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THINGS THAT MATTER.

Ol Salt tta his fisherman

. who is about to sail):
againust these stbmarines,

otch Fisherman: “ Ay, T hev! ] mu.:l]\' talies ma money
me, but ¥ went Anrl h(mkﬂ it all this morning.
naé taking mai best oilsking nor. ma guid new sea-boots.”

“lmph! Youw've all i }r hen. * Yeu'll have
wthing ta lose but your life | —Sent in by Clande
‘Stoke Poges, Bucks.

s
hnhhﬂm

A TERRIBLE THREAT
The small boy strode into a butcher’s shop, and clbowed
his way through the other customers to the counter
'“u”, my boy, voure in a hurry, What do you want?
J‘-k\ml the buteher.
= 1t o pemorth  of bones; please ! snapped the
youngster.  “* And if there ain’t more meat on ‘om than thmc'
was on the last lot. moether says sho'll change her buteher |

—8Bent v by €. W. Kenney, Peckham, 5.3
STRICT.- OBEDIENCE.
The foreman }nui occasion te reprove George, one of his
warkanen, for not fully leading his hod with bricks. Tho

3

kad. he 1}umwd eut, held =0 many bricks, and he must iake
wp a full :-nr:mivmum cach time he a
Puring  the worning  the sapply r)f_ b
Goorge, alter sathering up every brick,
hart of his folf Joad for & jowmey.

Suddenly a beilliant idea strick
v the brieklayers on top of the
eroetion.

“ What da you want?”

“Fhrow me down a couphe of bricks to ma
heutad Goorge—Sent in by J. Burditt, Leic

found he swas still

him.

and he yelled ta one
building

i course of

asked his workmate. :
np my load 172
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A SINGING LESSON,

An Irish porter had just started work at an linglish
station, and the head porter divected the new man to imitate
him closely, and theveby learn his duties.

Whon the first train came into the station, the head perter
shoutod %

< Rerryhill; Stockton, and

(-ilaarl;x._- for Tlartlepool,

\nri T,

/ WQQK;y Prj5e Dag 4 .
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ONE"BY ONE. }
Ten little colontes far beyond the Rhine: ;
New Zealand got Samon whaeked, and then there were nines
Nine little colonies singing hymmns of hate;
Goerman New Guinea fell, then there were eight

Eight little colonies praying hard to Heaven;
The Bismarck Archipelago was bagged— Imn ing seven.

Seven little colonies up to German tricks;
Australin scized, the Marshall Tsles, and then there wore six

Six Emm colonies frying to keep alives
¢ Wilhelm's Land (lhm- ved 11<at|d>., and then there wore

Five little: colonies foy help began to roar;
i B

The Japanese smashed up Kiao-Chau, and ‘then there wera
four.

Tour little colonies wero left beyond the sea,

But France and we took Togoland, and then there were

three.

I'hree little colonies the German colours flow,
And so we captured Cameroons, and then there were twa,

d to run,
thus ledving one.

Twao little colonies from Botha trie
But South-West Africa was caught—

One little colony remaineih to the Hun,

But General Smuts will soon have that.
none,

—Bent in by W, J,

and then there’ll be

Wyer, Norwich.

POSSIBLY !

Tt was Monday morning, and the reni-collector was
pursuing his weekly task. Iis bag was getting heavier, but
his heart was light.

Then he reachod the house of Mrs. Brown,
was answered by Ma
lmunh his message wel
Tother and father
Friday

“IPm I* muttered the collector, I'n's heart becoming almost
as heavy as his bag. Then a thought struck him.

“Why on I«‘;-'ula.y my liftle man ! 7 he asked the youngster.

\ Here his knock
er Bmwn, who, with an air of having

ave both ont.

Will you please eall

Middlasbrongh; “change for ‘That's what I don't
Spernymoer.  Coxhoe  and e """ """ """ i M ]_\HDW,’ said the boy. And
Frundon; keep your seats then he added innocently:

saing North "
Pat  strode
divected, and
foud voice:
“Fareyhill;  change for
Pahore,  Umphumph, and
"Footalooral; change for Cox-

behind  as
shouted in a

combe, Morham, and Find-
ham;  kape yer sates where
you ar

The stationmaster called
the  Frishman de, and
showed him the correet names
of the stations on the time-
fable &

“Oh? snrd-Pat, - Shure,
w#nd 1 oot held of the wmsic
all rizght, didn’t I, sorr? But
b co :Idnt quite ecatch  the
words. Sent in hy G Hen-
derson, Brotion. R.8.0,

l'"l'--"u'-'m'-‘--'-‘a‘n'-‘-.-n'-.'-'l'n

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,
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Look out for YOUR Prize Storyette in next
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“Unless it's because we'ro
xoing to move on Thuovsday 17

Sent in by C. W. Seddon,
Manchester.

EXPIRATIONS.

“ Do you want the court to
understand,” said the magis-
trate sternl that you re-

to venew your dogs

=
“bufs.’ You
iecnece, or be
1 know it oxpired
of January, don’t

must renew the !
fined.
on the fir
you?’

i And so did the
ent in by L. HMards
Seven I\_m-\s.

e 'u';"-'-'-’-'.‘n"-'-'-‘-'-';‘.'-'-‘u’-‘.

ingham,
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THE ST. JIN'S WAR-WORKERS!

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

B

MARTIN CLIFFORD.

Mrs. Snooper gave the swell of Bt. Jim's a powerful box on the ear, and he dodged round the table, holding {
The sooty brush came into contaot with Mrs. Snooper’s face, whioch §
turned from a flery red to & deep black. [

up the swucp'a brush te keep her off.

CHAPTER 1.
War-Workers Wanted !

8chool-House steps, with his hands driven deep
into his pockets, and a’ thoughtful frown on his
brow, when the Terrible Three came in from the
playing-felds. The swell of St. Jim's was in deep
thought. and Tom Metry & Co. smiled as they observed it.
-Monty Lowther, who bad his bat under his arm, allowed if to
slide down upon D’Arcy’s clegant boot with a clump, and
i]\rtl}ur Augustus woke out of his deep reverie with a sndden
owl.

“Wow ! You ass, Lowthah!”

“(Only waking you up, dear boy!” gaid Lowther. “You
shouldn't go to slecp on the steps, standing up like a horse,
you_know!” .

“1 wasn't goin’ to sleep, you ass! ‘T was thinkin’ out g
wathnh sewious mattah,” said Arthur Augustus. “Pewwaps

ﬁ ETHUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY was standing on the l

~howevah,
pewwaps I could be of more usg as a wailway diweotah.”

1Sea Cnapler 4.)

)

you fellahs will be able to give me some advice. Would you
advise me to become a bank managah?

Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther jumped all at once.
Avrthur Augustus’ question took their breath away. .

A what?” yelled Tom Merry.

“ A bank managah, deah boy!”

“ (M his rocker!"” said Manners, in wonder,

“ Weally, Mannahs—"

*‘Has anybody asked you to manage a bank?” demanded
Mouty Lowther,

“No; I am thivkin® of offahin®,”
- “Thinking of offering to manage a bank !” ejaculated Tom
Mqrry;' “What the merry thunder are you driving at,
CGrussy 77 g .

“1 mean what I say, Toma Mewwy. I am wathah in doubs,
I should be wiilin’ to manage a bank, but I think

“ A railway director 1 ghriekec] the Terrible_ Three.
“¥ags, wathah! A wailway diwectah wequires bwains, so
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-the job would suit me ?webty well. On the other hand
pe\zwsé:s I’ should be weally more useful managin’ the loc
post-office.”” . :

‘* The-~the post-office !’ .

¢ Vaas, It is-weally vewy difficult to decide.”

“Great Scott1”

Monty Lowther tapped his forchead.

' I’vo seen this' coming on for some time,” he said.” “Poor -

old Gussy ! Does Blaké know you've gone off your onion?”
. "Wéally, Lowthah, this is hot a time for your wibald
jokes! I was askin’ you fellahs for advice.”

“Well, I’d advise you to wet a stiait-jacket, ‘and as soon °

as ‘you’i'e ‘got it et into it!7 said Manners. y
M‘ And catch the next train for Colney Hatch!” said Tom

erry. : s

“You uttah asses!” ;

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy turned away with & disdainful
eniff.  But his noble brow “waa still wrinkled in thought, and
it was evident that he was atill thinking out the knotty
problém whether to become a bank manager, & railway
director, or.to take chargc of the local post-office. ~Tom
Meiry ‘& Co., puzzled and perplexed, went into the School
House to seek enlightenment from Jack Blake on the subject
of D’Arey’s extraordinary state of mind. g Co-e

They found Blake looking very thoughtful, too. A crowd
of fellows were gathered round the notice-board in the hall,
passing comments iipon‘a paper pinned theréon. Tom Merry
tapped Blake on the shonlder, = b e e
“YWhat's the matter with Gussy?’” he asked.

. “Crussy 1” said Blake vaguely. ‘Never mind, Gussy! I
suppoe that in war-time a chap can’t object to doing some
work, . What do you think? Blest if I kiiow how I chall turn

oub &g a grocer’s assistant, thongh1” .
“A grocer’s assistant!"” gasped Tom Merry, bewildered.
“¥es. I don’t know the prices of things, and I haven’t

the ‘famntest idea how. much sand to mix with the sugar, I

~ seuppose 4 ohap could soon-léarn, though.” .

“Js this a rag?” asked Tom, in wonder. * Here, Herries,
ghia.t’?z gone wrong with Blake and Gussy? ~Are they both
otty 177 .- . e
Herries was looking thoughtful, teo.
“ENT". he spid. * What® .I say, I suppose I ought to
.. Et'8 “only .right -in war-tinie. . I suppose I.could
u;r tea;- and_ explain to people that I’m bound to

:ﬂ\ii::q}s;.-em‘cwiﬂi ‘high prices because of the ‘war, and all
e N ey LT . Y
“You, tool” exclaimed Tom Merry., “Are you dotty,

too ! " Dighy—where's Dig?
after these chaps !¥,

Robert Arthur Digby, strange o0 relate, also appeared
deegly _plunged in thought, as if seeking to solve a knotty
problem. . P - i
“I don’t see why not!” he exclaimed. “It would be_a
change- from grinding Latin, anyway. ¥ could soon learn the

I say, Dig, you'd better look

price of jam and things, I suppose. It’s easy enough to learn -

war prices. Every time the cost price goes up a penny, you
put sixpence on the selling price. Easy as A B C! What!”
“ All potty 1" said Monty Lowther. )
The Terrible Three were astounded. - Al Study No. 6
. seemed . to be taken with the same strange hallucination.
I¥Arcy,. Blake, Herries, and Digby—all ‘of them ‘were bab-
- bling wéird things in the same astonishing manner! )
““Well, thig beats the band!” said Tom. Merry. “I sup-
ose it's & rag of some sort, but where the joke comes in
eats me. Hallo, Skimmy! What are you mooning about ?”
Bkimpole of the Shell blinked solemnly at Tom through
his big spectacles, =~ - T 7 e et

said. “With my wonderful brain-power, I should he ‘admir-

ably fitted for euch a post. I could, perhaps, relieve Lord

Kitchener of his duties, and enable him to go to the. front.”
“Ha, ha, ha1” : o .

-“1 fail to see any cause for langhter, Tom Merry, Wit
my brains, I should be admirably at home in-the War Office.”
“Yery likely—with your brains,” agreed Monty Lowtheér,

‘‘Seen the notice, you chaps?” asked Julian of the Fourth.
“ What notice 2 '
o It’s]'?n the board—notice from the Head.”

“

The Terrible Three pushed their way through a crowd of -

excited juniors and reached ihe notice-board.

Then they
understood the mystery. 5

There was a paper on the board in the well-known hand-

writing of Dr. Holmes, and signed by the Head. It ran:

“WAR-HELPERS ARE WANTED." . ;

“The consoription of men of military age has -caused a

sorfous shortage -of workems in Wayland. Many business-

houses are in serious difficulties. Under-the circumstances,

any bog belonging to this School who desire 4o render tem-
Tue GeM LmnAgr..—'Nm i ’ )

Tuck kv

" hoped that a considerable number of
services. .

“T think I shall apply for a post at the War Office,” he

porary service may ﬂpl.y to their Form-Masiers for pex- .
mission to do-s0.. ‘Buch volunteer war-heipers wil take the
places of workers who have been taken-into the Army, a
will be excused attendanbe at classes for a shore peried. T
matier will be adjusted in time, but temporary assistance if
needed, in“order to enable businesses to be carried on. 1t is
boys. will offer theip
H. Hotues (Headmaster).” |

“My hat!"? said Tom Merry.

The mystery was clear now. 7

* Chance for us!” said Monty Lowther, rubbing his hand
“Change from classes, anyway! And if our King and
country need us—why, we don't want to lose ourselves, but
we think we ought to go! What!”

“Hear, hear!” ; A
. ];‘-111’,!11 going tg compete with Gussy for that bank manager’s

ob ! ]

‘“Ha, ha, hat” ) L !

“It’s a ripping idea!” said Lowther enthusiastically;
“When my grandsons say {o me, * Grandpa, what &d 370!;
do in the -Great War? I shall be able to say, * My.child, 1
mixed sand with the sugar! I sold soapy Dutch cheese &
English cheddar! I put up the price of tea!’ Hurrah!™ 4

“We're on to this!” said Tom Merry. * Gussy’s welcoma
to his bank manager’s. job—if he aan get it. Skimmy can
go into_the War Office—if they'll let him. We'll look fox
jobs in Blankley’s Stores.” N

“ Ripping !*

There was a buzz of excitement in the Schoul House: The
Head’s notice had excited everrbody, and it was easy to see
that there-would be a large number of volunteers. Levison
and Maellish of the Fourth were planning to apply for a job
at a tobacconist’s. Trimble was keen to get a place at a
aonfectioner’s. Grundy of the Shell announced his intention
of taking charge of the recruiting-office, so that the recruiting:
officer could go to the war. .Probably Grund{ would not get
that post. Probably, indeed, few of the fellows would -get
the places they had marked out for- themsclves.” But, at all
events, there was no lack of eagerness to become warshelpers,
and lend a hand at helping the Old Country through the

erisis.

- CHAPTER 2,
s ¥ T No Chance for Skimpole. :
TOM MERRY & CO. were full of enthusiasm.

Naturelly, they had long felt that they would likg
to do something, whatever it was, to make them:
selves useful to their country. It was a time for
everybody to lend a helping hand, They were not

flackers, and they were keen to do what they conld. !

And now that conscription had fallen upon the country there
was still less excuse for-slackers of any kind. There was nai:
slacking as far as Tom Merry & Co. were concerned. AndY
it must be admitted, too, that the idea of change and excite-
ment appealed to them, and that they were not insensible
to tho pleasure of cutting lessons for a week or -two. They
were still discussing the matter when the bell rang for after-

noon classes, i I

“1 don’t see that we want any classes thiz afternoon,”™
Monty Lowther remarked. “Let’s apply to Linton at once
for permission. He can’t refuse.” - s

“Bai Jove, that's a jollay good ideah!” said Arthur

Augustus, ‘I will wequest Lathom’s permish at once. -Now

that somethin’ has turned up that we cam do,-it would be

wotten to waste a single moment—and there’s mathematics

this aftahnoon, too.” .

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” . des

“Weally, deoh boys, I am quite sewious. When I look
wound and sce slackin’ on all sides I feel disgusted and dis-

. couwaged. It is shockin’ to observs thit the membahs ofy

Parliament are still goin’ on talkin’, instead of applyin’ forr.
commissions in_his Majesty’s Army." I considah it a good
ideah for 8t. Jim’s to set them an example. Pewwaps thej¥
may follow it.” - . 2
““Perhaps!” grinned Lowther. “As that Indian chap ‘ab.
Gteyfriaf]s puts i.t, the perhapsfulness is terrific.” vy
“Ha, ha, ha!’ .
“_Au}wai?, it is up to us to set an example,” said Arthur:
Augustus. T am willin’ to go as a ccal-heavah. if necessawy: -
Only I think that, with my bwain-powah and knowledge of
business, I chould be more useful as a_bank managah or.a;
wailway diwectah.  1f I get a job as wailway diwectah I shall.
insist upon lightin’ twains by electwicily instead of gas, fo
that people will not be burned to death in case of acaidents.:
That weform is badly needed. I shall epeak to Mr. Lathom

3

t once.” . S %,
& And Arthur -Augustus lost no time, When the Fourth togk.
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hack! whack! whaok! ¢/ Oh, dear!

Yaroooh! My hat!

¥Yah!' roared Skimpols,

I Me, ‘I.vlnton'n patience was exhausted. Hs seized Skimpole by the collar, and brought the cane into play,
|

(Sce Chapter 2.) l

their places in the Form-rcom D’Arcy mavched up to Mr.
Lathom's desk, ' ;

# Pway excuge me, eir—"" he began. kK

‘Mr. Lathom blinked at him over his glasses.

' You may go to your place, D'Arcy.”

“Pway excuge me, My, Lathom. I desiali to be excussd
iwom lessons, in ordah to start at once a: a war-helpai.”

OhI” said Mr. Lathom.

“1 believe in stwikin' the iwon wlile it is ho
always wegarded ‘ Wait and see ’ as awwant wu
Mr. Lathom rubbed Lis chin thoughrfully.

“1 will take your name, D’Arcy.”

“Mayn't I go at once, sir:"

#* Not until tho Head lias looked over tha list and considered
the applications from the local tradespeople who are in need
of labour.”

“Oh!"” said Arthur Augustus, disappointed. :

“The matter will, however, be settled to-day,™ said Mpr,
Luthom kindly. “Every boy in this Form who wishes to be
of servico may give me his name now.” . .

A dozen names were at once given. Figyins & Co. of the
Wew House were among the first. Fatty Wynn was especially
keen.- Fatty whispered to Kerr that ho was going to get a job
in a tuckshop if he could, His plump face beamed at the
prospect,

Arthur Augustus went reluctuntly to his place. He would
have preferred to strike the iron while it was hot, and dodge
tho mathematica leason. But he had to wait and see. .

Tom Merry & Co. received the samo answer from Mr
Linton, the master of the Shell, They also had to wait and
800,

However, after lessons they were able to come to business.
A list was posted on the board of the tradesmen who were in
need of assistance. It was a somewhat long list—there was
plenty of choice. But to D'Arcy's disappointment, there
seemed to be no vacancies for bank managers or_ railway

air, 7 have
s

directors. But a good many grocers, butchors, and bakers
weovessavs A MISSION OF MYSTERY ("

wers willing.to give tho St. Jim’s fellows a trial, Arthwe
Auzustus wrinkled his brows over the Hst.

“Nothin' heah that seems quite suitable for me,” he ve-
marked. “Pewwaps I had bettah apply on my own, iwwespee-
zivo of this list.” .

#The list is merely local,” said Skimpole, shaking his head.
#1 should desive a wider sphere for my abilities. I had better
speak to Mr. Linton with regard to my plans for assisting the
War Office.” _

Skimpole walked away thoughtfully. Tom Merry caught
Iritu_by one of his large ears and jerked him back.

“Don't be an a3, Skimmy ! he advised. _

“ My dear Merry, I desive 1o place my great abilitics where
ihey would be most useful. 1 suppose nobody will deny thas
ins are badly wanted in the War Office.”
Not your kind of brains,” said Lowther.
plonty of that kind already.” L

# My dear Lowther, this is not & jesting matéer,
not jest so upon a serious subject.”

i Jost so!"” agreod Lowther

Skimpole jorked himself away and started for Mr. Linton'a
study., Some of the juniors followed him, grinning. curious
to hoar the interview,  Whe great Skimmy tappoed at the door
and entered. .

Mr. Linton fixed his eves upon him.

“Well, Skimpole?” . i

«If you please, sir, I do not find a place in the Head's 1ist
worthy of my abilities,” said Skimpole modestly. May X
ask your acvice, sir?”

¢ Really, Skimpole—-" 5 .

Y have read in the dajly pape:s sir, that in this time of
stvess the best brains in the country should be at the servies
of the Government,’

“Qkimpole!” . 3

¢ It would be false modesty on my part, sir, to be blind %o
the fact thot my brain-power is of a somewhat unusual order,”
explained Skimpole, blinking at his Form-master, i
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L]
therefore, is to obtain a post in the War Office. By doing so,
1 should be able to release some official who is doubtlesa eager
to get to the Front. The higher the post, the more suitable
it would be for me. May I request you to place my case
before the authovities, eir?”

Mr. Linton gasped. .

His hand strayed towards his cane, but Skimpole did not
observe it, : . .

