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For Next Wednesday:
#“ THE CONQUERING HEROES!'
By Martin Clifford.

In the grand, long, complete story which will appear next
weelk, lovers of the great summer game will find something
very much to their taste. Tom -Merry accepts a Achallcngu
which he sees in a local paper, on behalf of the junior eleven
of St. Jim’s, and he and his youthful stalwarts find them-
solves up against something a good deal above their weight
in the pewerful khaki team which cemes to oppose them.
Later, the St. Jim’s first eleven oppose the soldiers, and a
thrilling game results, After the match a rowing race and a
swimming contest are got up, and St. Jim’s carry off the
honours. The great George Alfred Grundy prevides the
comie rolief of the story, and the fate with which his freak
feam meets will amnuse all readers. Needless to say, Grandy
and his very seratch lot are not

‘“THE CONQUERING HEROES!”

"HAS THAT RIDDLF AN ANSWER AT ALL?:

I am beginning to feel inclined to believe that the bishop
who invented that riddle died befere he had thought out the
answer himself. Anyway, I cannot solve it, and as far as |
have seen at present none of my readers can. I have
voceived several attempted solutions, it is true; but T really
eanuot sce how any of them can be made to fit each clause.
Miss Dorothy Dixon says she cannot think of anything
hotter than Cupid. T faney Miss Dixon will have to think
again before she is right. Connie Tl}urstans says

“fone,” but does not say how she makes it fit. I can’t.
“Cymro” has a shot with *presence.” He might s well
have said ‘*absence” as far as I can see. G., of

Bradford, goes several better, for he sends along a riddle of
his own composing, to which he does not add the answer—
for a. tolerably obvious reason! I don’t know that it is as
good as the bishop's, but I think it worth giving.

“ I dance on my head, yet nc head have T got;
[ never do run, but I keep on the trot;
I've never been wounded, but twice I've been shot.
My grandfather says I am clean off my dot!
My birthplace was Bedlan; in Kent I was born;
My wateh and my necktie have long been in pawn.
I never drink liguor, but always I'm swigging,
As out in the garden for winkles F'm digging.
Any more? No, thanks!
Well, what am 177

W. G. says “bubble” is the neavest solution he can geb
to the bishop’s riddle! "It is not very near; I never heard of
a bubble in an orchestra.

Wevin Qakes and Stanley Tillman think the answer is “a
liss. itor makes a gallant attempt to prove his case,
and among his statements 1s one to the effect that youn can-
not “give a girl a preper kiss in the dark.” do
not pretend to an extensive knowledge of this sort of thing;
but I should say the thing has been done at times with more
or less sueecess.  Percy Bishop suggests “sound ” as the
answer., and a naval reader weighs in with “flying fish.”
But I rather think net. ;.

NOTICES.

“Canuek,” a wmember of the Canadian Expeditionary
Foree, asks if any reader or veaders can spare him a magnetic
compass and a pair of field-glazsses. Will anyendé who has
vither of these aviicles, and is prepared to part with them to
onr correspondent, who has come from over the Atlantic fo
help the Old Cevmiry in her howr of need, write ta the
Editor, who will then put him in communication with -
“Canuck 7

OUR_ - THREE ‘- COMPANION - PAPER.S!
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A, E. Parsons, 6, Longmead Avenue, Bishopston, Bristo!,
wishes to ferm a “Gem 7 and “Magnet” League in his
district, and ask rveaders who would like to join to write’ to
or call vipon him.

Ernest A. Kunight, of H:M.S. Liverpool, has rcceived a
fine supply of reading matter in response to his appeal of
few wecks ago. He is frying to ithank by letter all those who
responded; but in case he shonld find the task too big, he
asks the Editor to convey his thanks to the generous
senders,

Will W. Redford, of Prestwich, send the Bditor his full
address? His notice cannot be inserted without it.

Driver R, Hargreaves, T4--040520, A.S.C. attached
102 F.A., 34th Division, B.E.F., France, would he grateful
for any numbers of cither, the “Gem ” or * Magnet ”
between 230-and 376.

Both Gunner W. J. Colliver. 1054, 48th Sicge Battery,
R.G.A., British Meditervancan Expeditionary Force, Egipt,
and Private N, Colliver, 23279, 6th Platoon, B CUo., 4th Kn-
trenching Battalion, B.E.F., Frante, would be glad to have
copies of the Companion Papers, current or back numbers.

Will readers wishing to join a “Gem ? or * Magnet™
League in and near Cattigtwohill, Clo. Cork, apply, to Tom
Gee, Glen House, Forresttown, Cattigtwohill?

Miss Rose Palmer, 180, Cromwell Road. Peterborougl,
wants to buy a copy of “The Boy Without a Name.” »

Frank A. E. Price, 2, Wolseley Road, Wood Green, N., is
anxious to join a “Gem ™ League in his neighbourhood, if one
exists, =

Trumpeter N. 8. Nicholls, 36191, “J* Co., R.E. Sighal
Depot, Dunstable, would like corvespondence with a reacler
aged ahout 18, oo !

Private A. Payne, 1694, 8th Royal Scots, 51st. Infaufbry
Base Depot, care of A.P.O., S; 17, B.E.F., France, \\fouldiilhn

glad to have back numbers of ecither the *CGoem ” §or
* Magnet.” \L
Sk
REPLIES IN BRIEF. i

G. (. (Worksop).— Many thdanks for the kind things
say about my papers. g

“ Cem-Magnetite.”- No, I should not say Boh Uherry i
love with Phyllis Howell. They arve simply zood fri
The Greyhiars colours are blue-and-white. ; i

“ Gem Social League 7 (Maidstone).—T receat that T canpot
uiake room for League reports and news, as they would ‘17 by
interest a very small cirele. i
- T S, B, (Bly).—Youn are evidently a comparatively fiew
reader. Talbot came to St. Jim’s oviginally mevely to bueil
the valuables. He was an expert eracksman,- and the Tefi
was the name by which he was known amouz his crimihia
associates, : 4

M. {(Osscft).— Not a misprint. The Fenmn standards®
Greyfriars and St. Jim's differ somewhat, ‘This is the casc
with many public schools. H. W. & Co. ¢ould not work on
munitions unless they could get jobs. That was the difficulty.

“Royal Enginecer.”—Surely six months’ training in yoor
brauch is not too much! .

R. W. (Dunstable).—I regret that the number veo v
out of print. ;

A. Burrows (Ormskirk).—Glad to weleome o us a
“@em ' reader. There is not very much between Feorm Merry
and HHarry Wharton as boxers, but Tom is a bit the better
of the two. g

E. A, D. R, and €. 8.—Place and charactors imaginary.

Ay

ant 1s

Blue—sorry, but George Washington and all that sorb: of
thing, yvou know!
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"A MISSION OF MYSTERY!

ﬁ '»Kﬁgniﬁcent New, Long, Complete School Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St. Jim’s,

. By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

and majestie, were four walters in

CHAPTER 1.
Waiting for Gussys

%Y OTTEN !” - ‘
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy of the Fourth Form
at St. Jim’s stood before the glass in the, dormi-

tory, and regarded himself with a critical eye.

