delighted to see and enjoy a chat with you. Best
wishes.

“ A New Delighted Reader ” (Seaforth).—Thank you for
vour letter, which shows you up in the light of a real sports-
man. Can't you introduce me to about fifty thousand readers

“THE GEM" LIBRARY.

i1

as enthusiastic as yourself? In reply to your queries, tha
“Gem” came into existence before the “Magnet”; and
there are two hundred and fifty boys at St. Jim’s, which is
situated in Sussex. Your good wishes aré cordially recipro-
cated. -

F. W. C. (Eeeds).—Many thanks for your kind suggestion,
which I will pass en to Mr. Clifford. :

A. T. (Tufnell Park).— You will have more of *that
splendid fellow Talbot ¥ in the Christmas Number of the
“Gem,” which in size and quality will beat all previous
records. John Rivers will also come into the picture hefore
long.

Frank Edwards (Teywood).—Harry Wharton is a superior
shot to Buck Finn.

“Loyal and Contented ” (Grosvenor Square).—You are
another reader whose devotion to the companion papers does
vou every credit. No, you were not successful in fathoming
the “ greab secret,” details of which you have doubtless seen
by now.

“ A Kentish Lassio” (Maidstone).—Thanks very much for
writing to me again. Glad yon liked the story of Gilbert the
Filbert, and hope the “Gem » will always hold a high place
in your esteem.

Walter Clarke (Sheffield).—A reader of the “Gem ¥ from
No. 1?7 Good man! I hope you will be just as ardent a
reader of No. 1,000!

Clarence Maguire (Carmarthen).—The Christian names of
Gore, Gunn, Jameson, and Dr. Holmes are George, William,
Bertie, and Richard respectively. Yes, I am also Editor of
“The Boys’ Friend,” on sale cvery Monday. The “Gem ™ iz
not issued in volume form. No, I am not geing to turn
this journal into a “Jules Verne Weekly.?” It shall remain
as it iz, and the grumblers may go to Jericho!

Private ¥. Brookes (Chelmsford)—Meny thanks for your
lotter. Glad you appreciate our baby: compamion paper,
“ Chuckles.” On the previous page vou will see an important
anncunecement concerning same. The War Office will not
allow me to do as you suggest. Sorry!

ug

“¥Ye Ken.”—Vavasour 1s ab Higheliffe School. As to your

** should be turned into
of Tom Merry & Co.,
the ““Gem” Library,

suggestion that the  Penny Popular
a long, complete schoolstory book
that would be simply duplicating
woukdn’t 1t?

Bill Mechie (Auchtermuchty).—What a tongue-twister the
name of your native town is! Thavks very much for your
promise to back up “Tom Merry’s Weelly.” . It must be
clearly understood, however, that the latter paper will not
be published unfess © The Greyfriars Herald 7 gets a rousing

reception,
:
‘ ‘ RS

THE CITY OF
FLAME !

Published in Book Form

BY REQUEST OF
THOUSANDS OF

« GEM” READERS.
Price 3d.
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HIGH-GRADE CYGLES
GIVEN AWAY!

THOUSANDS OF UNSOLICITED TESTIMONIALS CAN

E BE SEEN AT. OUR. OFFICES,
SEND NO MONEY. WE TRUST YOU.
~As an advertisement, we give every rveader of this journal
splendid present, absolutely FREE, simply for selling 1/- §
worth of Beautiful Xmas and New Year Cards at 1d. and §
2d. each. Usual shop prices 2d., 3d,, and 4d. each. (Gold- H§}
wounted, Bmbossed, Silk Tied Folders, Glossy, Patriotic, §
ete.) Our up-to-date Prize Tist contains hundreds of
diffevent, free gifts for everyone, including Ladies’ & Gents’
Cycles, Gold and Silver Watches, Os:rich Feathers, Furs,
B sots, Suits of Ciothes, Auto-Harps, Cameras, Periscopes,
Chains, Rings, Accordeons, Cinemas, Gramophones, Air
Cuns, Engines, Tea sets, Toys, ctc., cte. Al you nied .
deo_is lo send us your Name and Full Address (¢ postcard
il do). and we will send you a selection of lovely Cards to sell
or wse.  When sold, send the mouney obbtained,-and we will
immediately forward gift chosen aceording to the Grand
List we send you. START EARLY. (Colonial applica:
T tions invited.) +Send a postcard now to—THE
ROYAL C+RBD CO, (Dept. 25);, REW, LONDON, \&/%

| PACE!”

Is the title of the
: _ Grand, Long, Com-
plete School Tale,
g ¢ by Frankkichards,
: .. in the current
issue of our

‘companion paper,

THE
MAGNET

- LIBRARY.

(Now on Séia) C’oﬁtains:
THREE GRAND
COMPLETE STORIES

| SEXTON BLAKE,

DETECTIVE.
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