“1 should be willing to become Air Mimster, sir,”” he went
on. “As it happens, I know a great deal about that matter,
having myself mvented an airship. - Of course, I understand
that no knowledge of that kind is required for a post of that
description. 8till, it would not be actually a disadvantage.

“S8kimpole!”  Mr., Linton picked up the cane. “You
utterly ridicalous boy—". .~ . . .

“Excuse me, sir, there is nothing ridiculons in the vight
men wanting to get into the right place,” said Skimpole, in
surprise. “I1f 1 became Air Minister, sir, I should order
aeroplancs to destroy the bridges on the Rhine, to prevent

German reinforcements entering Belgium. This will be dene

some day, and will be greeted as a brilliant scheme reflecting

great credit on the Mimister concerned, I should order it to

be done at once, sir, instead of next year or the year after,
" You will perceive, sir—-"

“Hold out your hand, Skimpole!”

“ Wha-a-at ™" .

“Hold out your hand)” thundered Mr, Linton. “You are
an utterly stupid boy, Skimpole. 1 withdraw my permission
for Fou to leave the school for war-work of any kind.”

“Pray allow me to point out that you are mistaken, sir,”
said Skimpole, with dignity. ‘' Professor Balmycrumpet says
in his three-hundred-and-twentieth chapter that it is not un-
.common for stupid people to suppose, erronecusly, that wiser
persons than themselves are stupid———"

“ Skimpole 1 .

“It is quite a common case, sir, Under the circumstances,’

Y repeat—— Yaroooch, youp, yow-wow!” . .
. Linton's patience was exhausted. He seized Skimpolo

by the collar and brought the cane into play.

Whack, whack, whaek! . s

“QOh dear! Varoooh! My hat! Vah!"”

Then Skimpole was bundled out of the study, and Mr,
Linton ‘closed the door forcibly after him. -

“Got that job in the War Office?”” asked Monty Lowther.

“@rooht Ow!” gasped Skimpole. “I—I do not under-
stand Mr. Linton at all. He appears to me to have taken
Jeavo of his senses, Groooogh! For-some reason he lost his
tomper. Yow-wow ! 1 am considerably—yooow |—hurt.
Under the—yow lcircumstances, I shall not take up war-
work at all—yow-ow-ow !

- CHAPTER 3.
v Looking for Jobs!
y HE next morping quite a little army of St. Jim's
juniors started for Wayland. ’ ’
It was agreeable enough to walk through the woods
:  that fresh April morning, instead of turning up in
the class-rooms as usual. i .
Tha Terrible Three, Figgins & Co., Study No. 6, Kerruish
and Julian and Reilly, and several more fellows, were in the
party. Levison and Mellish had not “succeeded in getting
permission, and a good many others had been disappointed.
Somewhat to the indignation of the intended war-workers,
the Form-masters had considered whether they could be spared
from their lessons, and only tho fellows who were well up in
elasses had been lot off. If the oxperiment was a success,
however, it was probable that others would follow.
-~ Pom Merry & Co. certainly meant to do their best. Neither
wera they very particular as to what kind of jobs they
obtained,  They wanted to help, and that was the beginning
and end of it. As Wayland town came in sight they paused
- o eompare notes, : . o
~“We don't want all to go after the same job,” said Tom
Merry, ‘“Wo'd better agree on the places we're going to
ly for. Now, Mr., Hanks, the chimney-sweep, is in want
a strong, willing chap, That would suit you, Figgins,"
“T'm going to the millkiman’s,” eaid Figguns.
- “What about you, Kerr?” !
“P'm a farmer’s boy,” grinned Kerr,
. “Fatty, would you like that job?"
“T'm gomg to applg at the pastry-cook’s,” said Fatty
Wynn, “ That’s my job.” ’ -
"% Pm after that,” said Digby. ’
_“Oh, rot! It's more suitable: for me. . T know all about
L

[\ up for it,” said Blake. i L
“The question is, about this sweep’s job,” said Tom Memny.
Toe GeM LiBEARY.—No. v
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"8 job on in Wayland for ten this morning.”

“We can't very well give it a miss; it will look fike slacking, . ’

After all, soot Is quite healthy—you notice that sweeps always
look very fit. Who wants it?”

“You go for it, old chap,” said Manners.

“Well, I—T'm thinhng, of the grocery busincss,” =2id Tent
hastily.  “I suppose {ou d like it, Guasy 1"’

*“What about my clobbah, Tom Mewwy 7"

“You could change that. You'd look ripping az a sweep.
The soot would hide your featyres.”

“ Weally, you ass——"* .
y *“You would be black, but comely,” urged Monty Lowther.
mEonll’ehody‘s got to go after that job, and I thivk Gussy’s the

1.

::I wefuse to do anythin’ of the sort, Lowthah.””

I’s & D’Arcy’s place to lead,” said Tom Morry. “Vou
admit that, Gussy. It’s been handed down in your family
ever since your ancestors came over with Rothschild.” -

“You uttah ass, my ancestors did not comse ovah with
Wothschild! They came cvah with the Conquewah.”

“ mistake 1” conceded Tom Merry, *I knew they were
undesirable aliens of some sort——"* )

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy——" :

“It's up to Gussy,” said Manners. “We look on Gussy ta,
show us a shining example. A D’Arer can't be a shirker,
Perish the thought1”

. ;;,I;f you put 1t like that, deah boy, I will apply for the
job. v R .
r::We do put it like that,” said Lowther solemnly,

“Vewy well; T will take the job,” said Arthur Augustus,
with dignity. “I do not like soot vewy much. but no kind
of honest work is weally dewogatowy to a chap's dig. 1 will
apply to Mr. Hanks.” .

“Head!” said Fatty Wynn, - “Good—the pastry-cook job's

* mine.”

Several other details having heen setiled, the juniors walked
on into the town, and separated to go to their various destina-
tions. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy looked for the local sweep.
Mr, Hanks dwelt in River Street, which was not an aristo-
cratic neighbourhood. D’Arey had some difficulty in finding
Ege glaee. tl.mth];ehzm'nl';ped at olsst b;fo;‘ei a.blittla bniilld,i:ig, over

e door of which was a wooden beard, bearing the legend:

“J. Hanks, Chimney-Bweep ! & gen

Arthur Augustus stepped in: The swell of 8t. Jim's, who
was a picture of -elegance, from the crown of_his silk hat to
the tips of his polished boots, looked curiously out of place

I little shop. The chimney-sweep, who also
followed the profession of a cobbler, was seated behind = little’
counter, at work on a boot. He rose respectfully as the
clegant junior came in. c :

*“Morning, sir! Soled and hecled, sir?”* ho asked,

“You are Mr, Hanks?”

“Yes, sir.”

“1 have not called nﬁu11b boots,” cxplained Arthur ~
Augus_ttgs.’ I have called in eonn;zction with chimney- -
sweepin®.’ :

“Yes, sir, Chimney at the school, sir? asked Mr. Hanks.
“Fust thing in.the morning. Will that soot, sir? I've gob

“You misappwehend, sir. You are wantin’ an assistant 2'%
My, Hanks nodded, in some surprise. w
*“Yes, sir—my young man’s gone into tho Army. And I

can’t get a boy from nowhere. 1t's 'ard on a man in a small

way of businees. ’Arder still if I badn’t turned forty-one
myself, thank goodness!? =
1 have comie for the job, Mr. Hanks.”
My, Hanks sank back upon his seat, overcome with aston.
tshment, He blinked at Arthur Augustus, as if he doubted
his ears. :
“You—you have have come for the job?” he stuttered.
“Yaas, sir. desish to be taken on twial as a chimmey-
sweep,”’ said Archur Augustus, -
“Haw, haw haw!” .
“Bai Jove! What are yon laughin’ at, Mr. Hanks?”
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- Haw, haw, haw! Your little joke;, sir.”
* “But I assush you that I am not jokin', Mr. Hanks. 1
““am a war-workah, and weady to take any job, havin' my
Form-mastah’s permish to do so. I weally twust, sir, that
you will give me a twial.” :
Mr. Hanks stared blankly at the elegant swell of 8t. Jim's.
He seemed to find some difficulty-in breathing, when he
realised that the Honourable Arthur Augustus was in deadly

- earnest

‘;But—buk the job wouldn't scot you, sir,” he stammered
ab last. . A
T am willin’ to work,”

“Ye-es; but—but——>" .

“I twusi, sir, that you will give me a twial, I weally do
not think that chimney-sweepin’ is vewy difficult. You have
:. to shove a bwush up a chimney, I believe, and dwag it down

again, or somethin’, don’t you?”

_::?om?t‘ﬁl;n "llll;ielhhat,l:; i.une;l l}cltri_! l’g:nks. “'hButw--—‘;ed

weally thi could do it..I shal vewy disappoin
.if you de not give me a twial,” said D'Arcy v{)ersunulvely.

“But—but your clothes, sit—"

! Pewwnim you could lend me _some othah clobbah for the
occaston. suppose I am not dwessed quite suitably for'a

© . sweep.” -

“Haw, haw! Not quite! Haw, haw!”

] “Weafly, Mr. Hanks, it is not a laughin’ mattah. I have
had no expewience as a sweep, but I 'have a good deal of tact
and judgmont, and I can soon learn. If you can lend me
some clobbah, I shall be weady to come with you for your
job this mornin’, and I have no doubt that I shall sweep the
chimneys vewy well indeed.”

“If you really mean it, Master D'Arcy—"

“ Honest Injun, Mr, Hanks! I am vewy anxious for the
job. Owin’ to my inexpewience in tho bizney, I :hall wefuse
to accept any wages for the first week.” .

_ 'This argument appealed to Mr. Hanks very forcibly.
‘And undoubtedly the Wayland sweep was in want of an
assistant,

“Well, sir, i’s a.go,” he said. “T'il give you a trial
There’s some olothes *ere that my lad 'ad when he was with
me, afore he went on munitions, You can-change in the
back room.”

“Thank you vewy much, sir.” P

‘Arthur Augustus went into the back room, and Mr. Hanks
pointed out the clothes, and returned to the shop and left
Arthuf Augustus to change. Mr, Hanks was smiling very
broadly. But Arthur Augustus did not smile when he%ookcd
at the professional attire of Mr. Hanks’ former assistant.

The clothes were considerably large for him, and they were
sooty—dreadfully sooty. . The sooty smell of them inade
D’Arcy cough and sneeze. The idea of putting those dread-
fully soiled clothes upon his immacuiately clean person caused

. a cold shiver to run down his spine. But D’Arcy was game!
" Ho remembered that he was backing up the Empire in the

hotir of need—even in so humble a task as chimney-sweeping.

Somewhat slowly, but very determinedly, he peeled off his
beautiful clobber, and donned the garb of the sweep’s

assistant—which made & most striking end remarkable change

in his appearance. Then he stepped into the shop and
announced that he was ready.

CHAPTER 4.
D'Arcy Does His Best,

1] REAT pip!”
g “0Oh, Gussy!”
#PBravo!”

Tom Merry and Mauners and Lowther uttered
: those ejaculations together, as they encountered
" the swell of St. Jim's in the High Strect. = !
The ';l.‘ernl;ie Three had not secured thejr jobs yet. They
were discussing the matter in the bun-shop, with the help -of
cake and ginger-beer, when Mr. Hanks and his new assistant
came along. The Shell fellows stef;:ped out into the strect
just in_time to meet Gussy face to.face.
Mr. Hanks was carrying a large sdck, as black as the ace of
gdes, and wore very sooty overalls,” Behind him walked
rthur ‘Augustus D’Arcy, in sooty attire, with dabs of soot
upon his aristooratic features, carrying the sweep's brushes.
His eyeglass was screwed tightly into his eye, and he was
walking with head erect and chin well up, as if fully con-
. scious of the dignity of Labour.
He glanced loftily at the Terrible Three.
“Not at work yet, deah boys?” he asked.
“ Just going to begin " sald Tom Merry cheerfully, * We'ro
on the ry. You 1ok ripping, Gussy."”
“Nobby,” said Monty Lowther. ‘That daub of soot o
-your nose sets off your complexion a treat.” ; :
Arthur Augustus hastily brushed his nose; As his hand
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was sooty, he did not make matters better by that hasty dab.

“Is it off, deah boys?” he asked anxiously. . .

“ Ha, No, it's bigger now."” 3

“Bai Jove!” . T .
“Better hurry up,” said Manners. *Your boss is looking
round.” ;

“My what?”

“Boss " eaid Manners. *Your governor, you know.”

“‘Bai Jove! I did not wegard Mr, Hanks n the light of &

bogs,” . d e
up, there,” called out Mr. Hanks.
g’ iy

“1Urr

¢ Weally, Mr. Hank

“'0rry upt” 4 ;

D’Arcy stared at his “boss.” Tt came as rather a sarprise
to bse spoken to in & dictatorial tone. Mr. Hanks, a3 a
matter of fact, wanted his assistant to be an assistant. He
had no room for gentlemanly emateurs in his business,
Arthur_ Augustus opened his lips, but closed them again,
and, with a nod to the Terrible Three, he hurried on after
his employer. . : .

Tom Menz & Co. grinned a$ one another, .

“Good old Gussy!” said Tom. *Heaps of grit! Bat I
shouldn't like to be the owner of the house where he sweeps
the chimney!”

“Ha, ha!” . .

Arthur Augustus hurried on and joined his employer. .

“No time to waste!” said Mr. Hanks, more amiably.
“We're doo at the Mayor's "ouse now. Mr. Jopps is werey

rtickler. - Mind you're werry respectful to the ‘ouse-
E:oper. She's rather a tartar!” .

“T twust I shall not be wantin' in wespect to a lady a¥
any time, Mr, Hanks!"” - -
=~ The “ousekeeper ain’t a lady!” explained Mr, Hanks.

“To a pwo a’lﬁy constituted mind, Mr. Hanks, evewy
woman is a lady. : ; . o

“My heye!” said Mr, Hanks. *Now, do you remember
the instructions I've give you? You know ’ow to “andle a
brush??

“Yaas, it Is awfly easy!” A .

“¥ou ses, we shall ’ave to do the job sharp,” said Msr.
Hanks. ‘““Muys. Snoeper don’t like sweeps about the ’ouse.
You'll take one chimney while I take the other, and you'll
‘ave to bo werry careful. I may say I'm werry glad to geb
an assistant for this 'ere job. rs, Bnooper avouldn’t
allowances for a man's assistant bein” conscripted, and I
should have got a lot of jore. She’s a bit of a tartar, she is.
You be werry respectful, and mind you wipe your boots
when you go in, and don't let a spot of soof get nowhere!™

“Vews good.” <

The sweep and his assistant arrived at My, Jopp's house.
Axthur Augustus was about to mount the stops, when M
Hanks jerked him by the shoulder.

“Whur you going?” he gasped.

“Are we not goin’ into the house, Mr. Hanks?”
IYArey in surprise. A i

“Not by the front door, you young idiot!”

“I object to bein' called an idiot, Mr. Hanks!” .

“Look 'ere, I don’t 'ave any jore from my employees™
said Mr, Hanks. *Come round to the back door, and hold
your jore.” Gz T <

Arthur Augusfus suppressed his feelings, and followed Mr.
Hanks round to the back of the house. Mr. Hanks rang the
bell there, and a trim servant opened the kitchen door, and
surveyed the sweeps with a somewhat lofty look. Mr. Hanks
took off his hat very respectfully, and Arthur Augustus
raised his dirty cap. " - )

+'Oh, the sweep!” said the maid superciliously,

“¥Yes mum,” said Mr, Hanks. )

“You can come in.”’ P

Tho maid glanced at D’Arcy. Perhaps she was surprised
to see a sweep’s boy wearing an eyeglms:. It was certainly 2
little uncommon. Mr. Hanls and his assistant entered, and
wiped their boots very carefully on the mat. A formidable-
Jooking lady—evidently the Mrs. Snooper whom Mr. Hanks
lt:&:xd described as a tartar—fixed a pair of beady eyes uponm

em.

“(Good-morning, mum!” said Mr. Hanks humbly.

“ Good-mornir’, madam!” said Arthur Augustus.

Muys, Snooper appeared deaf to these polite greetings.

“Drawing-room, dining-room, and scudﬁ," sho said. “I
have had the dust-sheets placed. You will be very careful.
And please get it over as quickly as possible.” )

“With my noo assistan$, mum——"

“#This way "

“Baj Jove, what a vewy unpleasant lady!” murmured
Arthur Augustus.  +' Weally, it is wathah wotten to bs’
tweated like a beastly dog!™ . . )

Arthur Augustus was beginning to experience the joys of
oceupying & lowly place on the social ladder. It hed mnob
ocenrred to him before that this kind of unpleasantness
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was actached to it. Arthur .%t;?mtua himself was always
scrupulously polite to persons below him in station, and in
the innacence. of his heart_he had supposed that this was the
general rule. To
position made it impossible for them to Tesent an affront
seeméd to Gussy the last word in bad breeding. Which was
quite correct, but was not quite so clear ta the formidable

Mrs. Snooper as it was to the Honourable Arthur Augustus.

_ Mrs. Snooper Was evidently anxious zbout the soot, and
resonted the fact that it was nedessary to admit a sweep
into the houss at all. . .

Mr. Hanks looked relievéd when the formidable lady loft
him to-his labours. - { -

“T'l} begin on-the droring-room,” he said. “Yon start 'ero
in the dining-room. ind there ain’t a speck of soot
nowhere, or yow'll get your ’ead jored orf.

“brush for yeul!” . _

“Thank you, sir!”- ) i W

Arthor Augustus watched My, Hanks curiously as he knelt
before the fireplace and started the brush. It seemed easy
enough, the way Mr. Hanks did it. The sweep handed it
over to D’Arcy, and went to the next room to get on with.
his own job. {)’_Argy knelt in his place and set to work.

Arthur Augustus had told his employer that he was inex-

rienced. But-Mr. Hanks would not have necded teiling, if
he had secn Gussy now.

The hearthrug had been taken away, and -dust-sheets
spread over the carpet to protect it from possible damage.

nfortunately, the dust-sheets were shoved away by D'Arcy
in his manceuvres. He was too intent upon ]

. notice. that. To his surprise, too, a considerable quantity of
so0t came swamping out over the hearth, glerhaps owing to
the way he handled the brush. And when he looked up the
chimney to see how he was getting on, a mass of soot landed

on his face, and he withdrew his head hastily, eoughi:_:g_ and

sneezi wildly.

“ Atchoo} choo! choo!” ! sa .

Soot was floating about the room now in clouds, :

There was soot in Gussy’s nose, and it tickied him dread-
fully, and he could do nothing bus sneeze and cough..

“Gioodness gracious !’ Mrs. Snooper sailed inte the room.
“(racious. goodness! The soot—the soot! What does this
meant” . .- ’ ¥ ) :

“ Atchoo! ¢hoot'™. . -

“«Boy " - -

* Atchoo-choo-choooooh 1”7 - - | . .

“Mr. Hanks! Goodness gracions!” shricked Mrs. Enooper.
“Look at the state the room is in!" How dare you?”

- % Atchoo.choo-choo!” sneezed the unfortunate Gussy., “1I
am- vewy sowwy, madam. Atchoo-choo! Accidents will
bappen. ~Giwoooooagh! It's all wight. The bwush does not
scem to ‘be goin’ quite wight, somehow, I will wemove ir
and start again!” :

“ Goodness gracious! Atchoo!”
~Mrs. Snooper was sneezing now.

Arthur Augustus dragged the brush
chimney, hargiy
violet
brush came out, and a dense volume of soot with it.

“ Atchoo!” sneezed D'Arcy.

“ Atchoo-shoo!” responded Mrs. Snooper. *Mr. Hanks,
come here.’ Look 'at this. I will have you prosecuted.
Grooh! Atchoooh!” -

- “Pway don’t be watty, madam,”
“1 am weally doin’ my best, but I am wathah—gwooh i—
inexpewienced, Bai Jove, wharrer you at? Yarooooh!”
-To Arthur Augustus’ surprise, Mrs. Snooper gave him a
powerful box on_the ear. .

e swell of St. Jim’s staggered against the sideboard.
He clutched at it to save himscl from falling, and caught
the dust-sheet that covered it and dm%"ged it down with
him, as well as half a dozen articles that- were under it.
There was a loud crash, and a shrick from Mrs, Snooper.
That good lady’s temper was quite lost, and she made a
rush at Arthur Augustus. He dodged her round the table,
holding up the sweep’s brush to keep ber off. The eooty
brush came in contact with Mrs. Snooper’s face—it eouldn’t
be helped. From fiery red it changed to sudden black, and
the good lady gasped and spluttered wildly.