1»‘ What he saw in the mirror was truly a vision of
glory.
His collar was spotless, his tie a dream, his trousers a model
of perfect fit, and his waistcoat was almost too magnificent
for words. In fact, Arthur Augustus D’Avcy was simply
gorgeous. Yet he stood in front of the glass and said:

¢ Wotten V"

He frowned upon his noble reflection and proceeded to

- take his waistcoat off.

e

S

. - WMo, 489, (Now Seriss.) Vel. 10,

regulation ‘“‘evening dress’ with serviettes oyer their arms.

food, hardly, it he had invited the whole school.

; The tables wor'o coverad with snowa'-whno cloths, and upon them were the choicest dishes. Standing, serious
& Iy
Augustus couldn’t havp p_rov!dod muoh mor

He was attired with more than usual splendour..

Arthur

§

“ Weally, it is a wotten fag for a fellah to dwess decently
nowadays !’ he murmured. ¢ I am constantly bein’ wowwied
to the point of distwaction! I wondah which waistcoat will
match the colah of my tie?” .

The whole trouble, as a matter of fact, was concerned with
D’Arcy’s fancy vests He had such an array of glorious
waistcoats that he couldn’t make up his mind which one to
wear. Already he had tried on six different waistcoats, and
he was still undecided.

Apparently the occasion was one of some importance,
Arthur Augustus always dressed with scrupulous care, but
he was even more than usually particular now.

“ Pewwaps I had bettah decide on the one with a pink
backgwound and gween spots!” he murmured. ‘It is cer-
tainly wathah showay. On the othah hand, the one with
the wegd stwipes coincides wippingly with the colah of my

Next Wednesday,

. “THE CONQUERING HEROES!" AND “THE PRIDE OF THE FILM!”

Copyright In the Usited Siates of America;
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necktie. Obh, bothah! I wish I had only one wotten waist-
coat, then I shouldn’t expewience all this wetched twouble !’

_Arthur Augustus tried on vest after vest, and still his
aristocratio taste was not satisfied, Finally he decided that
his tie was at fault, and procecded to choose another one,

And meanwhile, fuming with impatience, Jack Blake and
Digby and Herries, his three long-suffering chums, were
waiting in Study No 6 in the Fourth-Form passage.

“ Ain’t the silly chump ever coming I’ growled Digby.

Blake glared at his watch. .

“If he doesn’t show his funny face within two minutes
we'll go up to the dormy and lug him down by force!” he
said. ‘“The young fathead missed half his tea so that he
could go- and dress!. Here we've been waiting hours for
him !’ .

“'Ten. minutes, at any rate!” agreed Herries.

“Well; it seems like hours!’ growled Blake. * Gussy'll
be the death of us before he’s done! I expect the trap will
be here in a minute or two.”

“Well, I don’t care,” said Herries. “I ain’t going to the
station to meet Gussy’s pater. I've got something better
to do.” -

“Towser, I suppose?” said Digby, with a sniff.

“Yes, Towser !’ said Herries aggressively.
wrong with him ?”’ . .

“Well, you might be offended if I told you,” rephedplg.

“You ass! My bulldog’s the best animal in the giddy
country !’ exclaimed Herries. “I'm going to feed him, and
teach him some new tricks.” . .

£ (S)uch as biting chunks out of fellows’ bags 7" asked Blake.

““Qh, rats!”

Herries went out of Study N&. 6 feeling rather huffed.
Iie never could get his chums to appreciate the full worth of
kis famous bulldog. e : :

There was a crunch of wheels on the gravel of the quad
cutside. * Digby looked out of the window. ~ '~ -

“Here's the trap !” he exclaimed. ‘‘And there’s no sign
of Gussy! Let's go upstairs, and yank him down! If we
wait here, we.shall be kept hanging about until the giddy
horse dies of '6ld age ™™ -+ " e .

And Blake and Dighy proceeded upstairs with grim faces,

They weien't going to stand any nonsense. If their noble
eum’ wasn't ready, he would have to come without being
veady, - 1 . L8

‘l'h%y entered the Fourth-Form dormitory, and grinned in
spite of themselves. = Arthur Augustus was standing before
the mirror in an elegant attitude.

“Vaas; I wathah think I look pwetty wippin’!” he mur-
pured aloud. ’ . )

*“Ha, ha, ha !’ : .

Arthur Augustus turned with a severe frown. .

““Weally, you boundahs, I can see nothin’ to laugh at!”
ke said stiffly.

Blake chuckled. . .

““Turn round and look in the glass again, and then you
will I’ he grinned humorously.

“ Are you suggestin’, Blake, that I should gwin at my own
weflegtion 7

“Well, you're a trifle funny, ain't you?”

“You—you ass)’ exclaimed D’Arcy indignantly. I
uttahly wefuse to be weferred to as funnay!”

“Well, we won’t argue,” said Blake. “Why ain’t you
yeady? The trap’s outside, waiting for us. I suppose you've
. ﬁnish’?d painting your face, and all the rest of it, haven's

youl :

T nevah paint my face, you fwabjous chump !’ exclaimed
Arthur Augustus warmly. I think I am all weady now,
kowevah. I have been labowin’ undah difficulties, deah
boys. As'I am
?;esic'? wathah nobbily for the occasion. Iew do you think

ook 17’ ¢ )

“ Awful P’ said Digby absently.

“ Weally, Dig—"" - :

“I—I mean, you look awfully ripping!” said Digby
hastily, as he received a freezing glare from Blake. To tell
D’Arcy that he didrn’t look perfectly all right was to set him
off changing waistcoats, ties ectc., and that would never do
when the trap was waiting for them. “I think you look
simply charming!” added Dig enthusiastically. “I'm
Blessed if you ain’t as smart as some of those dressed:-up
figures you see outside tailors’ shops !’ : )

Digby mecant to be complimentary, but he hkardly
gucceeded. . )

“Bal Jovel!” said Arthur .Augustus indignantly,  “Do

“What's

‘Toit mean to sugg’(’ast, you wude boundah, that I look like a

tzilah’s dummay ? A )
‘]‘ Nunno! Not at all, Gussy!’ gasped Dig. I was
enly—-"" . Y
Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 429,

> that we could go for a dwive before meectin’ the twai

- with the man at the horse’s head.

goin’ to meet my patah, I have natuwally

.panied by. a cutious sound from his mouth.

 Oh, rats!” growled Jack Blake.  “Do you want_ys_to
S come 1n o

arrive at the station an hour after the train

T ordahed the twap to be here ovah an hour in advane

“Pway don’t be absurd, Blake! You know vewy Weﬁibﬁ& -
59

‘“ Well, I suppose we want the drive, don’t we?”
“Yaas; wathah!”’ ' :
‘“ Then come on, before we yank you out by force.’ |
‘1 should uttahly wefuse to be yanked out!’ said Arthug
Augustus severely. " . i
He walked to the door rather hurriedly, nevertheless, ﬁ

s,

knew very well that. in spite of his refusal, it wouldn’t
{ns chums-long to do the yanking business- if he provo
em. . . : iy
When they arrived in the quad the trap was waiting thes

evening—just the evening for a drive. As Blake & Co;
appeared upon the School House steps, Tom Merry, Montg
Lowther, and Manners, the Terrible Three of the Shell;
strolled up in flannels, from the direction of Little Side.