“Ciweat t, I am vewy sowwy, madam,” gasped Arthur
Augustus, still ,cifclin’g round- the table—‘"vewy sowwy
indeed, but weally—’ -

- “Grooh! Help! Police!” -
. Mr. Hanks appesred. from the adjoining room, his sooty
face the picture of dismay. .

“You silly young Idjit!” he roared.

“Weally, Mr. Hanks—-7" — .

" “You blithering loonytick!” shricked Mr. Hanks, “Get

out !1” o i % o
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down from the

be rude or snappish to persons whose .

Tl start the.

is work to-

knowing what he was doing, between his'
of sueezing and his_terror of Mrs, Snooper. The:

a.sped- Arthur Augustus. '

_basket.

“T have no$ finished sweepin® the chimney. Vawoooop!”

Mr. Hanks rushed at Arthur Augustus and caught him
l}:f the collar, The swell of St. Jim’s-struggled manfully.

o was doing -his best, and this was no way to handle an’
enthusiastic war-worker. But Mr. Hanks was purple with
fury. He- dragged Arthur Angustus from the room, whirled
him out of the house; and planted a heavy boot behind him.

-Arthur Augustus went spinning into- the - garden, and
collapsed there. : S

Ho sat up in a dazed conditien. - - s o

“Bai Jove! Gwent Scott! Ob, deah! What an uitah
heast !~ I shall absolutely wefuse to assist Mr. ITanks any
more! Gwoooh!”

Arthur Augustus staggered uvp. His mind was made up.
He was done with so violent and unressonable an employer
as Mr. Hanks. He strode away wrathfully, and shook the~
dust of Mr. Jepp's house from’ his feet, Unfortunately, he
could not shake the soot. '

CHAPTER 5.
Trouble for Blake! _

[ § USSY, by Jove! Going strong?” -
. Arthur Augnstus halted, panting. Jack Blake
greeted him checrily. Blake had a basket on his
arm, full of groceries. Blake was evidently in his
new job,
“No, dezh boy, I ani not goin® stwong,” gasped Arthur
Augustus.” *“I wegwet to say tkat X have got the sack!” d
**Ha, ha, bha!” e B
“There is nothin’ to laugh at, Blake.
tunate, I have done my vewy best to learn chimnoey-
sweepin’. I suppose the woom was wathah mucked np with -
seot; but a chap must learn, you know. The howwid heast
IIanks actnally kicked me out, and. I wefuse to have anythin’
more to do with him |7 .
Jack Blake roared.
Arthur Augustus wiped the soot from his eyeglass, jammed

It is vewy unfor-

. it into his eye again, and.surveyed Blake frigidly.

1 fail to see any weason for this wibald mewwimont,

. Blake,”” he said. “I was gettin' on \Tigpinl as’' a war-
workali, ahd mow it is-all mucked up. _ I shall have o Jook

for anothah sitnation.  What arc you doin’ ?” 3

“I'mi on with Snooks, the grocer,” said Blake.  *His
young man’s gone to the war. T'm saving people from
having to feich their own goods home. Jolly heavy basket,
crammed with eggs, and butter, and bacon, and things, My
hat! - ¥ou do lock a picture, Gussy ! S

“ Pewwaps I am a little sooty: 5

<A litle!  Ha, ha'!? .

* Weally, Blake. you are attwactin’ a cwowd with you
absurd woarin® I .

Several urching were gathering round, attrected, not so
much by Blake’s merriment, as by the ‘sooty condition of
Arthur Augustus. He was smothered from head to foot.
His aristocratic features were almost hidden. ~His cap was
still somewhere in Mr. Jopps' house, but his head was .well .
covered—with soot. _ . e ; :

“Oh, crikey !” said one youth. “Wot is it?
oub of the Zoo 7"’ B

Dt"h.&rcy turned his eyeglass indignantly upon the irrevetent
youth. 3 . ’

“You wude young person——-" he began. -

“He, be, he!” -~ .

“Larf at *im 1"

“Wot a sight1”

.“Haw, haw, haw ! : i

The Wayland boys seemed to find Arthue Augusius very
amusing. They gathered round him in numbers, laughing
and grinning, and were evidently disposed to epend a happy
ten minutes “chivrying * him. ) .

“Here, let's get out of this!” said Blake, taking up his-

“Clear off, you checky little bounders }”

“Who yer talking to?” =

FGo ‘ome !’

“Go and boil yer "ead!”

“¥ah! Funoy-face!” L, : .

“Bai Jove'!’ murmured Arthur Augustus, “This is
wotten, Blake! These howwid little boundahs ave goin’ to
make a scene !” : , o5

“Well, what do you expect with a faco like that?’ said-
Blak'g’. “ Here, sheer off, you little beasts, or I'll warm
you !* :

But the “litile beasts * did not sheer off. One of them
tweaked off Blake’s cap, and tossed it into the read, Jack
Blake hit out protuptly, and the joker was laid on the pave-
meuih in the twinkling of an eye. = Then there was a yell and
a rush. .

Blake’s basket went with a crash to the ground, and there

‘wasg an ominous zound of bresking cggs.

Sorﬁethiné‘
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the infuriate
' On, crumbs

Yarooh !’! roared Lowther,

Un!ortunahia, for Lowther, he caught his foot in the overturned steps, and fell at full tength.
Mr. stuekey wase upon him, and his paste-brush landed on Lowther's shoulddrs with a crash.

in a twinkling

“ Help! Rescue! Yoop!" (See Chapler 8.)

Two or three of the cheery youths kicked the basket over,
and pr ed to kick the contents along the pavement.
Blake rushed furiously to the rescue of his master's goods,
and Arthur Augustus backed him up heartily. But the
mischievous young rascals were too many for them. Blake
was pitched into the road, and his basket was jammed over
his head, and Arthur Augustus reposed in the gutrer.  Then
the yelling urchins rushed off, kicking the groceries along
beforo them.

Blake dragged off the basket, and jumped up in utier
dismay.

*“Qh, crumbs !” he gasped.

““Grooooh |”

.“Oh, you silly ass!"” yelled Blake. © What did you want
to get in a row with a gang of hooligans for %™

“Gwoooh! Woooh! OQOoop!” -

Blake rushed desperately a{)ter the “young rascals. in the
vain lhope of vescuing some of Mr. Snooks’ property. But
goods that had been kicked along in the mud and trampled
on were not much werth resening.  Blake gave it up a$ last,
and stopped to consider.  His basket was empty, and he cor-
t:lhi:[yh.could not continue his delivery round with an empty

aske

“QOh, that ass Gussy!” he murnnured. “ What will okl
#nooks say? Oh, my hat!”

There was nothiu.{, for it but to refurn to hiz cmpleyer and
explain, That Blake proceeded to do.

Mr. Snooks' grocery stores was in the ITigh Strect. The
fat grocer was in the shop when Blake came in with the
emptly basket. .

“Finished your round aiveady !" exclaimed Mr. Snooks, in
surprise.  “ Well, you’ll do, my lad! That's quick work!™

“Ahens!  The fact is, siv 12

MNEXT
-WEDNESDAY3

L]

- dis
‘a-waiting for them.
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 All right! The goods arve ready for the sccond round,”
saad ‘Mr. nooks. “You'll be useful to me at this rate, my
ad!” -

“ Ahemd . I—I haven’t finished the round, sir.”
“What !” said Mr. Snooks testily. *Then what have you

- come back for?”

“The fact is,” Blake stammered, “I—I've had an accident.
1 got into & row with some hooligans, and—and—-"
»You yonng idiot !
“ Ahem!” .
“ Anything ’appened to the goods?” exclaimed Mr. SBnooks,
in alarm, :
“Ye-es. They're all gone !” .
“Gtone !” ]yeiled Mr. Snooks. o
 Tvery blessed thing,” said Blake.  “I'm sorry!”
Mr. 8nooks gave a glare like a basilisk, |
“You're sorry!” he bawled. *“Who's oing to pay for
two pounds’ worth of groceries, you young fool 1" N
“You can fuke it out of my wages, if you like.” said
Blake. -
¢ Your—your wages! Two pounds oub of five Lob &
week I shouted Mr. Snooks.
“YWell, I'm sorry——"
“You silly young idiot}
out!"”
[ Eh?l,
“ (et out, confound you !”
#“Oh, dear! Do you mean I'm eacked?” asked Blake, in

Put down that basket and - gof

may. ;

“J should say you was!” vociferated the enraged Mr.
Snooka, “Two pomtl_;ls’ worth of grocerics, and customers
xet out !

“ But—but I say——" : : N
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«pe you wang my hoot be’ind you §”" rosred Mr. Snooks.
“No, thanks !
And Jack Blake got ont—sacked !

CHAPTER 8.
Fatty Wynn has a Good Time! -
Li3 AX Jove! Ii’s Fatty Wynn!”

Arthur Augustus was passing Plummer’s cone

foctionery shop in the High Street, when he caught

sight of a fat face throngh the window.
’ had been back to Mr, Hanks’ shop, where
he had cleancd himself &s well as he could, and resumed his
" own clothes, = He was verg lad to make the change again.
Fortunately, Mr. Hanks 35 not yet returned there, and
I’ Arcy was glad to edcape without atiother interview with his
former employer. : Ly e ‘ )
The swell of S8t. Jim's was debating in his mind whether he
should look for another job, or return to St. Jim’s for lunch,
when he caught sight of the fat Fourth-Former in the sweets
thop. He decided to enter, and gee how Fatty Wynn was
wetting on, . . s :
Fatty Wynn was behind the counter, with a beaming face.
He was serving g oustomer when D’Arcy came in.  Futty
was looking very business-like, His customer was & Jady,
and Fatty Wynn was selling chocolates. .
1 can recommend- this milk chocolate, ma’am,” Fatty
Wynknmwas saying. “It's pure British made—not Swiss
muck !

The lady completed her purchase, and went out, and Fatty
Wynn grinned at the swell of the Fourth.

‘What can I do for you, sir 7% _he asked,

“Baj Jove !” i .

“Our British milk chocolate is very good, sir,” said Faity

ynn.  “BSupport home industries, you know, and don't buy
stuff manufactured by beastly neutrals |
mend these sugar-sticks 1"

I3 Weal]y. ] 3
. “Our bullseyes are the best value on the market,” con-
tinued Fatty Wynn, ** As'for our lollipops,. they simply take
ihe cake 1" - . )

“Pway don't be'an aes, Wynn! I have looked in to see
how you are gettin® on,” said Arthur Augustus. - “I have

n seeked myself, I ‘was gettin’ on splendidly with the

sweepin, but Mr. Hanks was wathah unweasonable, Are
¥ou givin® satisfaction to Mr. Plummah 7"

Fatty Wynn nodded and grinned,

“First-rate,” he said. “Mr, Plummer is a brick. You

see, I know all the prices already—I've bought such a jolly
lot of the gtuff in my time! And AMr. Plummer's got a
splendid system !” :
" Has he weally?”

“You see fellows employed in sweot-shops are tempted to
sample the stuff,” explained Fatty Wynn, © e cmployers
have a system of letting them. have a free run of the stock

ab. first,  Then the:  get fed up on_ sweets, and wouldn't
tone}h' 'em for anything. It saves the stook in the long
rup " ’

“Bai Jave! That's a wathah good ideah !”

“It's ripping!” said Fatty Wynn enthusiastically. “It

shows that Mr, Plummer's got a lot of sense. He's trying
. that system with me. I've got the free run of the stock, and
ean eat as much as I like,” g )

‘—‘Thﬂ.ﬁ_'s to_ppin’ 1" R

~*'Oh, it suits me down to the ground, of course, Pve been
«ampling the things all the morning,” said Fatty Wynn,
ﬁazmmg. :

* And have yon got fed up yet 2

“No fear,” said Wynn promptly.

Arthur Augustus grinned.

* Pewwaps you will not get fed up as soon as My Plummer

" -expects,” he remarked. .

‘ Perhaps not,” agreed Fatty Wynn. “But I'm willing to
[keep it up as long as Mr. Plummer docs. He had a boy here
before—chap’s gone on munitions now—who waa put on the
same’ gystent. . Mr. Plummer says that he ate a lot the fist

, and nearly made himself sick, but after a few days he
wouldn't have touched sweets or calkes if his wages had been
‘doubled for it. It's o grand system, and suits me eplendidly.”’

““Ha, hal Pewwaps it will not suit Mr., Plummah so well
when he knows you bettah, deah boy.” )

" Well, it’s his own idea,” said Wynn., “I'm not allowed
fo give anything away, of course, or. I'd treat you to some
of thesé chocs, . That wouldn’t be playing the.game. But
you can watch me eating them, if you like.”

“Thank you vewy much. I'm going to look for a job,” ‘

said “.‘rlrt-hq:f Augustus. T twust you will not make yourself
3 nn. . T . :
Tnny(;m Liprary.—Ne, 428, .. . .

And I ecan recom-’

Im'!‘fNo 1'3113 fear! I could clear ont this whole shop, _and,noﬁ‘

“Bai Jove, that would be wippin® for My, Plummah 1*

, Arthur Augustus sauntered out as another customer came
in. Fatty Wynn was attending faithfully to his duties, . ]
He had o great deal of cloquetce in expatiating upon the*
excellence of the goods he was selling, for it was a subject

that was very near his heart, :
Fatty was enjoying his job. =l
Under the counter o pile of empty cardboard boxes was T
growing in size, discarded by Fatty after disposing of the
contents internnh{; : " i 8
Probably Mr. Plummer did not guess Fatty’s wonderfal
powers in that line. His system—sometimes adopted. by .
gentlemen in his line of business, was often successful; but -
Fatty Wynu's was a doubtful case, Fatty ‘Wynn had no limit,
. Mr. Plummer had gone ou leaving the fat Fourth-Former
in charge, very pleased with the enthusiasm Fatty showed for
his new business, and with his knowledge of it—knowledge
founded upon long and varied experience as an extensivo
purchaser, . i
Fatty Wynn had been enjoying himself immengely, as the
heap of empty boxes t.estiﬁedl._l ]
t wus geiting towards dinner-time now, but Fatty, for.
once, was not particularly keen about dinner.
Cakes and sugary biscyits, preserved fruits and chocolates
and creams and bullseges and all sorts of confectionery, had
taken the keen edge off his appetite, .
dhat famous appetite, however, was still in- full working
order. .
In the intervals of dealing with customers, Fatty Wynn sab
down and devoured the good things that strrounded him.
There was already a percepiible diminution in tho stock.
About an hour after I’ Arcy’s visit Mr. Plummer came in.
He was a stout and genial gentleman with a florid com-

plexion, =
“Well, how are you getting on, my lad?” he askod,
‘“First-rate, sir 1" gaid Fatty Wyon cheerily. e .
i business—what ™ ) ;
I'd like to take up

4 Like the
f'Evcr_ so much better than school, sir.
this business permanently,” said Fatty, “I hope it’ll bé a
lm;f time before you geét a new assistant, sir.” " £
r. Plummer smiled, . ' . " .
“Business seems to have been brisk this morning,” he .
remarked, looking round. “Fifteen boxes- of chocolate
creama® Good! You've put all the money in the till"
“Yes, ¢ir, as fast as I take it.” . .
oThat's right.” Mr. Plummer rubbed his fat hapds
“You are a good salesman, my boy. I've never sold  fifteen
half-crown boxes of chocolate creanis in one day before,” -
Fatty Wynn coughed. ’
“Ahem! Fve only sold one, sir.”
“Only one ! :
“Yes, girl”
“But there are fifteen
*Have you taken them o
“" Ahem [

“Where are they, Wynn?”
fI—I've eaten them, sir.” g
Mr. Plummer jumped clear of the floor. |
¢ You—you—you’ve eaten them!” he ejaculated, «
“Yes, mr,” said Fatt; Wynn. “You gave me the run of
the slm,!), you remember, sir. I rather like choocolate,
m

one,” said Mr. Phitamesr, puzzled, .
the counter 3 - .

en
“B-b-but a human being couldn’t do it}™ relied Mr,
i !l die 17

Plummer. “You'll be ill! You'll be sick! You'
Fatty Wynn smiled.
:"ﬁj ¥, that's nothing to me, sir!”? =

-n-nothing to you!” gasped Mr. Plummer, “0Oh, my
word! You—jyou've eaten fourteen boxes—half-crown boxes
—of cholcolate creams, you greedy young rascal!” ~

“But you told me—> ’ I

I didn’t know you were a humdn hoa.constrictor 1” howled
Mr. Plummer, his geniality qllzlilnte vanishing as he realised his
loss. *““Have you eaten an g clsc, you—you—you horrid -
young gormandiser 1™ ® . .

“Well, I've had some of the bullseyes,” said Fatty Wynn, -
“Only three of the iced cakes—" £

“Three iced cakes—eighteen-pénce each !"

*“And one plum cake——"

“A half-crown cake!” . ’ ;

“And a few pounds of Turkish delight !**

“A—a=-a few pounds,” said Mr. Plummer faintly—*a—p .
fow ‘pou,nds -of—of Turkish delight! Where—where did you

ut it ?’ ..
¥ “TInside, of course1” said Fatty Wynn, in surprise, I,
hope you den't think ¥'d put anything in my pockets!”. .

“Anything else?” gasped Mr. Plummier,
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# Well, come of the candy, and some of the milk chocolate,
and a c'igzem moringues——"" .

“ And a dozén or so tarts, and some of the eream-puffs and
doughnuts—" . ’

, Fakty W;i)lm had not timo to finish his lengthy enumera-
tion. Mr, Plummer leaned over the counter and seized him
by the ear, and led him rotnd, ’ .

“Qut you go!” he said. :

Fatty Wynn stared, . !

“But—but_don’t I suit?” he exclaimed. “I'm geiting on
splendidly with the business, sir. . I'm-getsing tight into the
way of it. And-—and your system, sir, suits me down to the
ground.” I was just going to have another box of chocolate
creams. :

his gar, . .
“Good-bye1” he said,

[ S!_lj?“"'-." o )
“There's your cap! Cui off |™

# But—bit I want to stay, sirl™
Slam! '

The shop door “closed violently behind Fatty Wynn, He

blinked at it in surprise. | .

- % Well, my hat!” exclaimed Fattﬂ Wynn indignantly. “I
like that! Backed for nothing—nothing at all! Just when I
wis gettihg on so splendidly, too! ~ 3acked, without even my
dinner, and I'm getting-jolly peckish!” :
" It was really hard lines, considering how peckish Fatty
Wynn must have becn! He started for 8t. Jim’s discon-
solately, running moss of the way, in great foar that he
would be too late for dinner when he was so peckish.

CHAPTER 7.
. . Grundy is Disecouraged. :

' OM MERRY & CO. met at the bunshop to compare
notes and lave lunch. Not all of them turned up,
however. Some of the fellows—luckier than Guasy—
were in places, and keoping them, Tom Merry him-
self was one of the unlucky ones. Somewhat to his

surprise, Blankley’s did not want his services, and the local
solicitor had no use for him, and the Wayland auctioneer was
not yearning for a Shell fellow of St Jim's to assist him in
sales. ‘Tom_ was the first at tho rendezvous, but Monty
Lowther soon joined ‘ . =
% Any luck 7" asked Tom.

“Yes, Pm taken on, but I

et my meals ont,” said Lowther
cheerfully. “I calculate that my wages will very nearly
cover the cost of the meals, and I go home to the school to
sleep. War-profits don’t seem to be coming my way. ”But
there doesn’t scem any chance to start as a shipowner.™ .

“ What's the business?” . o

«Bill-sticking.” . :

“Great Scobt!” . .

“#Tve boen round with Mr. Stuckey this morning,” said
Lowther, “He's ‘initiat'm% me into the business, I'm going
out with him sticking usg illa this afternoon He's got a lot
of theatrical posters to shove on the hoardings, and his young
man has gone to the war and left Him in & hole. So hes

lly glad to have me!l ; : )
io“yi'go had no luck,” said Tom dismally. “M qn}y chance
was as a waiter in a’‘cheap coffee-house, and-<and I'm keeping
that as o last resource.” . :

“Ha, ha, ha 1" " " .

Jack Blake came in with Digby and Flerries. They sab
down &t the Shell fellows’ table. .

“Well 7" said Tom Merry and Lowther together.

# Backed I said Blake. X o

“T'mi all serene,” said Herries. “T've got woik in a dog-
fancier’s. Know all about dogs, you know. :The chap hasn't
‘mentioned wages yet, but I dare say that will be all right.”

“T'm g draper’s errand-boy,” ssid Dig. “Every other cha
in the shop is & girl—I mean, all the others are girls, an
they chip me no end, calling me every minuté for something
or other. Women ain’t reasomable. I oan’t be in three
places ot once. How cai I carry bandbozes upstairs a$
the same time that I'm sweeping out the passage? And
how caa I take a bundle home at the same blessed minute?
I didn't know a draper’s boy was expected to be such &

id enius, : : .
NG gre learninﬁ_a lot of things about employment,” said
Tom Merry, laughing.. “It comes rather harder than Form
work at 8t. Jim's. Manners seems to have got a job some-
~where, Isaw Bai.ll{g in a white apron at the cheesemonger’s;
he's ail right. Julian’s been taken on in the estate office;
hglk’x}',ows all about figures.  Hallo, here’s: the great and
only i .
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Mr. Plummer did not reply. He led Fatty to the door by

" wanted, and

dne Penny, 9

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy came gracefully in, and dropped
into a seat at the table :

“ Just wemembahed you fellahs were heah,” he remarked.
“I'm sowwy to say that I was discharged by the sweep—a.
wathah unweasonable man. . I twust you did not get into
twouble with Mr. Snooks, Blake?” :

“Backed !” growled Blake. *I've got to get another job
this afternoon, or else go back to lessons.”

“Howwy, deah boy " =

“ All your.fault, fathead!™

“ Weally, Blake—" o ’ .

“ Pags the ham,” said Monty Lowther. “I've got to get -
off in ten minutes. My master is rafher punctual—one of
those officient beasts, you know!” . -

“Bai Jove, if you're weally sacked, Blake, I will go aftah
your job, if you like! You can go aftah mine, as I'm sacked,
too!  Exchange is no WObbewy?” : . d

*Ha, ha, ha!” ) R

“Well, you tan have my job,” agreed Blake, “but I'm.
not having yours. I don't fancy myself as a sweep.” .

“I twust, Blake, that you are not goin’ to he particulah
about a twifle in war-time !” said D'Arcy severely, .“I have

" no doubt whatevah that the Pwime Ministah himself would

take a sweep’s job if it were for the good of .the countwy.”

“Perhaps!” grinned Blake. “I'll give him the chance.
Anyway, I'm not going to take it. But you can apply to
Snooks, Have you ‘decided not to become a railway director,’
after all?” R . :

“There does not seem any woom for wailway diwectahs.
Apparently they do not want fellahs with bwains.” Bai Jove,
heah’s Gwundy! How have you been gettin’ on, Gwundy?”

Grundy of the Shell joined the party at lunch. Grundy
was lpoking somewhat dissatisfied. -~ ’

“I've had no luck,” he said. “I’ve been treated with
actual rudeness; I'm sure I don't know why, I called on
the recruiting-officer.”- . Ty

“Bai Jove!” o . g

“J told him I understood how awfully keen he must be
to get to the Front, and offered to take his job off his
hands so that he could go. For some reason he flew into
a temper, and called & man to show me out.” . -

“Go hon!” . 3t - ;

“I¢'s a fact,” said Grundy. “I don’t see why he got info.
a temper, but he did. Then I had another idea--what I
thought was a ripping idea. . I called on our. member.”

“'gn whom ?” ejaculated Tom Meé?y. e .

“The member of Parliament for Wayland,” said Grungs.
“1'd seen in the local paper that he was home, 20 I called. .
He was quite civil at first, when I told him I was from
8t Jim's; the Head supported him at the election, yom
know. Said he would come and see us play football-in &
fow weeks!” : o 3 b

“Ha, ha, ha " ) 5

“Y suppose he_don’t know footer’s over; you know what
dashed idiots these members Parliament are!” said
Grundy. “Well, I came to business.” I pointed out to him.
that, as he was forty-two, he  was éentitled to dodge -con-
scription, but that he was young enough to apply for's
commission.” : . T S

#Did you offzh to take his .ghee in the House of Commons,
Gwunday " ﬁas]?ed Arthur Augustus. : - ;

“Ha, ha,-ha!” : . .

“Well, no,” said Grun{]{;’m “1'd do it willingly enough,
and I'd talk more sense & they're meccustomed to; but,
of course, I know I couldn't do that. But that’s no reason
why Mr. Jawkins shouldn’t go to the war. There’s-no need
for members of Parliament to go on gassmﬁ at a time like
this. Of course, I thought he had overlooked the matter,
and would be keen to go, when ib was %ointaé out to him,

ecially as he’ was so keen on voting for the Compuilsion
eﬁgﬁl in the House. But he flew into a temper just like
the ﬁl;ap at the feeruitmgeﬁice—" e Yime g

[ ’

«Qalled me an impertinent young puppy!” said Grundy
indignantly. *Me, you know, when I was doing him a
good turnl I simply pointed out to him that officers wera
that members of Parliament weren’s, and ha

t quite ratty. Called me namcs. 8o T had to tell hi
it Jooked to e as if he wad a shirker, ‘and then he ea
a footman, and I was chucked out—actually chucked out on
my neck!” ] . . C

(3 , ha, ha ™ . o )

«Y don't see anything to cackle at in that!” said Grundy
warmly., I call it rotten! TI'mo got a bump! I never
did think much of these political chaps, but, really, that
man Jawkins. is about the 1imit ! 8 P18 i - .

George Alired Grundy was left frowning over th pis
when"tie rest of the party departed to leok for work,’
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CHAPTER 8.
Monty Lowther is Too Fuany!

R. STUCKEY, the Wayland bill-sticker, greeted’
Monty Lowther with a kindly nod when he furncd
- “1‘; after lunch. ‘Tom Merry came along with his
chum. Lowther had undertaken to uso his
_ “influence ” to get the captain of the Shell a:

with Myr. Stuckey.
Back on time—what?” said -BMr. Stuckey. ~ “That's
right! Always stick to your work, and your woik will stick

to you! Who's this?”
sir,” said - Lowther, “You

My egal wants a job, ) .
mentioned you needed an extra hand, as both you¥ chaps.
have péen conscri i G .
. Right! There's a chance for everybody in these days,”-
said Mr. Stuckey. “Comoc-in and.get your overalls om..
T'm just starting.” o . :

The two juniors donned the overalls, and started with
Mr. Stuckey. The bill-poster cairied a bundle of posters”
Tom Méryy carried a huge can of paste and two big brushes,
and Lowther a step-ladder. . .

The billssicking party halted at a hoarding, @ gigantic
wooden structure, outside a-half-built house in the High
Htreet. It was nearly oppesite the Theatre Royal, and n
a very commanding position. . 4,

“We've got the theatrical bills to put up ere,” said Mr.

job,

Stuckey. “Begin nt this end, and work along. Tl take,
the top sheets with the ladder, and you youngeters work
below. . Seel”. :

1 % Yea, sir!” i ‘ ]
. The step-ladder. was seb up, and the bundle _of posters
pnrolled. Mr. Stuckey stitred the paste in the big can.
Then the bill-posters set to work..
A flaring arnmouncement that Checky Chiplin was now.

appearing on the “pictures” at the Theatre Rﬂfll was

posted up by the efforts of Mr. Stuckey and his - two
employees, Next to_that came equally ing information
i0 the. effect_that the celebrated revue, * ith the Milk

in the Morning,” was appoaring nightly at the Theatro
Royel, "The next poster informed they public that the
screaming skotch, *Mr. Thompson's Trousers.” was to. be
seen -every -evening at_the theatre. Stuckag & Co. worked
theis way along the big hourding with these Haring and
glaring posters. & S .

Mr. Btuckey worked away steadily, and Tom Mewry worked

ually bard. - Monty Lowther slacked down after a time
whet hoarding was nearly covered. d

‘here was a twinkle in Lowther’s eye,

Keen ns Monty was on war-work, his sense of humour
wag still more rampant. The humorist of the Shell could
never keep himself within bounds for long. ’

Among the posters utirclled on the

round were &
number of elips, printed in red, 'with*fil
“POSTPONED.” -

e single word

These slips were intended to-be pasted on another hoarding
which the bill-stickers were to visit in the afternoon.
_Unfortunately, Lowther's sense of bumour was too much

or him. :

While Mr. Stuckey and Tom Merry were working towards
the end of the hoarding, Lowther started again at the
beginning, with those re slips in his hand and s twinkle
in oye. - i ¢ i

So that across the flaring announcement concerning the
eppearance of the famons Chéeky Chiplin on the flms there
was placed a prominent red slip:

“POSTPONED.”

“Postponed ”’ also apppeared across all the other announce.
ments on, the hearding that told of the attractive entertain-
ments to be found within the walls of the Theatre Royal.

Mr. Stuckey bad nearly finished his work, and so had
Monty Lowther, when the manager of the Theatre Royal
strolled across the strest, That fat and genial gentleman
wished to survey the new posters, and judge of their cffect

“on the public,

TFheir effect on Mr. Flipps himself was surprising when
he saw that all the announcements of his marvellous attrac-
tions were marked * Postponed.” :

The manager stared &t the posters and blinked at them,
and then strode along to the step-ladder upon which Mr.
Stuckey was mounted, pasting up the last section of the
last poster. :

Ho seizdd tho steps; and shook” them, to draw the bill-
poster’s attention. i v 3
“Mr. Stuckey staggered on the stepa.
“Tow-ow | harrer—— Yaroooh 1"

£ Situckey | shonted Mr. Flipps.
reak my neck!” roared Mr.
those ateps I"
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tuckey. “Leggo

. ain’t said nothing of the-seré! Lobok at the posters yeumgif i

“What do you mean by it?"” shonted Mr. Flipps.
“Leggo those steps!”’ : L
h%’[“ Jipps let go the eteps, and shook his fat fiet at Hwr
ill-poster. 2 3 s
# {“\?fmt do you mean?” ‘he shouted. - - - - ’ i
“ Mean?” gasped Mr. Stuckey, - 3 m
“Yes, you dummy ! What have you been sticking up?”
“Eh7 I've stuck up the posters, eccording to orders,’™
caid Mr. Stuckey indignantly.” **And a finer set of postems %
never see, nor better put up, Mr. Flipps. What ‘have you,
got to complain about?” ; " |4
~ “Vou crass idiot I g . R
“TLook ’ere——" . :
“What do you mean by saying that
ppi}]p(:x:rud?" ‘demanded Mr.- Flippa.
night ! o e
“Eh? Who says it's poet?onedi” 2ot
“VYou have, you crass ass!”
“Blow my buttons ™

the performances a
“They're all foi io:
i
snid- Mr. -Stuckey, in. wonder, “T
And don’t yeu call a man names” neither I” f
“Look ab them !? shrieked -Mr. Flpps.- - Are you mad?
Paste up a new eet of bille at once—at once! Do you hear 1°%
Mr. Stuckey stared down at the excited mam_agey from thé
t\:lp of the steps. He had not eeen Lowther's humosoug
additions to the posters, and his impression was that - Mr;
F’!ipﬁohad' been_drinking. o
L k ’ere, M. Flipps!” he said serioualy. ! You go’
*oine 1 : S
“What!” : : . § :
. %G and lie down a bit, and sleep it off,” said Mr. Btuckey:
“You—you—you-—-"" - - e e, s
“Better go’in quietly,” urged Mr. Stuckey. You'll be
gettin’ a crowd 'ere, Mr. Fiiy -~(3o and sleep it off.”"
“You crass fool 1 shouted Mr. Flipps. “ You're drunkl
You must be drunk ! - Ry *
“Well, T like that!” eaid Mr. Stuckey warmlr. My
word! The best thing you can do, Mr. Flipps, is.to-go ‘ome
and sleep it off 1 : o . 5
_ Mr. Flipps gave a gasp, and ghook the steps hgain furiously,
::Iéool: 0:3‘ ?’le posters yowrself, you idiot!” he shouted. :
o > h :

Mr - Btnekey had no chance of looking ‘ab the posters. . The

_ shaking of the steps brought him down with a rush.

He - tumbled over,. and fell fairly upon the manager, ind
c!up%d him round the neck, and they.went to the ground
together.. . v .
0“l’:t'.'h'mt, Scott1” ejacnlated Tom Merry.

“ Better stide !” murmured Monty Lowther.
there's going to be a row.” . ‘
“Monty! You ass!" exclaimed Tom, as he caught sight

_'_poat’poned " glps pased across the posters. “‘You
o yelted Mr. ¥ '

“Help r. Flippe.

Tom Merry rushed to B:lp up
sprawling M';osi! the manager. The
gasping, to his feet. e

"%’ll have the law of you, Mr.
‘ave broken my neck, by gosh!

Mr. Flipps sat up brea

“You intoxicated fool !
Ii—rp-—=

“Drunk as a Jord!” said Mr. Biuckey contemptuously,
f;Wilf'q”don't you take a friend’s advice and go ’ome and elecp
it off ? : . ; .

My, Flipps staggered to his fcet. . ‘e

“Look.!” he shrieked. wries ok .

‘He pointed at the pesters. My, Stnckey stared at them,
“Wot the thunder!

and his jaw dmg)jmd.
s P-;l!-poat ned !”. he ejaculated.
Wot atly id)it has done that? You silly ﬁun% hasses! Wot
do you mean by it? T beg YD!.II‘ pardon, Mr. Flipps! It was.
these silly young hasses! Playing a joke on me, mo -
The enraged bill-poster made a rush at the two juniors. He
heen a victim of a practical joker, Toem
Monty Lowther promptly dod, )

roalised that he hai
Men? and Eed.
Unfortunately for Lowther, he caught his foot in the over-

“Pr afraid

Elr. Stuckey, who was .
ill-sticker was dregged,

Flipps " he toared. “Might
I’ﬁ ‘ave the low of yer !g-l

pesly. L -
T'll never give you bn order again!

turned steps, and fell at full length. .-
In a twinkling the infuriated Mr. Stuckey was upon him.

His e brush landed on Lowther’s shoulders with a crash.
“Oh, erumbs! ~ Yaroooh!” roared -Lowther, “Help!

Rescue! Yooop!” B
Whack! Whaek! Whack!

“Yarooh! Help! Chuck it} Qh,. crumbs I”

The paste-brush slipped from Mr. Stunkes’s hand with the
last terrific whack. He grasped the can, and up-ended it over
Monty Lowther. The can was still ‘hni!niull of paste, In a
q‘t.iﬁky ag-re;n]m it eame swooping out over the’ unfortunate

er’s head. : : .
jOMonty Lowther’s. head and face -disappeared undes the
clinging paste. e




. The mlha.p[éy

Every Wednesdaye

_*THE GEM" LIBRARY,

i1

One Penny.

7

/ 5
FRES

/s

g =

4 :MR‘:\ “1,‘[ 0

7]
4 ]
. i
ol il
)~
p l
T
——— e ——)
e AR
Mr. Plurr;mor led Fatiy Wynn to the door b!y his ear. * Good-bye,” he said. w I—1 say——1" “1“' are'a yo‘ur
re= capl Cut off 1™  (See Chapter 6.)

From under the paste came wild and choking gurglee.

S Gerrrrooogh!  Groogh! Wuirrggh!”

Lowther wriggled away, and jumped up. He dabhed the
paste out of his eyes,  Mr. Stuckey was rushing at him again,
vengeance still unsatisfied. Monty Lowther took to his hecls.-

“Come on 1" gasped Tom Merry, catching his too hamorous
ehum by the arm.

And they fled, leaving Mr. Stuckey waving a paste-brush
furiously after them. They did not stop to take breath till
they were safe round a corner. Then Monty Lowther halted,
and began dabbing at the paste with his handkerchief. One
handkerchief was not much use on such a quantity of paste,

humorist of 8t. Jim’s gasped and gurgled, and
gurgled and gasped, and choked and splnttm‘eg, and Tom
Merry laughed till the tears ran down his cheeks. Lowther
blinked at him almost Hunnishly,

““You cackling idiot, what are you cackling at?”

‘““Ha, ba, ha!”

L “Grooh! I'm smothered! Tm suffocated! Look at my
clothes !

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Tow Merry wiped his eyes,

“You're such a funny beggar, Monty !’ he gasped. “%
suppose you didn’t expect your littie joke to end )ike that 7"

*“No, you ass! No, you dummy! That horrid rufian——

Groogh |
“Ha, ha, ha!”
#Oh, shut up!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” gasped Tom Meiry, “ Never mind {he
paste, old chap ! That's the cream of the joke! Ha, ha, ha 17

Monty Lowther enorted indignantly, and scraped at the
paste. For the humorist of the Shell, the humour of the
sltuation had complotely departed. R

CHAPTER 9.
In the Grocery Line.
UNDAHSTAND that you are in want of an assistant,

(1]
siz 17’ :
Mr, Snooks, the grocer, looked up from a ledger.
frtglzn‘ Aungustus D’Arey stood before hiin, hat in
and. -

The swell of 8t. Jim’s was looking spick and span. He
had taken care to renovate himeelf equal to new, so to speak,
before calling on Mr. Bnocks for the job Jack Blake had
so unluckily lost.

“Y’'m in want of three assistants,” said My, Snocks morosely.
¢ My young man has gone to the war, and both my boye have

one on munitions. And ’ow business is to go on iz more than
I can say.”

“Then pewwaps you will be kind enongh to give me a
twial, sir.”

My, Sucoks locked at him dubiously. :

The awell of 8t. Jim's did not look as if he would be much
nse a8 & grocer’s boy. But it was a case of any port in a
storm.

Although My, Bnooks had been left without assistance in
his business, many of his cuetoniers were as exacting as ever,
with regard to having their goods sent home at the precise
momens they were required. Mr. Snooke, being fortunately
married, had escaped consecription himself, otherwise his busi-
ness would have disappeared altogether, and would have been
“hagged ” by his yival along the street, who was in the
enviable ]])oxition of being fifty years old. Mr, Snooks had
never realieed before how greatly he was indebted to Mrs,

Hnooka,
THE Gen Lissarr.—No. 428,



13 THE EST 3% LIBRARY B~ THE "BOVS' FRIEND" 8% LIBRARY. "ie*

“I'll give you a trial with pleasurs,” gaid Mr. 8nooks,
“Oan you keep broks?” )

“Yaas, wathah - I keep books in my study at St. Jim’s,”
said D’Arcy. *“I am always vewy careful with my books.”

Mpr. Snooks grwited

“I mean, can y>u keep, accounts?”

“Yaas, 1 think so. I have nevah twied, but I dare say I
can do it all wigh,,” said Arthur Augustus confidently. ~

Mr. Snooks gave another gruunt.

“1 sometimes fi 1d some litflo difficulty with figahs,” Arthur
Augustus confessel. *‘It is a wemarkable thing that a column
of figahs added fwom the tog comes to a different wesult fwom
the wesult obtain.d fwom addin’ it fwom the bottom. I have
often noticed tha .” Lo

Another grunt from Mr, Snooks. He decided not to place
his books in char se of Arthur Augustus I’ Arcy,

suppose yo can mind the shop?” he remarked.

“VYaas; I should find that quite .easy, I think,” said
Arthur Augustis, “At all events,” I should do my hest,
and ab least I voould twy vewy hard to give satisfaction. Y
am vewy anxious to do somethin’.”

“I'll give you a trial,” decided Mr. Spooks.
do_any worse than Joseph, anyway.”,

'Arcy wondered who Joseph was,

“Joseph I” called out Mr. Snooks.

“I'm tired to death, dad 1 came a voice from the parlour.

Come here!” roared Mr. Snooks.

A tired-looking young man came into the shop. He was
nbout twenty, and the reason why he was not in khaki was
clear ab a glance—Joseph’s weedy figure and sickly face
were not wanted in the Army. He was one of the unhappy
rejocted, He was, moreover, evidently a slacker, from the
look of him, and his thin fingers were stained with cigarettes,
Joseph was son and heir of Mr. Snooks, but was ap-
parently ot a pillar of strength to the grocery business in

thoge trying ti
1” said Mr. Snooks, grufily.

“You won't

mes.
. ““This ds the new boy, Jose;
* What's your name, my lad 7>
“D’Aroy, sir.” - - . .
“Then you don’t want me,” said Joseph, after a languid
glance at Arthur Augustus. - i
“I want you to tell D’Arcy anything he wants to know
while I'm out!” snapped Mr. Snooks. *When I come back
you'll go on your round.” - .
“Qan’t Tommy go on the round?”
“His name isn’t Tommy, His name's D*Arcy.”

“I don’t care,” said Joseph. -“I shall call him Tommy,
same as the last. I can’t keep on learning their names, one
after t'other, Why can't he go on the round 7

" ause you're going,” said his father, .

* Oh, crikey !” said Joseph dismally. .