*“Oh, chase me!” ejaculated Monty Lowther. ‘Look at
the gorgeous apparition that’s just blown cut!”

Arthur Augustus halted, and jammed his monocle in hig
eye. - wEL 5
“Ave you weferring to me, Lowthah?’ he demanded

said - 'Monty® Lowther innocently,
There’s not much of an apparition

- freezingly. .

“To you, Gussy?”’
“ Fancy thinking that!
about you.
;)ire scl?.o outside the Wayland Theatre—all colours of the rain-

ow 1’ a8 -

*“You uttah ass ! :

“You needn’t apologise. Cussy ! 3

“1 wefuse to have anythin’ to do with you, you wotten
Shell boundah!” said D Arcy stiffly, walking on with his
nose in the air. 5

“Hi! Look out, Gussy!” roared Lowther, in alarm. ¥

“Bai Jove! What evah’s the matter ?” :

Lowther pointed urgently. - H

“Don’t go in front of the horge, you ass!” he said. “If
the {)oor animal sees you, it'll fall down in a fit, and then
yor’ll have to buy a new gee-gee 1’ :

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustus glared at the grinning juniors.' o

“You_insultin’ wottah, Lowthah!”- he ‘exclaiméd wraths
fully. “‘ Bai Jove, if I wasn’t togged up to meet my governah;

29

7

I would give you 2 feahful thwashin’ ¥’

* Lucky for you, Gussy, that you're togged up !’ :
“Do you mean to insinuate that I couldn’t administah a
thwashin’ ¢’ i
“Well, I'm not a betting chap,” said Lowther modestly §
“but I'd lay odﬂs,x’m myself I - 8

“ Look heah—/ . &}
Monty Lowther held his hands over his face. -
“Don’t ask me to !’ he said, horrified. ¢ Do you want nje
to go blind all at once % 3
“CWeally—? . i
Blake grabbed D’Arcy by the arm. -
“Chuck it, ass!” he said curtly. “We can’t stop here,
rowin% with these Shell asses] Let's buzz off before you Ioke
your elegant temper !”’ »
“ Weleaso me, Blake !”” shouted Arthur Augustus excite
“ Welecase me, you wotta -7 ’
“Rats! Jump into the trap!”
“T uttahly wefuse!”
“He refuses, Dig!” exclaimed Blake grimly.
hand to chuck him in!” ! -
“T'm your mani® said Dig promptly.
Arthur Augustus backed away. -
“You boundahs! Don't you touch me with your wotten
aws——"7 F7a
“Will you get into the trap?” o
“Certamly not—="" i
“Collar him, Dig!"” said Blake. o
The two jumiors moved forward, and D’Arcy held up his
hands in alarm. ’ . b Bl
“Pax)” he roared “If you touch me you will wumple
my collah and wuin my twousahs! .I'll get in, you wottahst’
‘And Arthur Augustus climbed into the trap with as much
dignity as possible. =~ . R
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Terrible Three. 7t 3
D’Arcy jammed his eyeg]%lss more tightly home, and took
up the reins. Blake and Dighy occupied scats beside their
noble chum, grinhing hugely. L
“You will wait heah until I weturn with the twap,”. said
Arthur Augustus to the man who had brought the vehicle.
“ And heah is half-a-crown to pwovide yourself "with some
tea- duwing the interval.” . y o
- D’Arcy gave the horse a light touck with the whip, accom.
The aninial

Lninds
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#} The horse saw the glistening water right ahead. Instantly the animatl sweorved, and the trap, swinging round § .
with terrific force, overturned with a crash, causing Arthur Augustus D’Arcy to be hurled into the air like a

(Sce Chapter 3.)

stone from a catapuit!

understood [Ferfectly, for it moved forward, and the Fourth
Form trio drove triumphantly across the quad and out into
Rylcombe Lane.

“'They were off to meet D’Arcy’s pater, Lord Eastwood;

but, as events turned out, much was to happen before Arthur
Augustus came face to face with his noble parent..

———

CHAPTER 2.
Gordon Gay and Co. on the Warpath,

o OTHING doing!”
Gordon Gay, of Rylcombe Gramimar School,
uttered that remark in a disgusted voice. He and

his chums were sitting along the bank in Ryl-
: combe Lane. The half-dozen were all looking
somewhat fed up. As a matter of fact, having nothing par-
ticular to do, they had strolled up to the lane with the gentle
intention of 1mproving the shining hour by seeking a harmless
row. with the St. Jim’s fellows. There was a constant feud
between St. Jim’s and the Grammar School, and just now
Gordon Gay & Co. felt in the mood for & rag.
. But the lane was quite deserted.

‘““Might have expected this!”’ growled Frank Monk. * Your
potty ideas never do pan out well, Gay, you ass!”
__““Bow-wow !” : .

#T'll tell you what!” said Carboy suddenly, “I've got a
brilliant idea!” . : .
““Trot it out, then!” ) )

“Well, it’s this,” said Carboy, turning to the others. It
was Gay’s idea to come here with the intention of ragging
Tom Merry or some other St. Jim’s bounders. Well, there’s

weonesbav: -~ THE CONQUERING - HEROES 1" -

nobody to rag. We can’t go back empty-handed, so to speak,
s0 I vote we all pile on Gay, and rag f{im i
“Hear, hear!” said Wootton major heartily.
" “T,he very thing!” added Lane enthusiastically. * Collar
im{”
Gordon Gay jumped to his feet. .
“You silly fatheads!” he roared. * What's the giddy
i.dsg? It’s not my fault there ain’t any St. Jim’s chaps, 13

“*That’s nothing to the point,” said Wootton minor. ** We're
all dying. to rag somebody, and if there’s nobody else to @
rag, youwll haye to be sacrificed. ‘Don't be unreasonable.
You ought to be pleased to have the honour!”

“You—you frabjous idiot!” howled Gay. “I-I—"

“Shush!” ejaculated Frank Monk suddenly. ‘Here coma
three chaps in a giddy trap! Corn in Egypt! Bunk behind
the hedge!” L .

The Grammarians lost no time in bunking. Gordon Gay
forgot his indignation in the new excitement. It was very
fortunate for him that Blake & Co. turned up at that precise
moment—but very unfortunate for Blake & Co.

“I thought I saw some chaps down the road, against the
hedge,” remarked Digby, as the trap jogged along at a
comfortable pace.

¢ wathah think it was your Imagination, Digbay,” said
Arthur Angustus. “I didn't see any chaps, so there couldn’$
have been any!”