Mr, Snooks snorted and went out of the shop, teking his
hat.  Arthur Augustus went behind the counter, Mr.
Snooks evidently had an appointment to keep, and Arthur
Auvgustus had arvived in the nick of time to save the Ianguid

* Joseph from the terrific labour of minding the shop.

Josaﬂx blinked dismally at the swell of St. Jim’s.

“ o'l’bo_v,'?” he asked, noting the Etors.

“ Father. talfen you withont a character?™
D’Azcy turned his €yeglass upon Joseph,

#Mr, Snooks kmows that I helong to St. Jim’s!” he eaid
with dignity, “I am not an ordinawy gwocah’s boy. I am
a war-workah.” i o
to“:’!‘jo youmean to say that youw're working without hav.

“Yaag, wathahl” ;

“Good Lord!” said Joseph. i L
Joseph seemed overcome with astonishment, and he stood '’
staring at Arthur Augustus for somo minutes, his mouth
open. Arthur Augustus carefully bestowed his silk hat in &
aafeglaoe. : =
“Can you lend me an apwon?” he asked. “I believe
gwocah’s assistants always weah apwons.”

Joseph pointed out an apron hanging on a peg, and Arthur
Augustus draped it round him, and tied the strings. X it
“Bai Jove, that looks wathah businesslike!” ho remarked:
“Have a cigarette?” remarked Joeeph. &

“Thank you, no.” ,

#Don't smoke?”

“Certainly not” .

“Good heavens!” said Joseph. . a &

He drifted back into the parlour, where there was i
atmosphere of smoke. Then after a few minutes he put hi
head into the shop again. d

“X ny,"l‘omm!l'i ' . ,E L T

“My name isn’t Tomimy.” s

“Well, I suppose you chaps at the school are rather flush
with manc{,” said Joseph, with a gleam in his fishy eyes.. -
“Can you lend me half-a-quid?” )

“Bat Jove!”

“I've got-an appointment,” said Joseph.
without that. I'Il settle up this evening.”

“Vewy well, deah boy.” .

It was not part of a grocer’s boy's business to advance loans
to the son of his employer, but Arthur Augustus was always *
obliging. He extracted a ten-shilling note from his natty
little russia-leather purse and handed it to Joseph. Snooks .
junior took it eagerly, and immediately put on his hat and’

arried out. His steps led him at once to the billiard-room
of the Railway Arms. That delectable spot was a favourits’
haunt of Joseph. : & .

“Bai Jove!” murmured D'Arcy. “The boundah might
have stayed in and told me somethin’ about tho bizney! But
I suppose he's bound to keep his appointment. I shall have
to guess the pwices.” 5, = o

of keenness for his new job, Arthur Aungustus waited
eagerly for a customer to come in. A little girl came in with
a jar, *: ot
Arthur Augustus made her a profound bow hehind the -
counter, )

“Pway, what can I do for fou, madam ” he asked,

“Garn!"” said the little girl. : .

“Ahem! Pway, what do you want?"

"Three-penn’ortil of treacle.” . s

i Vewy od.”

Arthur i?igustus took the jar. He discovered the treacle;
and paused to veflect. He had not the faintest idea how
much treacle went for threepence, but he ‘reflected that i%
was best to be on the safe side, and give plenty, so as not to'
run the risk of causing dissatisfaction among his employer’s-
customers So be filied the jar to the brim. )
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" quite plain that D’Axcy iwas on the safe side.
- out-of the shop with the jar of treacle, as if in dread that the

" mayor of Wayland. But he breathed more freel
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The little girl took it with evident :atisfaction. It was
8he hurried

groeer’s young man might change his mind.
Arthur Augustus clinked the three pennies into the tll, and
led with satisfacti He had made a good beginning.
It seemed quite easy to become a grocer’s assistent—much
9a§f1e;t‘ than grinding Latin in the Form-room at St. Jim's,
in fa

CIHAPTER 10.
Skimpole is Taken On.
(1] OOD-AFTERNOON, madam1” .
J A formidable-looking lady swept into the
grorery stores,  Arthur Augustus greeted her
with urbane politeness, though his heart sank, for
it was Mrs, S8nooper, housekeeper of My, Jopp, the
when he
found that the lady did not recognise him. On the occasion
of their previous meeting Arthur Augustus had been dif-
ferently- attived, and had been disgnised with soot. And a
great personage like Mrs. Snooper could not be. supposed to
i:otioe such insignificant persons as sweeps’ boys and grocers’
0¥S. .
Mrs. Snooper sailed in, with wrath in her countenance,
She fixed the grocer’s new young wan with a beady eye.
“Is Mr. 8nooks here 7"
“Mr, Snooks has stepped out for 2 moment, madam. I
am"in charge of the establishment. Pway, what can I do
for }rou? I can wecommend this vewy gocd English ched-

 daly” said Arthur Augustus, with a dim remembrance in his

mind of the manners end customs he had observed in shops.
. “I have not come here for cheese.”

WWADS, zﬁu would like to twy our fiveacle,” said Arthur -

. “If you have bwought a jah—

“Pe
©Augustus
. gm. Snooper’s look ocauszed the words to die upon his

tongue. Certainly the majestic Mrs. Snooper was not likely
to have hrought a jar for treacle. ;

“Why have my goods not been sent?™

“ Youah—youah goods, madam?”

“My 1” sald Mrs. Snooper, with asperity.
ave not been sent!
“I-am vewy sowwy, madam. It is owing to the war,”

1:“I‘-hey

6aid D’Arcy, The swell of 8t Jim’s guessed ibat it was

owing to the war; everything was owing to the war. * You

" 808, ﬁve are feahfully short of labah.”

onsense !

““Ahem! You see, madam, our whole staff has been con-
scwipted,” explained "Arthur Avgustus. . “Evewyone has
hem:l‘ tzonscwipted, and all the othahs have gone on munition.
work.”

_ “These goods_
I fe'%aim them.”

.“The new boy we took on for delivewies pwoved vewy
was sacked this mornin’, madam,” said
D’ Avey, inwardly wondering what Jack Blake would have
said to that remark if he had been present, -

should have been delivered this morning.

“ Nonsense !
= {‘_‘lgh, deah !”

“Unless goods ordered here ave delivered prompily I shall
transfer my custom to Blankley’s!"” said Mrs. Snooper.

‘A3 a mattah of fact that would be a vewy good ideah,”
said Arthur Auvgustus confidentially. *Blankley’s have gal
portahs——" 4 .o
" W']mtl” = = .
© “They used to send a vewy chamin’ gal portal with t-he{

8t. Jim’'s, inudam. In fact, they have a lot of ga
portahs, all vewy nice-lookin’. Tpon the whole, I wathah
think I should send ordabs to Blankley’s, in your place,
madam.”” ; 2

_Mrs, Snooper hf“e him a freezing glare. She was not in
the Jeast amenable to the charms of Blankley’s girl-porters.

“Does Mr. Snocks know what an utter fool he has left
in charge of his shop?” she exclaimed.

“Bai Jovel”

“When will my goods be delivered?”

“1 twust mattals will come wound
wah, madam,” said Arthur Augustus.

“When?” shricked Mrs. Snooper.

“* Aftah the wah, madam, it will be all wight. Tots of
fullahs will be -comin’ home then, and evewythin’ in -the
wgarden will be first-wate. phl";e(a;}l(e\ mul:ﬁ be \lfathah petient
in wah-time, madam. . p can't bwing home gwocew
goods while he’s gone to £ : .
madam,” .

:‘% the boy a fool?” asked Mrs.:8nooper; addressing space.
© “Pewwaps you would like to cawwy the goods home your-
self, madam?” suggested Arthur Egustuf. “X will gmke

Flandehs to~ kil Pwassions,
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. them up into & vewy nice package for -yél},. Lots of ladies.

cawwy home their own goods in wah-time,

‘““Nonsense |

“ Ahem " } 5

“1 insist upon immediate delivery of the ﬂmds ordered.
Otherwise I shall transfer my custom to Blankley's.”

. “Weally, madam——" .

“Tell Mr. Sncoks so!” rasped Mrs. Snooper. “The loss
will be his.” [

“Bai Jove! That will nevah ‘do, madam. I_twust you
will continue to give us your esteemed custom. By pwompt
attention to past favahs, we hope to mewit a continuance of
the same,” said D’Arcy, dimly recollecting the wording of
some circular he had read, Nk

“Goodness gracious! The boy is insane!” .

“ Weally, madam—" —y ’

“Will my goods be delivered at once, or will they not be
delivered at once?” demanded Mrs. Snooper. . ;
i f‘Ytlms, yaas, yaas!” gsaid Arthur Augustus. “Any old
thing !"*

“What!” o

“I—I mean, I will send them at once—~immediately. I—I
will send them down by special twain—-" -

*What | »

“I mean
madam.”

“ ¥ they do not arrive by four o’clock, I shall deal here
rio longer,” said Mrs. Snooper, and she flounced oit of the
shop. : : -

»  Arthur Augustus wiped his brow. Mrs. Snooper had made
him_perspire. ! ; 3 ;

“Bai Jove, people are vewy unweasonable!’ murmured
the new grocer’s young man. * I should weally have thought
that powahful-lookin’ lady cculd have cawwied home a few
gwocewies, . I pwesume she doesn't expect a gwocah's |
assistant to be sent home fwom the twenches to cawwy home
her gwocewies. - Bai Jove, heah's Sksmme.f[!” i

Skimpole of the Shell came in, .and blinked at Arthur
Augustus.

‘gDear. mel ¥ou here, D’Aray?” he said; in surprise.

“Yaas, watheh, Bkiminu%. Pm workin’ heah !”

The genius of the Bhell blinked approval.

“I am very glad to see thib, D’Arqy. - It shows ihat even .
the brainless _nnstocmag can be put to use in times of stress,
thoulgh only in & humble capacity.” :

“You uttah ass!” said Arthur Augustus wrathfully. “Do
you want me to come ovah the countah and wub your head
o %e TWD A that is not # '

3 ear D’Avrcy, is not the way a grocer's young
man should speak to his master's customers.” .

“Ahem! Do you want to buy anythin’, Skimgole?”

“Yes; I require & ceke for my tea. Mrs. Taggles would
not serve me at the school shop, and I bave also been refused
at the bun-shop.” L R -

“Bai Jove! Why wouldn't they serve you, Skimmay?” -~

“I cannot imagine,” said Skimpole, with a shake of the

by special motab-cahl - Anythin’ to oblige,

ki,
head. “Unless, indeed, it was because 1 had no money; and
wished them to give me credit. 'That may have beeil their
motive—though I should be sorry to altribute such mer-
cenary motives to anyone without 1{:‘00? ‘However, I
thought Mr. Snooks might be more obliging. I will have
8 pound cake, Dr. Arey.” E

“Not without payin’ for it, you ass!” ! . -

“I trust you are mot gcrm]g to be mercenary, D'Arcy.
TUnder Bocialiem all cakes will be nationalised.” i <
* “Tf you have come heah to talk Socialism,; Skimmay, pway
“Even a gwocal’s young
man is not bound to stand that.” - &

Then a new ides occurred to Arihur Augustus. .

“Are you lookin’ for work, Skimmay1”

“I intended to look for war-work, D’Arcy. But Mr.
Linton has unreasonably refused to allow me to apply at the
War Office, where braing are so badly needed—"" Bl

#Nevah mind the Wah Office, Skimmay. How would
you like a be a gwocah’s boyi”

“Such a Iposition is herdly worthy of my mental powers. -
However, 1 should be gled to be of use in these times of
stress,  If. Mr, Snooks is in want of assistance, I will accept

the post.” .
ewg;_gooq. I will take you on, subject to Mr. Snooks'
appwoval,” said Arthur Augustus, beaming. “I suppose -
yon_cen nawwy 2 bagket.” : i
“Undoubtedly. It depends, liowever, on the weight of
the basket,” said the scientific- Skimpole. ] musculdr
powers ore sufficient to overcome: the centripetal attraction
of the earth, undoubtedly I shall be able to sustain the

‘basket.”

-“Bai Jove! I have to delivah some goods this nf&ahﬂooﬁ‘
You can cawwy them wound, Skimmey.
avah that basket.” 4 . 5 2
: « .7 - Tae GEs Lienary.—No. 428
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- Bkimpole handed over the basket. Then Arthur Augustus
used to reflect.
“Bai Jove!l I don’t know what goods Mrs. Snoopah
ordahed! 'That is wathah o difficulty i”

CHAPTER 11,
; ' Sacked Againl 7 )
RTHUR AUGUSTUS screwed his eyeglass a little
tighter into his eye, and gazed cughtfully at
Skimpole. Bkimmy blinked through his '::jq spec-
tacles at I’Arcy. It was certainly a difficulty.
“1 fail to see how you can deliver the goods,
D’ Arcy, without knowing the nature of the articles con-
cerned,” said Skimpole, after an effort of deep thought. .
“They weally must be delivabed. I havo pwomised them
for this aftahnoon—by special motah-cah if necessary.
daah say I can work it out. T sup) a gwoecah’s young
man ought to be able to do that. Aftah all, the goods must
be gwocewics, as they are ordabed in a gwocah's shop.
T'hat's o beginnin’.” .
“That conclusion reflects credit u}xm your powers of
reasonir}g, D'Arcy. I should certainly say that that was

“J¢ stands to weason there must have been fea on the
list—evewybody dwinks tea,” said D'Arcy. “It is wathah
w’ong to wastc money on tea in wah-time, but cvewybedy’s
doin” it. Suppose I put in a pound of tea. Pem?aps it
would be & good ideah to put in a pound of evewythin', A
pound of b'?t-tah, and a pound of cheese, and a pound of

twe. :
“Probably the treacle would adhere to the other articles,
and perhaps cause dissatisfaction,” suggested Skimpole.
“Yaas, that is vewy twue, I will loave out the tweacle,
Howevab, & pound of jam will do, as that is in a jah. And
pound nlf marmalade. And a pound cake. And a pound of

Arthur Augusms-plai:ed article ‘after article in the basket,

feeling that he was geiting on,

“Pewwnps I had betteh -put in & pound of coffee, too,
and a pound of cocoa,” he went on. “If Mrs. Snoopah does
ot woant them. all, she can send them. back. ‘There, that
will be encugh, Can you cawwy that basket, Bkimmay?"

Skimmy tried the basket on his skinny arm. -

. “Yea, quite easily. The centripetal attraction is mnot
sufficiently etrong to draw the weight downward, when my
mauscular force is exerted in the opposite direction.”

“Pway don’t talk such awfal wot, deah boy! Take the
basket wound to Mr. Jopp's, and delivah the goods to Mrs,

Snogpsh P .
43 ertain}y ,” ¥

Skimpaole took ug the basket and walked out with it, and
Arthur Augustus breathed more freely. The terrible Mrs.
Snooper was bound to be satisfied now, and Arthur Augustus
felt that he deserved well of his employer. Few ‘grocers’
younﬁo;nen would have solved the difficulty in the way Gussy
had 2, :

About half an hour later Bkimpole came back. The sound
of a loud sneeze heralded his approach.

“ Atchoo-choo-chioo I

Bkimpole dumped the basket down—still full of goods.
rt,liur Augustus turned his eyeglass wpon him in astonish-
ment, : .

“Bai Jove! What’s the mattah?”

i e i I b1 she

“You uttah ass! You have upsct tho ah!” shricked
Arthur Augustus, beginning to anp:eze himffl,i,.p

“I did not upset it!” gha.aped Bkimpole, his eyes streaming
under his tacles. “I have had a most painful experience.
Groooh! The maid declared thet the goods were all wrong—
.atchoo t—and then a ve? ferocious-locking woman came—"

“Mrs. Snoopah, hai Jove!”

“She said Mr. Snooks must be mad to send such things,
?hc;l;pg:dngé at a.lie.lilke tthhose ordejed% and asked e !:vbat.

51 wanted with a pound o r—atchook! I
repliod that there wero vations, and. indoed, multifarious
uses to which that valuable product could be put—atchoo I—
and she seemed to think I was 5 ing humorously—atchoo!
which I .wasn’t—grooh!—and she boxed my ears—yow!"”
. “Bai Jove!” . 2

“I‘ remonstrated,” continued the unfortunate -Skimpole.
“1 intended, with a few. well-chosen and argumentative
remarks, to l’mpg her to a sense of the extreme unreasonable-
ness of her action. To my amazement—grooogh !|—she smote
me violently on the cranium with the ‘packet of er—
atchoot—and slammed the—grooh!~—door.
nervgu!“nra,m a. painful condition of incessant titillation—
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- strode away.

"My  olfactory- with

-~

# Atchoo—atchoo!” sneezed Arthur Apgustus.  “The
beastly basket is half-full of beastly pa]gpu.h— Atchoo!” .
“Under the—grooh—circumstances, I’ Arcy, T shall decline
further war-work of this—groogh—kind, and shall do:ne
more, unless the authoritics have sufficient intelligence to
ap‘xoint me Air Minister— Groogh!” i
nd Skimpole of the Shell marched out, still sneezing. .~

Arthur Augustus blew his nose, and sneezed, and blew
his nose, and sneezed, till his aristocratic nose was crimson
in hue, and his eyes running wator, Pepper was -over all
the goods in the basket. D’Arcy realised that it would not
do for Mr. Snooks to return and find it so, and he cleared
the packages out of the basket, thercby raising fresh clouds
of ‘sgapper. The atmosphere of the shop swam in it. In the
midst of it Arthur Augustus gasped and sneezed, and sneezed
and gasped as if for a wager. T

He was thus merrily occupied when Mr. Snooks came in.

Mzr. Snooks stared for & moment, and then he caught the
pepper, and began to sneeze, too.

‘Atchoo! What the thunder—— Atchoooo!”

“You younﬁ idiot—choo-choo-choo—wharrer you doing
with pepper all over the place? Groogh—atchoo!” -

¢1 "—sneeze !—“1 weally—" Sneeze! C

To an observer at a safe distance from the pepper, ¥he
scene might have secmed comic. Arthur Augustus and Me.
Snooks were sucezing at ohe another, as if-worked by the
same. spring. 2

The shop rang and echoed with Gargantuan sneezes.

Mr. Snooks, purple with sneezing and fury, tried to speak,
but his words would not come. Only sneezes came, sneeze
after sneeze. There was a rustle in the doorway, and Mrs.
Snooper sailed in, with knitsed brows,, ; )

“Ha! You are here, Mr, Snooks! I wish ko know
what you mean by—— Atchoo-choo—groogh-—atchoo!” .

Mrs. Snooper sneezed violently. - - Sne

Mr. Bnooks sneezed back.  Arthur Augustus %wo them
& runming paniment of & obbligato, 50
to _speak. : -

Mrs. Snooper tried to speak, but she could not. Sheo shook
her umbrella at Mr. Snooks, and sailed out, still sneezing.
It “was painfully clear -that, aftor that incident, . Mrs.
Snooper's custom would be transferred to the stores! ~

Mr. Snooks turned on Arthur Augustus. He could not
gpeak ; but -actions can spoek louder than words, and Mr.
Snooks felt that it was a time for action. His new assistant
-f—with the best intentions in the world—had not given sati
action. - )

“Bai Jove! Atchoo! Kecp off! Gwoogh! My hat!”

Mr. Snooks seized his assistant by the collar. :

Arthur Augustus,  in astonishm

ent and anger, found him-
self yanked to the shop door. To his still greater surprise;-
Mr. Snooks’ boot was planted behind him, and he went:
fying into the street. B e
Ho landed on hig Lkness on the pavement, wondering
‘whether an earthquake had happened. o E
“Bai Jove! The £enhfu13;' ‘impertinent  beast—atchooo !
asped Arthur Augustus. *’I have a gweat mind to give
Eim a feahful thwashin’—atchoo!”
Arthur Augustus jumped up, and sEun round, to find M
fnooks, shaking a fat fist at him in the shoo doorway.
“ (et out—atchoo! Gerrout—shoo-shoo-atchoo!”

“You uttah wuffian!” shouted Arthur Augustus. He toro

off his apron, and hurled it at Mr. Snooks.
wemain in your setvice a moment longer.
you wuffian!”

“ Atchoo—yon come back here and T'll squash you—atchoo

. “I wefuse to
.Give me my hat,

“1 wefuse to come back undal any cires. I wegard you,
+with uttah contempt! But I absolutely decline to go with-
out my wpﬁh!”

‘My. Snooks hurried back into the. shop, ami‘-reapzeated
with Arthur Augustus’ topper. He hurled it at Arthus
Augustu‘s, and the swell of St. Jim’s caught it with his chin.