“Of course not!” said Blake gravely. ‘gNothing could

- escape your eagle eye. All the same, I shall be better satis-

fied when we get in sight of Rylcombe.”
“Why, deah boy?” .
¢ Well, the Grammar cads are getting rather bold Iately,”
Tae GeEM Lisrary.—No. 429. § s
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said Blake, ““They might even have the unadulterated nerve
to stop this trap}® -

“Gweat Scott P’ ejaculated D'Arcy. I twust there are
none of the wotten boundahs awound this evening. I am
quite sure that the% would not wespect my best clobpah, As
a matteh of fact, I have got a howwible feeling fhat they
would take extwa delight in wagging me!”

“How could they wag you, Gussy?” asked Digby. “You
ain’t a flag!”

- _“You uttah ass!”’ exclaimed.Arthur Augustus erossly. “I .
didn’t say wag;—,l said wagl”

“Ha, ha, ha

“ Weally—" .

There was a sudden rush of juniors into the road in.front
of the trap, and they formed a barrier from hedge to hedge.

“Grammarians!” roared Blake, in alarm.

“Bai Jove !’

“Stand and deliver!” shouted Gordon Gay cheerfully,
“Hands up, forsooth, or we'll shoot every man in his tracks,
by my halidom I* .

“Better give in - said Frank Mounk. “We're two to one!”

“You—you wottahs!” gasped D'Arcy, pulling the horse to
a stop, and standing up in the trap. ‘Pax, you boundahs!
We'’re in a huwway !”

“You don’t say so, Gussy!” said Gordon Gay sweetly.
“By gum, what a howling swell you are to-day!”’

“T uttahly wefuse to be called a howlin’ swell! I nevah
howl, and I nevah swell—-— I—I mean—" .

“Ha, ha, at? -
“Stand cleah!” went on D’Arey wrathfully. ¢ Weally,
Gay, I must decline to wegard you as a fwiend if you persist
in this widiculous nonsense. I am dwessed wathah particu-
larly in ordah to meet my patah at the station. Pway be
weasonable and allow us to pass!” .

Gordon Gay chuckled. : o

~Now don's be silly, Gussy!’ he said cheerfully; *We’ve
been waiting here for- a tremendous time: for some of you
St. Jim’s ‘asses to turn up. And now, when yow've kindly
obliged us, you calmly ask us to'let you pass! ¥Yom don’t
suppose we're going-to' do’it, do you?”’ P

. “PBai Jove! -~ What, are -you going to do, you uttah
wuffian” - ST : y

“Qh, you'll see, Gussy !’ - .

And the other Grammarians. grinned—Iloudly. .

“Look here!” said Jack Blake aggressively. “If you try
any tricks on us, you Grammar eads, we’ll slaughter you. I
don’t say we shall do. it now, because we’re out-matched,
but there’ll come a time!’ he added darkly. - :

“You're perfectg‘welcome to try any of your silly little
japes against us,” 8%

1d Frank Monk genially. ‘“For the time
being we're going to teach you youngsters a lesson. You
seem to have got the idea in your nappers that St. Jim’s is
top dog. Well, that’s absurd! We’re going to jape you—
particularly Gussy ! = . :

“Bai Jovel You—you
Augustus. :

“Now, no more nonsense!” said Gay briskly. “Jump
down t” Ce

“1 uttahly wefuse!” 3

“ Bette® humour ’em,” muttered Blake, inwardly fuming.
“We're outnumbered, so we'd better eat humble pie, But,
by gum, they’ll pay for it afterwards!” n

“Yaas, wathah!” - '

Arthur Augustus steppéd down into the roadway and glared
at Gordon. Gay through his monocle. . :

“If I had you alone, you boundah, I'd thwash you!” he
said hotly. - :

“You don’t say so, Gussy!” grinned Gordon Gay. *“Well,
the other chaps won’t inteérfere—you can' start” right away
if you like!”

“T uttahly wefuse! I am dwessed to meet my patah—"?

“That’s all right; we’ll dress you some more ! said Carboy
generously. ‘“We're always obliging, Gussy. = You look
pretty gorgeous now, but by the time we’ve done.with you,
you won’t know yoursel from a circus poster!” -

Arthur Augustus dropped his monocle from his eye to the
end of its silken cord. & 7

“Do you mean ‘to suggest, you howwid wottahs, that you're
goin’ to do somethin’ to altah my appeawance?” he asked

excitedly. . :
¥ “We)l‘,.l should say so.

scoundwels!”  gasped . "Arthur

“Ha, ha!” grinned Gordon Gay.
Leénd a hand, Carboy!” g

Arthur Augustus was Srmly grasped by Gordon Gay and
Carboy. Blake and Digby were securely held. For .a few
wild moments they thought of making a desperate attempt
to escape. But second Sxoughts are always the. wisest, and
they realised that by making any such attempt théy would
only be subjected to sundry black eyes; swollen. noges, and
thick ears.” So they contented: themselves by remaining pas-
sive and breathing dreadful vengeance under. their hreath.
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Arthur Auvgustus D’Arcy was the centre of attraction. " He
really ought not to have blamed the Grammarians for singling
him out for special attention. His very appearance  Was.
simply irresistible. Gordon Gay & Co., once they saw' him,
felt a unanimous desire to rag him bald-headed. D’Arcy
was always given special consideration in the way of rags;
but fo-day he seemed sitaply begging to be ragged. s

“We'll make you look really beautiful, Gussy 1’ chuckled
Gordon Gay. Do

He produced something from his pocket, which turned out
to _be a emall paint-box, with various gaudy water-colohr
paints within. He grinped chgerfully, and he. and Car_l)}?
deftly secured D’Arcy’s hands behind his back with a haid-
kerchief. Then the swell’s ankles were tied. «
_“‘Get some_water, Carboy,”’ said Gay briskly. “Plenty in
the ditch. It's not very clean, and there might be:soiite
wiggley-woggley insects in it; but Gussy won’t mind.” )

Arthur Augustus fairly choked.

*You—you fwightful wuffians !’ he gasped. et

“Not at all, Gussy,” replied Gay. *“We're doing you.a
good turm; if you only knew it. We're going to improve
your appearance.” o @

And, in spite of D’Arcy’s wild protestations, the improyve-
ments were carried out. Securely bound, he could offer ‘ro
resistance. Gordon Gay got to werk with the paints, and in
a very few minutes D* Arcy’s face bore a striking resemblétice
to a tropical sunset, only it was not quite eo artistic. It was
simply a mass of green, yellow, red, blue, and purple colours.
By way of adding to the effect, Gordon Gay painted red and
blue_stripes round Gussy’s immaculate collar. This, if any-
thing, was the worst insult of all. When D’Arcy saw his
spotless collar being treated in that manner, he was sq*full
of indignation that speech simply failed him. ¥

‘I think youw’ll do, kid,” grinned Gordon Gay. *‘What do
you_think, yﬁu ‘c)haps".’1 . =R . :

. a a 23 N

~ “You ought to feel jolly grateful to us, Gussy!”
Gordon Gay. “Just think of the attention yow'll attract!
Why, you'll be the talk of Rylcombe, and that's somethitig
to bé proud of 1 o Fallis
“Ha, ha, hatl? - i et i
“You—you—— Bai Jove, T am too fuwious to expwess
myself 1”7 ghrieked Arthur Augustus., I uttahly wefuse:to
be tweated in this wotten mannah?! I considah that you're
a sct of howlin’ wottahs ! ’ bl
*Very nice of you, Gussy!” said Carboy. *And ag for
your refusing to be treated like this—well, eince your lords
ship has spoken, we must desist—ch, you chaps?™ . o
Gordon Gay chuckled. . =
“Oh, we'll desist all right. We've finished with Gussy
now, so desisting is the only thing left for us to do. First of
all, though, we’re going to be Eind enough, Gussy, to,;):'zph
you back in the trap. We're also going to be kind endigh
to set the horse trotting down the road. It’s a good horée—
I've -driven him myself, so I know. Given his head, héll
trot right through Rylcombe, no matter how much you ;éﬂ
to him to stop. And you'll cause quite a lot of interest.*™
Arthur Augustus was horrified. ’ e
“‘Do you mean to say, Gay, you wascal, that you're gaiy
to send me to Wylcombe in this feahful state?” e
‘“That’s .the idea, Gussy.” L
And, without further ado, Arthur Augustus was forced Info
the frap. Once there, his hands were secured more firnily
than eyer; and his ankles tightened. It was quite impossible
for him to jump down without riskigg serious injury,-an
the Grammarians knew that Arthur 'ngus’tus would not.do
anything so mad as that.
“Gee up, my pippin!”’ chirruped Gordon Gay, as he gaye
the horse a sharp smack. It started forward with a ferk, and
then settled down into a steady trdt. T
“ Ha, ha, ha!?
The Grammarians simply wept with laughter. And even
Blake and Dighy chuckled at the recollection of their unfor«
funate chum’s ridiculous appearance. =~ Meanwhile, Arthur
Augustus sat helpless and fuming .in the trap, a laughing-
stock for everybody, as the horse jogged complacently along

b3}

the lane towards Rylcombe,

P

CHAPTER 3.
‘At the Risk of His Life. )

«“ H, ewambs! The wottahs! The wuffians! The

' howwid scoundwels !”

Thus Arthur Augustus D’Arey.

He was furious, and little wonder. That eyeén«

. ing he was dressed ‘‘up to the nines,” as Blake

expressed it, and it was simply awful to be subjected ta thus
humiliating jape. - =~
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“once Arthur Augustus was nearly flung out.

Every. Wednesday.

“Btop !” yelled Arthur Augustus bo the horse, “Stop, you
wotten beast !” : .

.~ The horse twitched his ears, however, and quickened his
page g trifle. Perhaps he was incensed at being insulted- thus,
A’n;h,ow, the animal made no attempt to stop. .

- %*Whoa, you howwid beast—whoa!”

“Augustus frantically,

But the horse evidently had decided objections to * whoa-
dng.’ Gordon Gay had been quite correct in stating that he
wouldn’t stop once it had his head. Arthur Augustus
uttered an exclamation as he beheld Kangaroo and Bernard
Glyn of the Shell comirg up the lane. The two juniors
stopped in astonishment at the side of the road as they beheld

_the startling apparition approaching them.

“Great pip!” gasped Kangarco, “‘What is it?” .
“Ligoks like the missing link, ot a Red Indian in a fit!”
g

chiuckled Bernard Glyn.
Arthur  Augustus  excitedly.

“Wescue !”  shrieked
“Wescue, deah boys! Pway stop this wotten horse, and
¢0Oh, this is killing !

welease me fwom these wotten bonds !”

“*(Fussy, by gum {” roared Kangaroo.
chl(ln; old Gussy! -He looks as if he's been through the
mill 1”

“*More likely through a giddy printing-machine!” grinned
‘Glyn. ““Ha, ha, ha!” - . )

‘,‘Wc;lease me }”” roared Arthur Augustus. ‘“Pway stop the
twap!”

‘u s h&, ha!” i s

The two Shell fellows collapsed backwards against the
hedge and doubled themselves up like pocket-knives. They
simply roared. And before they had recovered from their
merriment the trap swept past, with D’Arcy overcome by
wrath and indignation. ’

‘“The awful wottahs!” gasped Arthur Augustus faintly.
% They nevah attempted to help me! Bai Jove, what a pair
of uttah outsidahs !”

He gave up all hope then. There was nothing for it, he
told himself resignedly. He must go right through the
.village, and would be a laughing-stock for every urchin and
overy yokel. ~ The position was terribly humiliating, and
Arthur Augustus breathed vengeance upon Gordon Gay &
Co. for their jape. '

The horse was a quiet one, and there was no traffic in the
laie. Gordon Gay had reckoned that the trap would jog
triumphantly through Rylcombe, and then be stopped by
some thoughtful persoff. "As to danger, the Grammar School
fellows never gave such a thing a thought.

They were not to be blamed for what happened, startling
though it was. It was so unexpected, so totally amazing,
that Arthur Augustus himself didn't realise what the peril
agtually was. ?

-~ “The trap was sailing along smoothly. Just ahead was a

bend in the road, and at the corner a gate stood wide open,-

légding into a meadow, .

s %’Arcy neared the bend, he caught sight of a man
Dbehind a hedge just in front. The fellow had a gun, and he
‘¢vidently did not hear the, trap approachiﬁ. His gun was a
heavy double-barrelled one, and he placed this abruptly to
hie shoulder and fired both barrels in quick succession—ap-
parently at a flock of birds.- .

Bang! Bang!

Two shots roared out like miniature cannon at the precise
moment that the horse was passing. The man was only just
on the other side of the hedge, and very close.

.- “Goodness gwacious!” -gasped Arthur Augustus, greatly
startled.

' The next second he had more cause to be startled than
over. The horse was not prepared for such a cannonade at
such an unexpected moment, and he reared up, with a neigh
‘of frightened terror.. Then, with the bit between his teeth,
he dashed forward at a mad gallop.

“Bai Jove!” panted Arthur Augustus.
beagt! Whoa! Gweat Scott!” .

There was absolutely no means of pulling the horse in, for
D’Arcy had not the reins, )

Arthur Augustus was jolted about helplessly.
~ “Keep to the woad, you wetched beast!” roared Arthur
Augustus. ““Oh, cwumbs !”

For the horse, maddened by its own terror, was' making
straight for the open gateway leading into the meadow.
D’Arcy could do nothing, Bound hand and foot, he simply
had to sit in the seat and cling there as best he could.

By a miracle the trap passed between the gate-posts with-
out colliding with either. Then it went careering across the
meadow, swaying from side to side violently, More than
But he
mangged t0 remain in the trap, and after a few moments ho
regained his head. D’Arcy, although the swell of St. Jim's,

“Stop, you uttah

‘and an extremely elegant youth withall, was. possessed of any

amount of pluck, and he could generally be relied upon to
acquit himself well in a real emergency.
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‘accidents there, some fatal.
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But what could he do in such a case as this?