“yaht You uttah wapscation! Gwoohl IE you wire
not old enough to be my fathah, I would give you a feahfu!
thwashin’ 1” gy s

Arthur Augustus indignantly set the topper on his head, and
He was marching on in greaf indignatiob,
when he met Kerruish at the corner of the street, Kerruish
stopped him. ) '

‘Pinytlung wrong?” he asked. . L

“Yaas, wathah! I have boen sacked lgain—dfor nothin’ a¢
all, the same as befoali,” said Arthur Augustus, “I have
been tweated with the gweatest diswespect! These twades-

eople scem to be all off their wockahs! If you are lookin’ -
or & gob, Kewwyish, you can tiwy Mr. Snooks; I Lave done
im1” .

“Good idea!” said Kerruish cheerily. “I’ve beon walch-
ing a cricket-match, but I want to get a job before I go
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. whip out of the shop. He fled, leavin,

‘and Gussy have tried
‘to ha,pleased with us.

. ‘Every chnesday.

Back to 8t Jim's, oz they wan't let me come out to-miorrow.
Sure ‘yow're done with the job, Gussy?”

“Yaas, wathahl” said Arthur Augustus emphati ;

Kerruish walked on cheerily to Mr. Snooks’, and looked
in. The pepper was clearing off now, but Mr. Snooks’ fury
had not cleared off. He turned a basilisk glare upon
Kerruish, recognising him as a St. Jim’s junior. 8t Jim’s
juniors were not welcome to Mr. Snooks’ eyes jusé then.

““Good-afternoon!” said the Manx jumior brightly., “X-

&y hat }” ;

"hear you want a boy, Mr. Snooks—

Mr. Snooks made one jump at the shop broom, and ancther .
jump at Kerruish. The astounded junior had just time to
Mr. Snooks brandish-
ing the broom. Kerruish did not apply for that job again!

CHAPTER 12, *
Mr. Snooks is Satisfied,

G 7 HAT'S fo be done?”.
* Ask me another!” . o
i Tom Merry and Monty Lowiker wers dis-

cussing the situation; or, to be more exact, the
=t want of a situation.
Lowther’s sense of humour had comﬁbtﬁllﬁ_“mucked u};‘) "
that promising job with Mr, Stuckey the bill-poster. It had
taken Lowther some time to get rid of the ﬁt& Fortu-
nately, Wayland Baths were near at hand, and there Lowther
had able to become newly-swept and garnished, so to
mk. But he was sacked, and Tom was sacked, and the
rnoon was growing old. The chums of the Shell did not
want to retwxn to St. Jim’'s upsuccessful, Looking for jobs
might be discouraging, but it wes a welcome change from
grinding_Latin.

They discussed the matter over buns at the bunshop. The
other fellows had been more lucky—or less humorous. Blake.
was in & job, with a basket to carry, and Figgins and Kerr
were errand-boys. Dick Juliap was enscol in the estate-
office, and Reilly at the cheesemonger’s. Manners had been
taken on at the photogmgher’e, beinﬁ remarkably well up
im that line of business. Digby and Herries were provided
for, Even Fatty Wynn had secured another berth—though
not on such terms as his first job with My, Plummer. Tom
Merry and Lowther fels left out in the cold.

Moreover, & “job” was the only way of cluding lessons
on the morrow. Any old job, as Lowther remarked, would |
be ‘better than that. - As a last resource, there was Mr.
Hanks, the sweep, still unsuited, But for reascns that will
easily be understood, the chums were reserving that job to.
the very last. . o i .

Arthur Augustus D’Arey came in, and joined the two Shell
fellows as. he spotted them at the table, He sank into a
seat with a sigh.

“Sacked again?” asked Tom.

“Yaas! Mr. Snooks is as wnweasonable a beast as Mr.
Hanks. I weally think there is vewy little encouwagement
in_these days to a weally hard workah.’

~“Chance for us,” said Menty Lowther at once.” “Blake
Snooks. After them, Bnooks is bound

 be It will be a big improvement, at

least.’ - .

“ Weally, Lowthah——"

“Good egg!” said Tom Alerry.. “Can we have your job,
Guﬁ_sg!”
“You are vewy welcome to it, Tom Mewwy. T offahed it

to Kewwnish, but for some reason Mr. Snooks chased him
away with a bwoom.”
4 0h!” said Tom.
“T think he was_wathah upset, owin’ to the pepper get-’
tin’ into his nose. Pewwaps be has got ovah it by this time..
I have given up the ideah of mindin’ a shop. "I feel that
I am cut out for highah things. I am goin’ to apply at the
bank for a job,” said Arthur Auwgustus. “If I can sccure
the post of a managah, I shall do so. Othahwise, I shall
weturn _to _the school.”
“The Shell fellows chuckled. .
“Let’s go and see 8nooks,” said Monty Lowther.  “If he’s:
tried Gussy, he must be awfully hard up for an assistant.”
" And the two juniors left the bun-shop, and took-their way.
towards Mr. Snooks’ grocery establishment, i
- Master Joseph was- behind the counter, looking tired of
life. . He was In charge of the shop; but his thoughts
were in the billiard-room at the Railway Arms, where he
had left D’Arcy’s ten-shilling note in the pocket of a gentle-
man who played billiards mucht better than Joseph. :
“Mr. 8nooks at home?” asked Tom Merry. .
*Ves, he's in the parlour, having' his tes,”. said Joseph.
“You arter the job?” : ’
“That’s it.”
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“T hope you'll get it,” said Joseph fervently. 'Then he .
lowered his voice. *“Would you like me to put a word in
for you?” :

“Yes, if you will.” | "

“That’s all right,” sajd Joseph. “I'll see you through.
By the way, could you lend me five bob?”

. The juniors stared at him. They were not quite so careless
in money matters as the Hondurable Arthur Augustus.

; ‘;,We could;” said Monty Lowther, ‘“But we're not going
0. - . i -
Joseph looked sullen.

“Then you can go and chop chips!” he retorted.

The juniors decided fo wait till Mr. Snooks came into the
shop. ‘A customer came in, and, with the idea of i
the business, they watched Joseph serve. Joseph ¢ut-a pound
of cheese, wrapped it up, and handed it over the counter,
and took one shilling and twopence. The twopence he olid
into the till and the shilling into his pocket. Then, as he
found the eyes of the juniors fastened on him, he flushed, and
went into the parlour at the back.

Mr, Snooks came into the shop. He frowned a little at the
two _juniors. But he had, fortunately, rccovered from the
pepper. .

Tom Merry and Lowther raised their caps respectfully. .

“if] you please, sir, we're looking for work,” said Lowther
meekly. . :

Mr. Smooks grunted. i

“I've tried two of you,” he said.
good to me,” ;

“We're not—ahem !—ordinary schoalboys, sir,” said Monty '
Lowther, “We are—ahem !—a bit out of the common.’

{_ou give us a trial, sir, we'll try to give you every satisfac- .
ion.”

“ We're anxions for work, eir,”” said Tom Merry.

“Well, goodness knows, I’'m in want of ’ands !" said Mr. -
Snooks. “ Joseph ain’t much use. I'll give you a trial for a
few days, an]ywai. You'll have to sleep out.”

“That’s all right, sir; we shall sleep at the school.”

“1 shall want you at seven in the mominf.” .

“We'll buzz over on our bikes at seven eharp.”

“ And up to nine at night,” said Mr: Snocoks,

“Good! We sha’n’t have any Erep te do.”

“Well, I'll give you a trial. What's your names?”

“ Merry, sir.” . B

“ Lowther, sir.” .-t

“Very good! ¥You look the stronger of the two, Meryy, -
and you can have the round,” said Mr. Snooks, “T’Il sen
Joseph with you to show you round. You can go behind the
counter, Lowther, and put an apron on. You're taken on,” .
__“Thank you, sir !”” said the two war-workers, with satisface
tion. - :

o S

“Y’'m ‘aving my tea!” said Joseph's aggrieved voice from
the pariour. -

“Well, hurry up, then!
on the round.” )

“I'm tired,” said Joseph. :

“If you ain’t here in five minutes ¥’Ilf come and fetch you
snorted Mr. Snooks. :

Joseph appeared in about ten minutes. Then & large basket
was loaded up with the goods Mr.- Snooks had-been unable
to get delivered earlier in the day. Tom Merry was given
the basket, and Joseph was assigned the task of taking him
on the round as a guide. © -

Monty Lowther started work behind the counter, listening
cheerfuﬁy to the ipstructions Mr. Bnooks gave him.
Lowther was quick and intelligent, and ho really wanted to
give satisfaction. His humorous prffemmee being held
strictly under control for the present, Mr. Snooks wes quite.
pleased with him. . N

Several customers came in, and Lowther served them under-
Mr, Snooks’ eye in quite 2 sati TY Way. ) :

“¥ouw'll do,” said Mr. Snooks. “T'l give you five shillings
a week and your food, my boy. It's very kind of your head-.
master to let his boys come out and help at a time Jike this..
If you can stay till I get a woman assistant that will be all
riggb. P'v’aps you'd Dike to leave school and take up the.
grocery business permanent, though?” :

Lowther grinned. X . .

“T don't think my people would let me, zir,” he said.
“QOtherwise, I should be—ahem !—delighted.  But I'm quite
ab your service mow, I think I shall pick this up pretty
soon.

Mr. Snooks nodded, and reiired to the g_nrlour‘ .
ph came in presently, with his nsual weary look, He -

“Bchoolboys ain’t any,

You've got to take the mrew hd-

Jose]
came round behind the counter.
- “How are you getting on, young 'un?” he asked. .
g il atay,” stid Joseph confidentislly
- 0] ou’ ay,” seid Joseph confidentially.
pe ¥ = Tae GEM  Lisrary:—No,
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not suited to this business. When there isn’t an assistant 1
hdve to work, you know."”
“Jolly good thing for you,” said Lowther. = *Why the
_ dickens-don't you take up outdoor exercises—cricket, and so
on? ’You might have a chance of getting into the Army
en,””
Joseph shuddered.
“Don’t you be & young hass!” he eaid.
mgch.u o old man paying yout”
‘Five bob a week and my grul,” eaid Lowther demurely.
“1 s'pose you want to maﬂ:e more than that?” .
.. “Of courss, I'm looking for a chance to make my fortune,
if possible,” said Lowther humorously.
“QOh, don't be a hass! Look here,” said Joseph, in &

mysterious whisper, “T'll tell you how you can make some-

:

:thmg, and we'll go halves. See?

“(Go ahead!” i

ﬂ]‘l‘ﬂli’ s'pose the governor's told you to put the money in the
i

“Well, the governor's awful bad at accounts,”” whispered
Joseph,  * He gets the books in_a regular muddle. When I
- help with the books, I get them into a muddle. Just you put

half the takinga in the till—~ , .
- “Half?” said Lowther.

“That's it.” -~ .

“And what am I fo do with the rest?” asked Lowther
quietly. - - S

“Put it in your pocket, and we'll go halves afterwards,”
said Joseph eagerly. .

Monty Lowther I‘imked steadily at the young rascal.

“ Well, what do yon say?” asked Joseph. !

“You miserable skunk!” said Lowther, in measured tones,
#You unspeakable worm! Arc you in the habit of robbing
your own father? Don’t talk to me! You mdke me sick!”

Joseph’s seecéiy face became purple.

“ Why, you cheeky young scoundrel— "’ he began.

“Do you want me fo chuck you over the counter neck and
* erop?” ‘asked Lowther. “I could do it easily! And I will
- do it if you speak to me again!” 3

Joseph }!E“e him a furious look, and relapsed into sullen
silence. onty Lowther turned away to attend a customer
who cams into the shop. He was gotting on quite successfully
as a_grocer's assistant; but he began to wish that he had
not been successful in getting into Mr, Snooks' employment.
Mr. Bnooks’ hopeful son and heir made him feel guite il

"

s

CHAPTER 13.
A Startling Accusation,

- A R. RAILTON, . the Housemaster of the School
House, greeted Tom M, and Lowther with a

.smile when they came in that ovening, much too-

Jate for calling-over, The two juniors were tived
‘ but cheerful.

“We're in work, sir,” satd Tom Merry.
to Jeave Mr. Snooks® till the shop closed.”

The Housemaster nodded.

“Very good, Merry!”

“We shall have to leave before rising-bell in the morning,
sir,” said Tom. * I suppose we .can go?” k

** Certainly ! . ;

There was much discussion in the dormitories that night.
* War work for the juniors of St. Jim's seemed to be * panning
out * successfully in some respects. There was no doubt
that, in some cases at least, they had filled places very
creditably, and were tiding the Wayland employers over the
shortage of labour, -

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, unfortunately, was booked for
lossons instead of war work on the morrow. + He had been
quite unable to obtain the sought-for post as bank-manager.
Ho related in the dormitory, with suppressed indignation
how he had been received with smiles at the bank, an
smilingly shown out—unsuccessfull

Tom Merry and Lowther were up bright and ecarly in the

¥ We weren't able

zqomini. While the rising-bell was clanging out over St,
Jim’s t g{ were riding away on their bicycles for Wayland,
earliest of all the schoolboy war-workers.

They arrived at Mr. Snooks’ shop, and found J oseph, with &
weary look, taking the shutters down. Joseph promptl
went in and left them to finish with the shutters. = Josepl
was evidently a believer in economising labour—his own.
Tabour, at all events.
 :But-the juniors’ were not slackers, and they set to work
cheerfully, - K 3 .

_ The shutters were soon down, and they det to work sweep-
ing out the shop, and soon had everything in order for. the
day’s business. ; :

Tug Gem LiBrany.—No.

“Look here, how

Tom Merry went on the morning’s round with a well-
Itdm:h basket, while Monty Lowther remained in charge of
the shop. - B .

He was very busy that morning weighing up tee, cutting
bacon and cheese, and measuring out treacle. .

He manfully resisted the inclination to put pepper in the
treacle and Igicklel in the jam, thou was strongly
tempted. is experience with Mr. Btuck a
warning to him. At St. Jim’s there was full scope for-his
humour, but business life offered no scope whatever. B

During the day Mr. Snooks expressed his satisfaction with
his new assistants more than onco. The chums of the Shell
felt they were getting on. W :

“The round with the heavy basket rather told upon Tom
Merry, but he was s willing worker, and never thought o
complaining. Monty Lowther's task was easier, though he,
too, found it tiring to keep on his feet for such long stretches
at _a time. ;

Joseph appeared on the scens occasionally, but he hardly
apoke to Monty Lo .

The dishonest young rascal had hoped to find & confederate
in the new sh 5, and his disappointment evidently caused
him to regard Lowther with intense dislike and contempt.

Lowther, on his side, regnrded the wretched young slacker
with mingled contempt and compassion. . .

His easy-going father sllowed him to elack about instead of
working, wiic.h was the very worst thing he could have done
for a weak’ character like Joseph’s. .

Joseph's tastes alk ran in the direction of billiards, gee-gecs,
and whislky-and-water, but shortage of cash prevented him
from indulging them to any great extent, Hence, as Lowther
had observed, the miserable young rascal had- failen into the
habit of helping himself, and was on the high-road $o ruin.
Mr. Snooks, it could be seen, was anxious and uneasy about
his son, and loud family arguments in the little parlour were
sometimes audible in the shop, Lowther’s idea was that
Joseph would be best provided for by being shoved into the
Army. The oncerejected had another chance now that all
sorts and conditions of fellows were being taken in but
Joseph was grimly determined never to avail himself of that
chanee, if he could help it. It was the one thinﬁ that might
have made o man of him. Bus Joseph had no desire, what-
ever, to be made a man of. - .

Monty Lowther, had he had the honour of being J oseph’s
father, would have taken him by the back of the meck, and:
marched him into ‘the tecruiting-office. But he could not
very well suggest that drastic method to Mr. Snooks.

Towards evening, Mr. Snooks being absent, and Tom Merry
lgone on a third round, Jogeph came into the shop, looking
eery and sullen as usual. ere was a slight atmosphere of
whisky about hin,

“Youw're wanted;” he said to Lowther.

. Lowther lIooked at him inquiringly.

“Father wants dyou 1" arowled "Joseph., ¥ Fle's at the
Railway Avms, and he’s got something for you to do. I've
got to mind the shop. Rotten, ain't it?”

“Jt won't hurt you, I supposei” said Lowther.

¢ Brr-r-r-r |7 said Joscph. .

Lowther took his cap and left the shep. )

Joseph glided behind the counter. His face was pale, and .
there were beads of perspiration on his brow, and his hands
were trembling. Five minutes later, Joseph was gone.

In a quatter of an hour, Monty Lowther returned, looking

angry. :

There was a customer waifing in the shop, clinking & penny
on the counter, and Lowther hastened to attend to hin.

“Don’t you have nobody minding this here shop?” the
customer inquired sarcastically. '

“Sorry, sir,” said Lowther politels.
What can I de for you, sir?”

Having served the customer, Lowther was Teft alone, with
knitted brows, He had been to the Railway Arms, but had
failed to find Mr. Snooks there. :

It was evident that Joseph had been *pulling his leg,” and’
had sent him on a fool’s errand.

1f it was a joke, the joke was not in the least a%precia,ted by
Monty Lowther. Like many humorists, he did not like
practical jokes directed against himself.

Tom Merry came in a little later with an empty basket,
locking somewhat fatigued.

¢ This is a bit harder than Form work,” he remarked rue-
fully. “I'm getting pretty fagged. Hallo, what are you
scowling about, Mmtg?"

“I’m not scowling !’ growled Lowther. *‘That young idiot
young Sn gent me on a fool’s errand. He didn't even
inind the shop while I was gone.”

“Young ass!” said Tom. . il

“Blessed if T know whai he did it for,” said Lowther.
“He doesn't look iike a funny man. Old Snooks would be
ratty if he knew the shop had been left empty for a quarter

“T was called away.
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...of an hour. T can’t tell him about Jozeph, - though.
lﬂ::ve enough t.rnubla in the family without ﬂl!} help from

. Tom Merr nodded'
+ 4 Mum’s the word,” he said. “The young ass ought to be
‘bumpe& But I suppose grocer’s boys aren’t allowed to bump
‘their governors’ sons |?
“Ha, ha! No!”
Tom Merry put on an apron, and jcuned Lowther behmd
“the counter. His outdoor work was.done for the day.-
i C‘ustomepe came and went, and. the two juniors were kept
i Briskly at work for some timg,
’Snouks came in.
He gave his two assistants a genial
“ Shutters np DO, 2 he remarked.
‘get off, young 'ung "’
Yes, sir !’
Mr. Snooks went to the till, from which he always carefully
‘remove& the cash of a mghk Then he utiered a howl
“°7 “Here! Look here!”

. “Anything wrong, eir?” asked Lowther.
“2% “What have you been doing to the till 1
M Only -putting money - into it, su-' t

surprise.
None of your blarne; g 7 said Mr Snooks wraihfnllr
"Who's been m charge of the shop since I left?®
“-4“T have, sir!
*“Yes, you have !”” said Mr. Snaocks.

said Lowther, in

“I iook 5011 m, think-

was honest.”
Lowther flushed crimson,
- "Wha.t the dickens do you mean ?” he exclaimed mgn]v
v “Oh, don’t eome it with me!” exc]mmed Myr. Snooks.
i "The t.rll has been broken in, and the money’s gone. There's
eight stl‘l).xljmgs in the till. Mean to say that's all that’s been
en ay 1
! “N ; three or four pounds at least 1" said Lowther.
en where is it?
-“In the till, I suppose?”
“The till’s bust«ed and the“'e H c:ght— shillings there !" roared
“.Mr. Snooks. ‘' And you'll hand over the rest, you Foung
sconndrel or I'll send for the police!™
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CHAPTER 14,
. Joseph’s- Last Chance,

; ONTY LOWTHER stood rooted to the foor,
= i Tom ‘Merry star¢d blankly at the grocer,
There was no doubt that Mr. Snooks was in
deadly earnest. Besides, a glance showed that his
‘- statement was correct, I‘he till had been rifted,

and only a few ghillings remained on the day’s takings.

Who had done it?

.. _Like a flash it came into Lcm-ther s mind, the reason why
goseph had sent him on that fool's crrand to the Railway

It was Joseph !
Thero was no doubt about that in anther ] mmd I could
. have been no one else, for Lowther had been present all the
" time, save for that short quarter of an hour when he had left
young man in charge. But getting Mr. Snooks to believe
it was another matter, as Lowther qum!:l "reslised.
“-  “This has got to be settled,” said My Snooks savagely.