. ~Nothing, except wait for tho horse-to tire. - And this is just
what the horge did not seem likely to do. On the contrary,
he was-as_fresh as paint, and seemed game to dash on for
some considerable time. Sooner or later it was practically
certain that Arthur Augustus would be hurled violently
from the trap. :

‘“Oh, what a wotten nuizance !” murmured Arthur Augustus
helplessly. “ Bai Jove, I shall have a word to say—sevewal
words, in fact—to that fwabjous idiot who fiahed off the gun
within a couple of blessed inches of this twap. Whoa, you
beggah! Gweat Scott, I shall comoe a feahful cwoppah when

" I’'m pitched out !”

Bump! Jolt! Bump'

The trap raced on, the horse simply tearing across the grass.

Suddenlg' D’Arcy started, . :

“The wivah!" he gasped. “Bai Jove, the wivah!”

Arthur Augustus turned pale.

The river!

It was dead in front of the rushing, maddened animal!
What would happen if the horse dashed in? D’Arcy was
bound, helpless! And at this point, the unfortunate junior
knew, the Ryll was deep and treacherous—the spot was, in
fact, the most dangerous for miles, There had been many

““Goodness gwacious !”” panted D’Arey, & Stop, you bwute !
Stqo"}),!"

e horse didn't obey, but rushed straight on.
‘Oh, if T onlay had ti:e weins !”” muttered Arthur Augustug,

“Then I might possibly dwaw the wotten animal wouny
Stop, you fwightful beast!”

Bump! Bump!

On.went. the trap, -“p -

“I supposé I had bettah jump for it!" exclaimed Arthur

Augustus. “If I get pitched into the wotten wivah I shall
have no chance at all, bai Jove! With these howwid wopes
wound my w’ists and ankles I'm uttahly helpless—like &
beastly sack of beastly potafoes! I should sink-without warn-
in’.  And there’s nobody about to come to the wescue! Oh,
deah, what a howwiple posish !’

Yes, there was nothing else for it. He would have to jump
for it, and change his luck, But the swell of St. Jim's was
too long in making up his mind. The frightened horse was
already within ten yards of the river's bank.

Apparently the animal was too maddened to notice it, for he
dashed straight on. . Arthur Augustus stood in readiness to
make a désperate leap; even a broken limb was better than
being drowned like a mongrel in a sack !

For D’Arcy had no delusions on that point. The river was
deep, and he was helpless, If-he once plunged in he would
bo.doomed. b o .

He gathered himself to jump.

And then the horse saw, for the first time, the glistening
water right ahead! Tustantly the animal swerved—swerved
abruptly, violently. Yt was simply too much for the trap.
The horse’s front feet were within a yard of the river’s bank
when it swerved, and the trap, swinging round with terrific
force, overturned with a crash,

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was hmrled into the air like a
stone from a catapault.

Up he went, in a curving half-circle, right into the stream
Ho flopped into-the water with a terrific splash, fully ten fee
from the bank. . .

The accident was so sudden, so abrupt, that it was over in®
less than five seconds, D’Arcy could not have been flung into
the strcam more neatly had he been in the grasp of half a
gozen men. He simply plunged in, unhurt, but in terrible

anger.

The hoise, newly frightened by the startling crash, tore
away at a tangent, brcaiing completely free from the broken
shafts of the trap. .

“Help!"™ roared Arthur Augustus, coming to the surface.
**Wescue {” .

He struggled desperately, trying -to free himself, but the
water was a terrible handicap to these efforts, and he sank
below the surface once more. -

“Bai Jove, I shall dwown!” gasped D’Arcy, horrified.
“There’s nobody within heawin’ distance !”

He looked round despairingly. He was almost too flustered
to realise the awful nasure of his peril. He was in deep water,
and might be caught any moment by a treacherous current.

Bound hand and foot, what could he do?

He was a good swimmer, but swimming was impossible in
the circumstances. ) -

i “ I—'I,e’lp!”- shouted Arthur Augustus frantically. “Oh,

elp! 5 .

““Say, keep still, young 'un!” roared a strange voice.
“Guess T'll be right there good an’ slick 1”

D’Arcy’s heart {eapt
. “Wescue |” he- shouted, looking round with renewed hope.
¢ Pway be quick, deah boy! My hands and feeb are tied up,
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and T can’t swim a wotten stivoke! My clobbah is utiahly
wuined !”

Fven at such a terribly anxious moment Arthur Augustus
could not help putting in a word about the destruction of his
stylish clothes. ~The surface current had carried him into mid-
stream, -and he looked eagerly at the opposite bank. He saw
a smallish man rapidly divesting himself of his coat and boots.

_D’Arcy breathed a sigh of relief—a rather watery, gurgly
sigh, it 1s true. |

But, even with rescue in sight, Arthur Augustus was capable
of a noble sense of self-sacrifice. The river was treacherous
here, and this stranger might not be aware of that. There
would be no sense in throwing away his life in an effort to
gave another,

“Pway. be -careful!” called D’Arcy anxiously, as he en-
deavoured to keep upon his back. ‘“‘The wivah is howwidly
dangewous: If you can’t swilm vewy well you had bettah not
twy to lug me out!”. - - - '

“ Gee-whiz !’ roared the stranger. “You're a plucked 'un'!
Guess I can’t swim a whole heap, but I ain’t going to stand
here and see wou snuff it!”

And he took a running jump from the river-bank.

Splash ) !

In he went, and struck out with slow, powerful sirokes for
Arthur Augustus. The current was strong, but he battled
against it doggedly. - And gradually he drew nearer and nearer
to the anxious junior.

At last! The stranger grasped D’ Arcy’s coat-collar,

“Don’t struggle, my boy ! he panted.

¢“Bai Jove,

“Wathah not!” gasped Arthur Augustus.
you're a bwick!” ’

“We shall both be bricks if we’re not carcful ! said the
stranger grimly. “ And T guess bricks have a darned uncom-
fortable habit of sinking to the bottom !”

‘Then the battle began.

It was slow, hard work—a battle for two lives.

1D’ Arcy’s rescuer struck out for the bank, holding the bound
ad well above the water. Alone, the stranger could
have got back- easily. But he stuck to histask like a herg, and
gradually, fighting hard against the current all the way, he
drew closer to the welcome bank. )

“Guess we’ll do it, boy!” he gasped.

“It’s ‘wotten !’ exclaimed D’Arcy. “I wish T could helpl
Take it easy, sir!” - . -

This was all very well as advice, but if the stranger had
“taken it easy,” they would both have been swept back into
mid-stream. The rescue was only effected by sheer, slogging,
hard swimming. It was a fight for life!

And doggedness won the day !

Almost exhausted, the stranger at last felt the soft river-bed
beneath his feet.  He gasped out a sigh of relief, and
staggered forward, dragging Arthur Augustus with him. A
minute later both were upon the bank, soaking, utterly spent
~but alive and safe }

——

CHAPTER 14,
An Astounding Proposition,

(3 EEL better?” .
. *“Yaas, wathah, sir!” exclaimed Arthur Augus-
1 tus. “Bai Jove, you're a splendid chap !

The stranger smiled.

¥Say, don’t mention that again,” he said.
#(uess I'm learning it by heart! It was a pretty stiff job,
hut we're both 0.K., =o there’s no call to yell about it. Let’s
drop the subject for something else !” :

Ten minutes had now passed, and-Arthur Augustus and the
stranger were both fecling pretty fit again. Neither had
swallowed much water, and the exhausting effects of the fight
against the current had worn off. I)’Arcy was overwhelmed
with gratitude.

“You saved my life, sir I'" he said quictly. ‘I should have
been dwown 7

“Gosh! Cut all that out!” roared the other, ¢ Mz name’s
Mr. Jonathan Poppe, of New York, United States of
Amurrica. What’s yours1”

** Arthur Augustus D’Arcy——"

‘““Say, that’s some name,-young ’un !”

“ Well, it is wathah a mouthful,” admitted D’ Arcy. “I'm at
the big school up the woad—St. Jim’s, In the Fourth Form,
you know.,”

Mr. Popl;:e looked hard at the elegant junior.

*“ And what in the name of all that’s mysterious is the mean-
ing of it all?”’ he demanded. “How the blazes did you get
roped up and flung into the river? Looks like -a case of
deliberate murder !”

Arthur Augustus grinned.

‘1t was an accident, sir,” he replied.
T’ll explain.” . )
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AT you care to heah,
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“ Fire right ahcad,” s

And D’Arcy did so. Mr, Poppe listened attentively. When
‘Arthur Augustus had finished, the stranger nodded, = - &

“T reckon that ga.loot behind the hedge ought to be rope(f!"-
he commented. Say, he might have been the cause of your
death! 1 don’t blame those schoolboys. I guess they were
only larking. But that fool who loosed off his gun right
alongside a hoss—waal, there ain’t words strong enough for
the critter !” . By

“Yaas, it was a wotten thing to do, sir,” said ArtRur
Augustus. ‘“Bai Jove, I shall nevah forget my feelin’s ag I
bumped along in the-twap! I was in a howwid pwedicament,
bound up and helplessi”

“You were, sure.” B

“When I saw the wivah wight ahead, T wealised that the
best thing was to jump out and wisk gettin’ a bwoken leg,
But the wotten horse was_goin’ too quickly, and before! Xk
could say ¢ Jack Wobinson’ or any othah name, I was flung
into the watah like a stone fwom 2 catapult! Gweat Scott!
1 thought my last minute had awwived!” "la

“TLucky for you, young ’un, that I was around,” said Mry
Poppe. .

Arthur Augustus looked serious, - o
- %1 owe you my life, sir,” be said quietly. ¥ Yaas; TR
wepeat it again and again! You jumped into the wivalxat
vewy gweat wisk and wescued me. . The cuwwent just héah
is simply feahful; it’s a wondah we're both elive. You're
a hewo, sir! You wisked your life to save mine, and T'm
gwateful t”? . ’

““Waal, there’s one thing you can do—*

“What is it, sir?”’ asked D’Arey eagerly. “T'll do anys
thin’!  Nothin’ will be too much twouble. I’ll do anythin*
vou like to ask, sir—honah bwight!” i

*Then say no more of the little service I performed.” 2

_*Oh, weally, sir,” exclaimed Arthur Augustus, “I didn’t
mean that! I want to wepay you for savin’ my life. 3If

23

‘theah is anythin’ within my poyer to perform, Pl do it iil-

lin’ly. You saved my life—" 3
“Snakes!”  groaned Mr. Poppe. “I wish you'd frdéze
He remained silent for a few minutes, Arthur Augusfus

watching him anxiously. The junior was ' extreniely

desirous of showing his gratitude in some concrete fogm.

Mere words were not enough. Mr, Poppe had saved him

from certain death, and he wanted to repay the debt.
Suddenly Mr. Poppe started, and looked at D’Arcy with

great intentness. o
“Gee whiz!” he murmured, half aloud.
¢ Anythin’ the mattah, sir?” ‘i
“Say, wait a moment, young "un!’ exclaimed the strange®

quickly ; and he continued to look at his young companiod

with a curious persistence.

He was apparently deep in thought.
lenger, e smiled broadly and chuckled.
“ Guess Pve hit it 1" he murmured.
the trick real proper!” : e

“Hit what, sir?” asked D'Arey, puzzled. *1I fail to conxe

pwehend 1 e
Mr. Poppe turned to Arthur Augustus. N
“Right now,” he said quietly, “you offered to do anything

1 chose to ask of you. You said that nothing would z)e too

much trouble. Is that offer still open?” )
“Yaas, wathah!” _ :
“Very well, m going to startle you, my lad,” said -Mr,

Poppe.  “I want you to do me & very great service, and

vou ain't to ask guestions. You say that I saved your life.

Waal, if you're anxious to do me a good turn back, here’s

After a few moments

“Gosh, it ought tg’dé

_Your opportunity !’

“T1l do anythin’ within mpy powah, sir!”

“ Good enough,” said Mr. Poppe. “Listen!”

He took from the pocket of his coat a fat leather wallet,
He held this in his hand while he looked at D’Arcy. Mr.
Poppe was a small man, with a keen, clean-shaven face. ~His
eyes were penetrating, and there was a twinkle in them at
the present moment. .

“This is what I want you to de,” he said quietly. “In
this wallet is exactly two hundred pounds in banknotes, and
1 guess it’s real good, top-niotch currency. To-day is Monday.
Waal, I want you to spend the whole of this two hundred
pounds by Wednesday evening. = You can spend it how you
like, and ‘on what you like, but the whole darned lot has gob
to go by the day after to-morrow—Wednesday !” s

Mr. Poppe made this astounding proposition in a calm, eyen
voice, as though he had been asking D’Arcy to run an errand
for him. .

The swell of St. Jim’s stared at the American in blank
amazement. > otk Fo S

“Gweat Scott!” he ejaculated at last.  “ Weally, sir, is this
a joke?” ]

Mr. Poppe shook his head.
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% "Wally leapt from the bicycle.while it was still going at full speed, and the big traction sngine thundered
- relentlessly over his brother’s magnificent machine.

(See Chapter 6.y

¥ guess 'm real serious,” he replied. “Say, don’t look
like a dying fish! - Get hold of the wheeze, - It’s surely

.+ But—but——- Bai Jove,  you -have- madb me quite in a

- fiittah |7

“Yep, I calculated you'd be surprised some,” smiled Mr.
Poppe.  “But, see here, l;:our chums will be along presently,
and that won’t suit my scheme. Take this money !”
""Arthur Augustus breathed hard.

“Weally, sir, it’s imposs,” he declared, -
take—"" .