“Robbin’ the till, and staymg to face me out about it—my,

“word! You're sa.cked, you young vxl]nu:l but youw'll *an
. - back ‘the money beiore you go,” and
T *You silly aes!” broke in Tom Merry sa\agehf. “Do rou
, think Lowther’s tauched your rotten money *
“Who has, then?’
Lowther found hxa \ome
“I haven’t touched it, Mr. Snooks;’* he smd as calmly as
““he could. “I chdn % even know the till had been broken.”
“Likely story!” sneered Mr, Snooks.. “Mean to say gome-
'bod came in and broke the till under your eyés, and.you
: d:dn’t-. see him?_ Tell that to the Marines—or the magistrates,

130“ like ! ¥ou’'ll "and over the money, or I'll call in &
?o memant:! You've been in charge of the s'hup all the time
was ou -

“Not all the time,” said Lowther qmet-ly.
. “Didn’t 1 gwe you orders to stay ‘ere?”’
© “Yes; bu
“3ean to say you went out?”
Lowther quietly explained about Joen h’s mCsaage. Mr.
"’Snooks listened with evident disbelief in his fac
-7 “You young villain!” said Mr. Snooks ﬁetcelg “You'd
ke to make me believe my own son robbed me?
«1 don’t say 50,” said Lowther, “I only say I left your son
“in‘charge for a quarter of an hour, and when T came back, he
w‘as not here i
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“Very well, I'll ask Joseph before I call in t,he police,™
said Mr. Snocks, . ““Not that I believe a word of it.”

Lowther bit his lip; but he kept his temy Tlm truth
wouldrhave-been too painful a shock to the untortunate father, °
andl dxt was natural hat he should refuse it credence if he
could.

Mr. Snooks we.nb into the parlour, calling for Jeseph. But
Joseph was evidently not on the premises. The grocer came
back fuming.’

‘Do you want us to stay till this is settled, sic?” asked Tom -
Merry quietly.

“*Course I du 1% said Mr. Snooks. "“I’ve got to see Joseph
first, Where is_he, the fool? At the Railway Arms agaml
T'll be bound. Tl have an end put to that, so I will!

““ Joseph, indeed! I don’t believe a word of it! By gum,
T’ll send for the police! Young Men‘y, cut off to the poll.ce-u
station and bring a constable here.” .

Tom Merry hesitated.

“Hadn’t you better wait, sir?” ho said,. “If the polies
they won'’t drop it again. You don’t want
to have to charge your own son, I suppose? L

Mr. Bnooks snorted.

“It wasn't- Joseph! I know that! It was tlmt young

scoundrel; and he’s trying to put it on Josa? 'l have
him locked up! Go for & policeman at once !”
Tom Herry did not mave.
“Do vou ‘ear me?” roared Mr. Snooks.
“You may as well go, Tom,” said Monty Lowther. * Thig

will have to be thras ed out, and the rooner ﬂmt scoundrel
is in chokey the beiter !

“1 won’t go!” said Tom decidedly.

“Then I' go'" eaid Lowther.

“You won’t!” . shouted Mr. Snooks, flacmg hxmself bes
tween Lowther and the door “None of your dedging offy
iy fine feller! You'll stay ’ere till the police come!”

Monty Lowther shrugged his shoulders.

Tom Merry uttered a sudden exclamation asa helmeted
head amgeued in the shop doorway.

. ‘“Here’s an officer.”
. Mr, 8ngoks spun round, 'The policeman came m, with &
grin at Mr. Snooks. He was helping a young man who
leaned heavily on his arm. It was the festivs Joseply
decldedly the worse for drink.

‘eavens!” gasped Mr. Bnooks, in dismay:

“I fhou):ght T'd help him in, Mr. Suooks,” said the con-
stable wouldn’t like to run your sofi in, su‘. and he was
close here when I found him,”

*“Thank you!” faltered Mnr.
b t_:l

Joseph blinked at him with lack-lustre eves.

“I ain’t drunk 1’ he said. * Anybody who says that three
whiskies would knock me over is a liav! . I’]l bring an action
against the landlord of the Railway Arms. Tlu‘mng a gentle-
man out when he's perfectly sober !

The constable grinned, leaned Joseph u}l) agmnst ‘the
counter, and departed. Mr, Snocks hastily closed tho shop
door after him, and fastened it. He did not w ant any belated
customer to come in just then.

Joseph leaned back against the counter, bunkmg at his
father and the two dmglusted juniors.

His weak legs crumpled up, and he slid t]o\\'n m_a. sitting
posture on the floor, leaning up against the counter..

i | a.m’t drunk,” he said, with 4 slow and deliberate articus

8nocks. “Joseph, youw

tion. “Three whiskies —that was all! Sober as & ‘judge I**

“Oh, you rotten young rapscallion!” gt'oa.ner] Mr.
Snooks. *Where did you get the money for it? Answer me
that 1"

Lowther and Tom Meuy exchanged g]al]{!(‘a 1t looked as
1E the truth was dawning upon Mr, Snooks, in spite of hime

“Moua%; repeated Joseph. “I'm kepi too short of
moneyl Ly father’s an old hunks!”

= I' got a soul above grocery !'”” went on Joseph dreamily, -
Ought to have been a gentleman of leisure. 1 can beaf

them all at billiards-when I have any luck. TLook here,
what's the matter with this eor? - What I want to know is,
why can’t it keep sh]l instead of moving abou‘r like this, nn:i

sett.mg 8 chap?’

“You're drunk, you young rascal1” .

Joseph raised hm head in a very dlgmﬁed manner, but i
sank forward again with a jer

“Bober as a judgel” he said thm];ly
What I want to know is, who are you?”

AN SWERS

Tnx GEM memr.—-No._ 128..

gy cme;nng!r o Bemml Tare qf

#Who are you'#

A Magnificent e
'i'%“mmm



~

18- THE BEST 3" LIBRARY  ®@~ THE “ BOYS' FRIEND” 30 LISRARY, “{io

" @ He don’t know his own father I grunied Mr, Snooks.
“My father’s an old hunks!” mumbled Joseph. *He

keeps me short of money. He don’t understand what it is to

have a'gentlenian for & son. He’s n grocer.” £z

“ My wvord 1 »: ;
“He’s a blessed old groces!” repeated Joseph firmly.
“As. for you, 'sir,” continued Joseph, addressing an

imaginary Jandlord, **if you think I can't pay my. score,

vow’re mistaken, sic! I have plenty of money—plenty !”
Plenty of money, have you?” said Mr. Snooks furiously.

“I fancy I know where you got it from, too! Cerrup, you

“young scoundrel I

- Mr. Snooks scized hiz hopeful young son and shook him
violently.” There was a lond clinking from Joseph’s pockets.
Evidently he had plenty of mones—mostly in small silver

“and coppers,

“Lemme alone!” wurmured Joseph. “I'm _feeling quecr
—not drunk, but-a little queer! Lemme sloné!” 5

Mr. Snooks fumbled in Joseph's pockets and Elroduced
several handfuls of cash—shillings, sixpences, half-crowns;
and coppers. . . '
~ # Where did you get that?" he gesped, L

Josepl blinked af him stupidly without replying.
© Mr,"Snooks rose to his fect. i )

“I'm sorvy. young ’'un,” he said, addressing Lowther,
“It's pretty plain where the money went now. It was hard
Ao belicve at first~he’s my own son! I'm sorry 1.

“It’s all right, sir,” said Lowther. “Never mind what
Tou said to me.” .

“J—T hope you won'i say anything about this,” said Mr,
Snooks. “He’s my son, vascal as he is. I—I don’t want this
to be talked about.” - .

. .The juniori nodded at once, 2 B

*'Not, a word, sir,” said Tom Merry. “It's lucky T didn't
fetch that constable alter al}, though.”. sl My s
> “Very lucky,” said Mr. Snooks heavily. .

“Mum’s tho word,” said Lowther, - s 2

*“ As for that young rascal, I've had enough of him,” said
Ar. Snooks,” with' a glare a n
#Blacker and waster and thief! I'll turn him out to-
morrow, " = s
- There’s the recruiting-office, sir,” Lowther suggested.
They might raake a man of him in the Army. He would
be licked into shape.” -

- “He's been rejected.” . - .

‘“But they're giving the rejected another show now, sir—
nnpway, it's a chance, and- it would be the making of Lim.
They'll make him as fit as a fiddle, and teach him manpers,”
said Monty Lowther. '

Mr, Snooks nodded. = . ‘ ;

“It’s a chance,” he said—“his Iast chance, to0. Tl give
him the choice to-morrow morning.”
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The juniors put up the shuttérs and took their leave,
leaving Mr. Sndoks o deal with the festive J os?)h. ;

They rode home to 8t. Jim’s through the darkness, in a
thoughtful mood. . : EE

" “Rather a queer turn to oiw giddy war work, Tommy,”
Monty Lowther remarked.  * Might have been serious far
me,” : b £
* Nobody would have believed it of you, Monty. But it

L.joliy lucky it’s come out all the same.”

“Jolly lucky !” snid Lowther, e 3
J-_Mrumers was waiting for them when they arrived at St.
Jim’s. . . ' : -

“I've been.in an hour,” le said. “I'm getting along
toppingly in the photograpby bizney. How are the groceries
‘panning ot ?” i :

“First rate!” said Tom, !

“Bai Jove!” mmarke? Arthur Augustus. I am wathah
Pewwaps, on
.weflection, I had wathah too much bwains for the gwocewy:
business aftah all.” . .

“Or too little I”” suggested Monty T.owther,

“Weally, Lowthah—"' - o+ .

. " Bedtime ! said . Kildare, coming along the passage.
butchers and bakers and grocers

and candlestick-makers. oft you go!” o

" And the war-workers went to bed, feeling thal they had -

well earned their night's rest for once in & way. S

‘. Tom Merry ahd Monty Lowther arrived on time at Me.
Snooks’ shop on the fsllowing' marning. ’ -'
_That day they canght only ome glimpse of Joseph. He
was being marched away with his'father’s hand on his arm, .
looking the picture of woe. - ; Co

The juniors guessed his destination, and though théy felt
some. compassion . for the unhappy slacker; they knew that it :
would be all the better for him in the long Tun.. - - = - ° .

Myr.-8nooks came back.alons, lo'okirjf‘re‘ie'vbd and satisfied.."

¢ They’ve taken him,” he todd "the junicrs. - * They're
g?lg;g:,to give him a chance. And I hope he’ll inake the yest’
oI 1%, *4 J " K

" The next week, when the juniors’ -term of war work came

. to an end, they saw Jasoph onece more—this. time in Ichaki,

and looking marvellowsly different. ~ The wéedy youn
slacker looked upn%ht-, and -had colour in his cheeks, ai
looked as if he had fopnd his self-respect somewhere, Which
was very satisfactory to the scheolboy war-workera, :

‘ . . . | mEEEND, -

(Next Wednesday's magnificent, Tong, complete sohool éale
is' entitled %4 Misaions of Mystery,”. and -deals with the'
further adventures of Tom Merry & Co. at §¢. Jim's. Order
Your copy of the GEM LiBRARY in'udranee, It is the on Iy way .
of making eertain of your copy.) ) S
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- For Next Wednesday:

A MISSION OF MYSTERY!”
" By Martin Clifford.

In the grand, long, complete story which appears next
week there occurs a mystery which i3 not explained until
quite close to the end, and I am not going-to destroy interest
in an excellent yarn by giving away the secret here. This
much, however, may be told. . Arthur Augustus D’Arer,
through a trick played by Gordon ‘Gay & Co., is very nearls
drowned.- He is saved by a stranger, and is naturally very
grateful. The stranger asks him to undertake a very curious
mission. D’Arey is to spend the large sum of £200 within
twe days. He must neither give away nor lend any part of
the money; it must all be spent! Arthur Augustus has, as
my readers are well aware, never had any objection to the
spending. of money lavishly; but he does find the task set
him rather a difficult one. How he manages it, and why the
stranger wanted him to undertake so gueer a job, and what
came of his successfu. accomplishment of the task, you can
all read next week i

S'A MISSION OF MYSTERY!"

A UNIQUE OFFER!

I.think T am fairly safe in saying that probably not one of
my readers is the possessor of a book which has been to the
bottom of the sea, and has been Trecovered thence
undamaged. . Such a book would be worth something merely
as- a curiosity, even if one did not care about reading it.

Now, I am in a position to offer not one book only which
has undergone this strange experience, but copies to the
number of

Sixteen Hundred! i

They are the books with the mames of which you arc all
familiar. One was :

o . ‘“*Rivals and Chums!"”
Mi. Frank Richards’ great school story.
andther splendid yarn, e

* The King of (he Fagal” - -
by. Geoffrey Murray. - ~ :

Eight hundred copiey of each of these were on their way
to; Canada, when the ship which. carried them was

= Susk by a Cowardly Hun Submarine!

The package was recovered, along with much of the rest
of the ship’s cargo, by divers, and the contents were found
to: be quite unhurt hy sea:water. But in the meantime.a
;lfsh supply had been sent across the Atlantic, and we now

ve here and on sale the 1600 copies which have been
through this queer experience. : s f = -

They will be sold at the usual price.

Fourpence in Stamps - -
will brigghsou, a copy—that fis,l i: yout write to tlllu's uﬂic;} ar{
once. therwise, u may fail to get one at all, ag I fee
certain that there i’%ll be . 8 T

L A Big Rush for so Interesting a Memento
of the Great War as one of these books will form! -

& AN OLD *“GEM ” YARN.

Some few wecks ago a lady reader living in the Isle of
Wight wrote me a very nice letter, in the course of which
she expressed an ardent wish to read again an old GEa
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. The stoty referred to was “Figgins' Fig-Pudding,™

The other was

-are cordially invited to join.

CHUCKLES,

— e V20

yarn, which had particularly pleased her when it n;ppea.l('iedi
ail

have no doubt that many other readers will also recall it as
one of the very best examples of Mr. Chlifford’s humorous
yarns. 1 could not manage to find a copy heve, but I got
one by asking if any readers could supply it, and, in return-
ing it, my lady correspondent sent me some verses which I
think will interest many who have themselves felt the spell
which our renawned author can exercise. Here they are:

“The kindness and the courtesy thus shown

To one. who up to now was all unknown, -~

Move me to voice my thanks to you in verse

(Which, though imperfect, might pérhaps be worse).

Although I had a dozen things to do, w4

As soon as it arrived I read it through;

Domestic duties, mending, and the like,

They all got left—for T had gone on strike!

And, sitting by.the fire, I read once more

The tale that so enthralled me years before.

Again I revelled in the merry plot,

. And almost smelt those puddings, served up 'hotl!:
Again I laughed at Mr. Ratclif’s plight; i o A g
Felt, like his victims, -that it ‘serveg him rightl .~
And pitied Manners, Merry, Kerr, and -Wynn,.- . 3
With far too much fig-pudding “taken in”! ..
But now I’'ll quit, or you’ll be bored to tears.:
On such a subjeot I could write for years!
But my imagination stops the way; r
It hears you yawn, and sees you turn away,
Remarking to some satellite unseen:

- “Bome folk’s appreciation’s too, too keen!’ ™

1 beg to state that I did not yawn at all; possibly i £ .
the imagination of some folk that is tod keen. 3

. NOTICES. . e e

J. Gibson, 8, Ridley Road, Wimbledon, wants to form & :
dramatic society in his neighbourhood, and would be glad.:
to hear from any readers, boys or igirls, interested. = . -

Pioneer H. Wolfe, 78949, Roya ll’f._n;ﬁinem*s, 14th * Army.
Corps, Headquarters, Signal Company, B/E.I"., France,"asks
for correspondence with a girl reader. . !

Private J, Hanson, 14960, care of Sergeant Curtis, K Co.,
:':'.coctls Guards, Caterham, would be glad to have letters from,
readers. e c oI 2

Leonard J. Haynes, 12, River View, New Ferry, Cheshire,
has started a correspondence club, which readers of the GEM
He will be pleased “to send
full particulars on receipt of stamped addressed envelope. -

Private H. J. Barker, 17987, 11th Battalion, Scottish Rifles, -
2 Co., 5 Platoon, B.E.F., Salonika, Greece, wonld be glad.
to have copics of the Gex.

-H. E. Webb and H. Wade, 5, Paisley View, Armley, Leeds,
want to start a small amateur.journal, and will.be pleased
to hear from ieaders interested. )

Claude Bradshaw, formerly of Maidstone, is asked to com-
municate with his old friend, Cecil A. Tower, now at 296
Livingstone Road, Marriclrille, Sydney, Australia. .

THE Gm,']'..i.sa.m:'z.—-.-ﬁn-)‘. a8,

A MISSION OF MYSTERY 1™  AMSEiam 'aror 5, Wamin Shionsl’ .
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o The First Instalments. -

REGGIE- 'WHITE,  an_orphan, is befriended “by MR.
'ANTHONY DELL,
position as_actor in his company.

A scenc is being filmed near an old house, and Silas Shock,
the operator, climbs on to the roof of a shed to tako the
picturc, .

The roof collapses, and Mrs. Horace Dell—Dell's sister-in.
law—who is acting in the piece, picks from the ruins a
pocket-book, which is found to be full of banknotes.

A man named Stancombe then snatches the notes from
her and hurries off. On being tracked down, he says he has
placed the notes in the hands of the police.

Mr. Rankin, a ‘%hbour of Mr. Dell's, who has been usin,
tho name of Btartlefield, learns through some papers foun
with the banknotes that he has a son living of whom. owing
to a guarrel with his wife, now dead, he has not previously
heard. He determines, therefore, to engago detectives to
find his missing boy. :

Some time later Mr. Rankin introduceés to Reggie a boy
who professes to be his son, and the boy proves to be Hubert
Nixon, an unscrupulous youth whom ﬁveggie has met before.

5 t piece of roguery is this?” asks Reggie, on being
left alone with. Hubert.

- {(Now read on.)

a2 ¥ Reggie's Plaa.
. Bui young Nixon was quite propared for him, and spoke
in quite an unusually direct manner. -

“1 %gie White,” he said, “Y wish you wouldn't talk to

- me in that way. It may all be a pieca of roguery, but, if so,
I know nothing about it. I always thought that Mr. Nixon
wal-my fathér, and I am as much astonished as anyone that
now he says he isn't, and that Mr. Startlefield is, And I
wanb you-to understand that whatever hapgened took place
;\-h?':;mnl was & little child, and eannot be reckomed my
ault,

‘“But,” sid Reggie, “if nothing of the sort happened
when you were a child, it is pretty clear that something is
happening now, and yon and your father and that gentleman

‘you met at Charing Cross are all in it,”

Hubert Nixon stared.

“Who do you mean?” he asked.

“I mean a man called Stancombe,” replied Reggie,

Nixon replied boldly:

“I never heard of such a person!” v

“Nor met him at Charing Cross?™

“Never!” . : "
. B.%g_ie tried another way, :

“What a pretty young boy you make! Do you still think
yourself grown up 7™ ’ :

Here young Nixon looked just a trifle anxions, The

- weakest part in the whole plot—Ffor it was a plot—was his
age. -~ He was at least eighteon months or two years too old
for his part; but, unless he specially dressed older than he
was, he would not have much vause for fear on this score, as
he was able to assume a very juvenile look. s

The real trouble was that he had always affected the styla
and manner of a grown-up man, and his sudden change to
had seen 'him in his' grown-up style. ;

Now, Reggie was not foolish. He was sure that there was
some wicked plot on somewhere, and as the conviction grew
his caution grew with it. 1In the present difficult circam-
stances he felt that it would. be quite easy to show young
Nixon that he distruited hire, but it might be better policy
to make out to believe his story—not immediately, of course,
but by a process of slow conversion.

Reggie was an actor, and & really good one. If he could

boyishness would be sure to cause remark among thoso who

'THE PRIDE OF THE FILM!
Our Magnificent New Adventure Serial Story, :

VICTOR CROMWELL.

, a millionnire film-producer, and given a -

ply a part to the céfnem, why, he reasoned, shonld he pob
play a part to a rogue? e . R
And so, before the little conversation ‘was finished, Hubert.
Nixon was -enjoying the delight of having, as:he thought,
nearly converted his worst personal foe into being a believer
in‘gai:s n:;: pienebgf fiction. Rocel ) N ’ ik
en two parted; Reggie caught himself a ng
Hubert, while Kugrt _found bxsmselfugewloping & greater
That bo,

coitemnpt than ever for o :

o y is a cleverer cheat even than his father,” was
Reg%-m’s thought. N

“That young fool is a greater idiot oven than T thought!”
wglsk ‘I’[,-Iuher[:’s"' comment, “He swallows it all down like
mi . . f

But this last opinion wasn't by any means the real state of
affairs, for as soon as ie lofé Mr. Startlefield’s house he
went steaight to Mr. Dell, and told him the whole circum-
stance, 3

The millionaire listened with very great interest. When
the story was fi he became ve:-g thouﬁ‘htful‘. =

“Teli you what, Reggie,” he said. “This is a case we
had better leave alome. _ We aren’t in this world to treat all
humanity as lost sheep that requires mothoﬂ'ng. From what
I know of Startlefield, he is generally well able to take cafe
of himself. At all events, if I've got to mother someone,
give me a moro gentle little lamb1” .

“But T am sure be is being swindled,” said Reggie.

“Why are yout” :

“ , the Nixons—" I

“Yes, yes! I know!” retorted Dell. “Tho Nixons areas
bad as I've ever met, but that doesn’t say that the story isn't
trne. Nixon is just the sort of eccentric chap who would
adopt a child on the off-chance of something coming out of
it later; or, he may even have adopted & boy out of pure
good-heartedness. You never can tell.”. y -

“A man like that!” said Reggie. # & sl
. ““Why not?” questioned Dell. “When you are as ofd a8
I am, my boy, you will never be eurprised it human natute.
Some dishonest people are superstitious, and have an idea
that they must do a action to keep their luck in,
Why, I Leard of a burglar once who got caught up at High-
gate, and he was positive it was because he had forgotten to
send his usual subscription to an orphanage.

““Beaides,” went on Tony Dell, *this isn’t all news to me.
Mind, I didn’t know who the boy was, or that Nixon was
mixed up in the case; buk, as you know, Startlefield and I are
old friends, or old enemies, as the case may be—sometimes
one, sometimes the other. ) 3

‘“We are friends just now. He dropped in yesterday aiid
wenb over all the points of case with me, and really, if
over anything looked clear and true, this case did. If it is'a
swindle, it is the cleverest swindle I ever met in my life,
There isn’t a link in the chain missing. ‘They have that boy
traced_right through, from the time his mother’s landlady
got rid of him, and they've found witnesses who can swear to
every month of his life.” i

*1t would be easier to do that if von were making it al
up than if you were searching for real proofs,” said Reggie.

Tony Dell swung his seat around. P .

“By Jove, my boy,” he enid, “that’s & very sensible
remark! I wondered myself whether the evidence wasn't s
trifle too convincing.”

Crazy Sprague Gets a Job, 5

For the next fortnight Reggie and the other boy-actors

were at Northampton, doing a photo-play in a boot-factory
specially lent for the ose. ; .

He had come to the conclusion that the subject of Mr.

" (Continued on page iii, of the cover.)
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(Cantinied frum PrEVIGUS. prige.)
‘\fiﬁ tlefield’s new son-and-heir was a subjeet best left to the
tregtment of My, StartleReld himsci,
YF may geb a chance of puiting in a word later.’
had said: “ but my adviee is, watch, and lie low.’

When Tie Avas back at, the end of a fortnight, Hr‘ggm was
walking past Mr. Startlefield’s honse, and suddonly saw—or
thdught he saw - that gentlemanr himself just ahead of him,
Bud 2 moment later he discovered his orrar.

. ¥eb it was o pardonable mistake, because the Man Wis wes

ingg a suis of clothes like one that Reggie had ofton se

belpre—a very marked suit of brown velvet corduroy that

\\a the particularly favourite kind of garb affected by Me.
‘tlefield. .

(‘u‘ er observed, Reagio saw (hat it was an old suit—pro-
Laly one that had been dizcavded a good while
As the man neared the gate,
recognised Kim,
It was Johm=on Spraguc,
hail-assaulted Staneambao,
.md turned to speak to him,
“You are surprised fo see me?
‘' ¥es,” replied Reggie,
‘vpnguc beamed a little sadly.
“T lost those notes after all,” he said, “and all the
to me. F'm working here now. A man must wor

ITe spoke the last words with “‘the carnestness of a new
convigtion,

“Yeou see;” he went on,
and gave me a chance. I he was a bit sorey for me
affer all that di sappointment,  He'd lost one of his g;utlone-ro
and he wanted an odd man about the place, Thé work isn’t
very much, and the pay is good,”

I{éggle felt amazed.

s Cauld 16 be that this was another part of the
Stanicombe swindle? Why
roanded in this'way?

Réggie put a bold quc;lmn

::}I suppose Mr. Stancombe helped to get you this job?** ho
sid

The sudden glare in Spraguc’s eves showed that he had
made a big mistake in suspecting Sprague of working in
eollusion with the blackmailer,

“Next time I mect that man
fierce, Pll—7

ITe checked himself.

¥ forgot,” he nt on.
gone.”

Atd Dis eyes onee again became normal and lostreless. -

It was quite clear, though, from this sudden ouiburst, that
Sprague had no part i any plot against Startlefield.

chﬂie tried him another way.

‘Do you see mueh of Mr. Nixon?" I inquired.

The half-lunatic looked puzzled.

ago.

Reggie overtook him, and

the half- \ntlnd crazy man who
He kinew Reggic in a moment,

¥ he asked,

/ meant

. Startlefield 1

rd miy story,

xon l'"]
was Mr. Startlefield bn-mg sur-

eried Sprague, suddenly

W s 1o good. The pioncy has

‘“Nixon—Nixon !” he rvepeated, as if trying to recall 1hn-

name. I don't know anyons called—— Oh,
A man called Nixon did come
u}lpk\asanb looking 77

¥om™ 2

“I only saw him that once.”

Then, as if bt want of some ‘;uhau £ to tall about:

X, Startleficld s back again tU—(ld) He has left his son
up in the Trossachs, and he is going to join him again in a
few day: It isu't the weather T'd choose for [cm'iﬂg n
Seotland

‘*Do you see young Mr. Startlefield much 7" asked Reggie.

“No. He gets away fanly often, T hear. e says he
doesn’t like Mite ham, and his health isn't good.”

Reggie could guess why young Nixon didu’t like Miteham.
There would be too many of Tony Dell’s people about to
mnl‘\ﬂ it quite Lomﬁmtabk, for him.

“Well, I wish you iud\ in your new place !

“Thank you kindly !"* said the mau,

jet me see!
to see the boss one day. Dar

* said Reg

Silas Shock on the Roof,

In the alterations that had been made to Tony Dell’s
picture-factory, one of the most important was the building
of a new developing and printing building on the roof of
the big old house,

This shed pa'zmucally covered the whale building, and here
Silas Sheck reigned supreme.

Veiy fow were allowed to climb that last
that hroug]n. them into. Shock’s domain. These fow w
mostly his assistants; but there were two exceptions, Mr,
Dell, of course, was one of these. The other was Regaie.

Hl e Silas 1ot only devoted himself to his pieture work
but put in e sarpeising amount of effort in the direction of
somie of hiz own inventions:

* One of these was his new improvement on the telescope

flight of stairs

“THE GEM" LIBRARY. (i e T e

camera, the idea being to get clearer and more detailed
moving pictures at a distanec.

A few days after meeting Johnson Sprague,
Silas Shock, at o time when that worthy
excited. g

CTve finished my new ‘scope ! he said eagerly,
had 2 way of referring to everything of the lens
iles ]nwn by the hrief title of *‘seope,” ‘which stood fo hin:
for microscope and telescope, and- any number of other
ingenious contrivanees,

He led Reggie to the rool, and over to the special corner
building that was more especially his den.  As this had glass:
sides overlooking oll the other buildings, he was able to test
his vario Eoug-ught contrivances on a great nmmher of
distant objeets.

“OFf contse, you know," explained Silas, “this isn’t a
idea, letuﬂraphv by t(,lbcopo i ancient history now,
only an improver, but the great points of my

Regeie mes
was unnusually

}'4

TI'm
maehine
are the quickness of adjustment and the sharpness of «]l‘mﬂ

Now look at that hill.” That’s right away beyond Reig
somewhere, yet you can almost get the details of the trees

As soon as Reggie had looked, he switched the contrivance
around.

“ Now notice,” he said, “just this little turn of the wheel,
and T've got the focus of Mr. Startleficld’s front garden,
which jsn't a couple of hundred yards away. There’'s M.
Startlefield himself in his study. 1 can almost see the paper
in his hand.”

]if“'g"a looked.

‘He comes out remarkably well,’
ribs of the velveteen on his coat.

Then Reggie uttered an exclamation,

“What’s wrong?” questioned Silas.

“ Nothing I he said.

Yot the fact that had surprised Reggie was the discovery
that it was not Mr. Startlefield who was m the study, 1t
was the half-crazy Johnson Spragne.

There was nothing in the fact that Sprague should be in
the study to cause swrprise.  As odd-job man about the
liouse, he might he in bis right place, and was probably deing
some work which he had besun commissioned to do.  Bug
Reggie was somewhat inclined to be suspicious about the
manner in which certain people were grouping themselves
around Mr. Dell’s neighbour, and the unexpected {h CErY
of Sprague where he had thought to see Startlefield, was jusc
another trifle te set him thinking.

“Try and focus the lens yowrself,” said Silas Shock.
*Over there are the two spires at Streatham. See if you can
get- them. You'll have to be quiek; the daylight is goii

Reg, suceeeded after one or two amnoying failures.

S5 good,” was Shock’s criticism. T'ry again.
something easy  Go for tartlefield’s garden again.’

Rpgzic cid this guick S smprhmglg quick move-
ment. be gat the elevation vight, and focussed the scene
abmost as quiekly., His first glance showed him that Johnson
Sprague was still in the study.

Buat this was not the point that specially interested Reggie.
He suddenly saw a bush near the study move as if someone
were behind it

And then from that bush a man niade a swift dart across
to another bush, ruther nesrer the buck swall of
action was so quick, that even the nm-rmf‘;'mq-]vn:, (Iul
ow ‘I elearly.

Almost at the same moment Rf’ggu saw a white, blindine
flash spring framn the window, and the study window  wis
hurled out on the lawn, while the noise of a loud explosion
i't-}mm| on the air.

*Dhd yon see it?" veled Silas * Let's get down!™”

Tt was a fortunate thing that SHas made off there and then,
for in aneother second Reggie would have spoken of the
iscovery he bad made a moment before.

As it was, Silas was out of the building, into the raad, and
in Startlefield’s garden a good while before the boy, for in
leaving his snuggery he careles slammed the door after
him, and  the ch, which a patent self-closer, was
diflicult to open. hen, thongh Reggie , he lost time, as
he was thinking furiously at’ the same tine.

Thero 35 a cortain time in twilight when a minuke makes
ail the difference hetween afternoon and evening. s had
chosen the dusk of the day to show the power of his lens to
Reggie, and in the brief interval between leaving the top of
that kinema picture factory and reaching the garden next
door, the-light had rapidly declimed.

_Uu\ufv a good many people who had heard the repert
wore mnstering in the garden, and amid the confusion it
was hard to know cly what had happened.

Reggie, for some reason or other, mwade a d
arowid to the back door. In doing so, he pas
ithe old toolshed, in which the nm!er wardencr
accustomed to keep his tools.
he pnswld he heard o familiar voiec:
“Reguic

P he said. 1 can see the

'I'r,\'

hack.

ciour

to goi
near to

had been

fie]
=5

(Continued ¢n ke pox! zw'sgc.}
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THE PRIDE OF THE FILM!.. . “1have beey feeling very
Ky : R certain facts thet bave come to my

Coutinued from previons prgsy S
Gautm ',‘{'U”) DRERIOS. g reported all over the district lately th
“m rested in o making a new kind of Ha!\‘u SIve.
“Eobeard the rumour,” said Regeie; “and Ldi dit unidors
stand swhat it meant. .
HWall; it meant just t!u\ © said Startlefield, S Thetvomom
mitended to the public wmipd for an ae
ning foul play, and that ranour W

o lately, i view of
notice.  Tor instunce, i
18 am  kee li‘i

- Hle stopped.
_ “ Reggic "7[( was Btartlefield’'s volro =" there is fonl averk
gaing on! thinl l ean-guess what it means, Wind ok if
angone is hm!, and come and tell 1 ‘Daidt'spealk a eareless
- word to_anyoue. and don’t say [am here
h(:E and by no amwans-relicved i his mind by these
sot off. T =] T o o o |
‘oming out of the bouse; was the first man he
He ' coiild not cget” near enoungh to; ask him any
but he heard some svords of 1 .
The pnru' gentleman  is  simply smax

partoof the plof.”
= b st ext few sentenees Mro Startleficld sutlined a plu

lhll had numn‘egl m his mind. - 25
to “leobelic 'Hml T have fallen i with
5 L very- und s, and that' I am going to have
m biiging them o jusiic

picces !’

wrant deal “af liffic

‘ > T ::
SPpatall come S ER - 35 sl 7 ;
.nmtl.lpT ‘:’]wnmu Trom (‘cpmnnpnhnc with (‘\ipll sait present "[*j"'ii tol eiverthem pleGity 6f ope. as. Ushare the
Reggie started, for the lash -pm! ﬁéa- Beﬂ Wheeler, tie old idey that somie peopls kan only e s h L2 i
et ina oyery wastelnl manner ]

one-tine :lnu]{em but_now favourite comic character of the

stlefiakl - “di ﬂl\ nii.« < which

filins, t 3 : . But, none the less; Me. S v
Rr!;,;;u:\ {ll oW Beu Wheeler ;;ml(\ & S miz.’,"llt neevend _him froin cares oub his plin. -
: - do- you” mean® by ‘experimenting w »lh ox p‘ ives?” . -~ There would swely- he an jnque ?\J"] evidence miglt
S e as come out as to the identity of the viethn of theiciirag tre

5 Al b M stich “a"ease, it would be vnne wy, and Hrobsblv. Gl
sd a4 wondaerful for him to keep out of the way. DPeople would i ank o Ly
aml any resson he could. give swhich
to the puble and the pelicel danld be
inst himself than ae any mysterions

= Ha\ent yon heard?” said Ben. “Wh,
lace; - that M, - “mllh:l 1d ., has “inve !
oxplosive that s ten bimes le [\m\m"uf rhnmmte Tt's why ha bad done
been vesnlar g would be satisfactor

Regeie had 3 orgif he had done so. - 0 ood deal more
it had not remained in hi The statement was body of conspiratoss.

SIp everyw ll(’l e,

_ et to vepeat-to Starvtlefield, Lowever, and, thongh Reggie My, Startlefield .Im! a dmrther falk swith il(g;,m .‘\"m\i his
= did siot - then dwell any further upon the sabject, he tiade }"’er* but as all these plans depeaded apon the happenines
a-egreful note of Be swords to the effect that a rumour - of the next few davs; wnl |.cnu particularly upon what the
hadd been spread about. conshitators W ould - do, -no e finite plan  of action 15

led.

e

The next daly was to find out what actually had ham,em .,
.mxl here-Bon Wheeler was very useful to him, for he was i
an_intimato, terms with the policeman with whem he -had B 4
exchangod @ vord e byd, - ot very inneh as M

And that information, when obtained, was.only an enlarge- "'J‘_’f'm
mentsof the Gl statement of the policeman. The man in Spragie had been found
the study had caught ihe full force of a terrible ciploston his-emplager’s cloth
at had ot ouly burst the fAoor of the study door into the He had been so terr
cellais beneath, and wrecked the voom, but that had mangled © - Froved unrecognisably.
ilw m.w ot all recoznition. 5 £

o days laber the inquest on the upfortunate Jehnson
: albended, i found that it went
i

rarue was held.” Reg

veile feld h,ld ('--n((vd thiat

i his enmph ‘s study, aveari
sath by an expl

that his features had

» uadura] conchusion

fl Ball hipnsnlE s

M. W n-of freely as being Me. Starvilefiold. of e 7
Wlho {‘Tw‘ would 5 the study? Reg and Ben Whesler G it {{ e
pursited their ing 5l seve but- this was the & d - gardencr appe :

And, though sev
< drean of o ; u'n...‘ ihe wpusnal Kind of 1 )
It was a- good halfheus are Regeie was  sulliciently ch a favourit s and colour !Hln liis émplo

p()\u‘:] in all the frcts of the case fo go back to the tool- orie thotight- of ment 1 e fact, o it ever i i
. shed in which M. Stavtlefiold was hiding. that he might be, V‘I”ll v with his cwployer, the Vietim of

constantly neral opii 1o one seemed to

Well i asked Startlefield in a subducd whisper, as he the explosi o g
CATHe near, s anyone hurt?™ As the BiEy wehl. ely seetmed to he any donkt
" "Sprague, your .rd,,m.,.,. ™ sid R S hear that he about -t! vt 3 Id's “death, L6 .
has been ],l.mn to pieces, from the rumewrs which ]1}([ beén spread abont twe witnesses :
E T L)n'u_l who gave their orvidence “speke  eomvincinely “on this
: _point.- : :
cried  Sta ST fearod it .llm i~ yas gentleinan  called - Tlenry. Walkingdean, wha
the -flash. That was why 1 hid. Ti-is all « gaye ~'” lress at Shepher 15 = ‘
ey ibles pl,m Why, dun't gon see, they thoueht that th My Wa §\|1|1.f:1pm| fad-# confession to make.
Twe -luilmw me. Poor old Sprague ! [T was o trifle mad, 1 tf‘@i tervibly ashamed of \»iul I lLave l:- sa fins
i '\Tumt really a ériminal by natuve. for he h.ld mMany. eplied. ““And really ] capnot Forgive mxsell. . Seartles
- ints. I feel terribly cut up about his death.” field insizted ol 1l dving im a sample of 1'hg~ ‘explesive
Lafter a paose: _ wihiel is of sucli a dangercus natwre that the slightest ¢as
Slisaw the explosion, and the man whoe causod if. 1055 in handling the substance is likely ~to. 1t i an
& kio’ avas hiding behind o bush.™ aceident. [ warned lim of iln- dunger, but I see nown that
{Ggf'la Si-ar ul for, _I]!‘ h.ul seen, the same thing from the =~ my warnfiits was of no avail.'t e
1 i : \l\ Walking gdean was a really excellont witng He told
2 went on Startlefield “Have, - the coroner how he had felt aanr fotting the

rumont thot has Leen Mmm - r\!plmsu go ont _ef_his" Wand, mu! how M ‘-t.u ﬂﬂﬁ?ic Bad
i an IT”E.‘ll‘at(‘d in high explosives 7
¥ Regpie |0]=]1L‘d lw mp{\atum whitt he had: heard from: Den - “ille Ok _al:gry with THe: sif;
“healc : - he said = f vou dontfenst ne
My moyey
Eu' el S Avant-to (\|4E.nn wi Inding, eel For a capits
,md \\ln. I awl getting  away quickly : un;ph- v post man. S
they ]]d\c' killed me. The coraner made
Wallinzdean azain

T T e

Ldie \.mi ia liw coraner

ith thier smnle, T on's
to do. sir? OF had

o wears, —and I an s

ol
st :

; u-u]s. ,;m! mmmm.‘l Al
onin furaiges

=

Towant to lul them think it. T abL going r<. i{m]m “¥our are - morally- wansitle - for v el T
Safahit \duln and fee avhat happens.” Cvemarked.  “1 will not put it hicher than that. People vwho -
y o ' ! ‘l)'\l} rlc.;]lh (h‘ﬂ!'ﬁg S {s ~5|cm!d}1’m cuvefut to whom they
% Sz conlide them o 1 understand that yon convinced th
The 1“““"“ ~ it was vour poison thutieansed- the explosion?” S
words fo Reggie were vemarkable, o Me. Walkingdean srould, not like to-be absolute e an
x e hoy. could not; at st understand awhat < “I aum afaid v is” bighly probable,” be s . ?un. af
tay bebind them. 1t was quite casy for him-to course, | ean’t be positive. 1 hope that it is not so.

Spragun had been mistaken for his employer, - ’] hien suddenly e came out with a ve

helpful chye.

-hat: why, O;I this a ¢ unt should Me. Starilefield prefer o . S {odot knew ifany Blue pn\\(lm wis Found inthe romm
lkeop-out of the way? c e 2 |F[m the explosion,” he sugeesiod. “If so, tat would b
He avas saot ulliuhlrnml - 3 clear in‘nof 3y 4 s
T Regaie, miy ® went on -Siartefield, . “you w
“anest useful fo om 4o help: ,,,p m“i X don’t (.-l'uoh'u-r Tr':r; nstalinzul ol this :}lumﬂ sertal story
Illmlflf‘ ! T ehot : o ¥ lotgif Mee Ao o To weoid dzmp,‘xom!medt order your
Jell: = deiis