#1 cannot

un?
< %Yaas; but—"

-¢I guess there ain’t any ‘buts’ connected with this lay.
offered to
serve me, and Pm going to make use of you. Tl repeat my
instructions. - Take this two hundred pounds, and spend 1t
all by Wednesday evening—every cent. I guess it’ll be easy
‘ejnoy’gh. There are one or two things you’ve got to promise

" “VYaas!” gasped D’Arcy, who was feeling’ faint.
_"“First, you've got to spend all the money—savvy? You
mustn’t lend a single cent to anybody, and you mustn’t give
- 1t’s all got to be laid out in hard cash to
the tradespeople locally—in Rylcombe and in Wayland. And
‘you must keep the whole thing secret. Not a soul must
know how you got the money, or how much you've got.
Do you promise?” . _ . e z

“Bai Jove! Weally, I-1—

Do you promise?” . :

% Yaas, of course,” gasped Arthur Augustus. “You know
vewy well, sir, that T'll do anythin’ to serve you. But,
weally, spendin’ two hundwed quid in two days is wathah
thick, you know. I want to help you—"

— “I guess you'll be helping me a whole heap,” interrupted
Mer. Poppe, handing over the wallet to his amazed companion.
# Mebbe you’ll think I'm several kinds of a lunatic, but that’s

 NEXT
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t D,idn‘t you offer to do anything within your power, young -

\
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wrong. Yve got a thundering good object in asking you to
do this, There’s the two hundred pounds, Do you agrce
to spend it all bg Wednesday evening?”

“Yaas, wathah; but—"

“Then shake on it!”

And ‘Mr. Poppe extended his hand briskly. Arthur
Augustus took it, and the two solemnly shook hands on the
amazing compact. The stranger didn’t wait another
minute.

“Guess I'm on the right road for a heap big eold!” he
exelaimed. * “ And it wouldn’t do you any’ harm to get your
clothes changed. Waal, sonny, I'll be off. I guess I'll sce
you again!”

And Mr. Jonathan Poppe strode off.  In a {few moments he
had disappeared among a clump of trees.

D

CHAPTER 5.
Filthy Luere,

1] Y onlay toppah!” o
M Arthur Augustus simply gasped out these

words.
“Weally, 'm all in a fluttah!” he murmured
breathlessly. “I certainly wegard Mr. Poppe
as a tame lunatic! - He’s a wippin’ chap—a hewo, in fact—
but there’s po question about the fact that he’s completely off
his wockah!” -

T'wo hundred pounds! What sane object could any man
have in giving such a big sum to a schoolboy to spend in any
way he -pleased? The whole thing seemed utterly
ridiculousl .

Yet Mr. Poppe had handed over the money.

“Bai Jove, why didn’t I think of it before?” ejaculated
Arthur’ Augustus suddenly.  “I suppose Mr. Poppe was
pullin® my giddy leg! I don’t suppose there are any bank-
notes in this wallet at all; it was simply a wotten joke!”
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D’Arcy opened the wallet hastily, and produced from it a-

wad of crisy banknotes—one hundred vounds in fivers, and
another hwdred in tenners. Arthur Augustus simply
gasped at them. For a second he had the suspicion tﬁat
they were counterfeit, but a close inspection soon dispelled
that idea.

The swell of St. Jim’s had had some experience with bank-
notes, and he knew immediately that these in his hand were
the genuine thing. ‘

“Two hundwed quids!” he®gasped. “And I've got to
spend it all by Wednesday evenin’! T iustn’t lend any or
give any away, and I mustn’t tell the chaps anythin’ about it !
Gweat Scott, what an amazin’ sitnation!. I wathah think I
must be dweamin’ 1 ,

He put the banknotes back in the wallet, and stowed it
away in a damp inner pocket. Then, for the first time, he
realised that he was cold and wet, and as he gasped about him
he heard sundry shouts, and saw Blake and Digby and
Gordon Gey & Co. rushing across the meadow towards him.

“Bai Jove, I quite forget!” he murmured. “I expect
they’ll _wondah what has happened. 1 shall tell them all
about Mr. Poppe and the two hundwed , ewumbs!
I pwomised not to say a word! I'm in wathah a difficult

, posish!”

But he managed to pull himself together by the time the
erowd of juniors rushed up. i .

“ Are you hurt, Gussy?”’ bawled Blake anxiously.

*No, deah boy,” replied Arthur Augustus, “I'm as wight
as wain{”’ ’ .

Blake and the others rushed up, and surrounded D’Arcy
like a swarm of angry bees. i -

“What a relief!” gasped Blake thankfully. “And we
thought @ were ‘lying wallowing in your own gore,
Gussy ! ]

“Pway do not be so disgustin’, Blake!*’

“Well, you see, Gussy, we were anxious!” exclaimed
Gordon Gay. “We saw the horse galloping away on his
own, and we thought there must be a frightful ‘accident.
What the dickens happened? You're wet through!®

“Soaking !’ added Digby. '

“Well, itswould be .wathah wemarkable if I fell in the
wivah without gettin’ wet thwough. Fortunately, the'watah
washed all the wotten paint fwom my face, or Mr. Poppe
wvould have weceived a fwight— I—I mean—"

Arthur Augustus paused hastily, but the other juniors were
so excited and relieved that they didn’t notice anything
curious in D’Arcy’s behaviour.

“But how did you get

into the river, Gussy{” asked

Blake.

Arthur Augustus explained briefly.

“I was neahly dwownin’, when a stwangah appeahed and
fished mé out,” he concluded. *It was a wippin’ wescue,
deah boys. The chap was afwaid of gettin’ a cold, so he
eleahed off. It was wathah unfortunate, as I should have
liked to have intwoduced the gentleman. But it was all your
fault, you wotten Gwammah cads, for tyin’ me up}’ )

Gordon Gay looked penitent.

“We’re awfully sorry, old man. We didn’t mean to land
you into anything like this, you know We’ve been looking
or you for a quarter of an hour past, and thought something
awful had happened to you I hope you'll accept our
apologies,”

“Since you put it that way, Gay, I have nothin’ to say,”
replied Arthur Augustus graciously. ‘‘We will ovahlook the
mattah.” . . .

“But what about the trap?”’ asked Blake practically.
“The shafts are broken, and .a lot of paint is scratched off.
The owner will be in a frightful stew. Who's going to pay
the damage?” g

“Q0h, that will be all wight!” began D’Arcy.

“Hold on!” interrupted Frank Monk. *“We were respon-
sible for the accident, in a way, and it’s up to us to put
thillgs right.”

Of course;” said Carboy promptly. “That’s only fair!”

The Grammarians were all in agreement. They had been
the original cause of the accident, and it was therefore up to
them to foot the bill. Having satisfied themselves that
Arthur Augustus was quite unhurt, they marched off in a
body to interview the owner of the trap.

IAri:hur Augustus and Blake and Digby weére left to them-
selves. ‘ ) ]

“Jolly lucky somebody was handy,” said Dig thankfully.
“You might have been drowned, Gussy! Who was the
ioker?” )

“Some stwangah,” replied D’Arcy vaguely. ‘' He cleahed
off, you know.”

“ And that’s what we’re going to do,” said Blake briskly.
“You'll catch a frightful cold, Gussy, if you don’t change
vour clothes! There’s only twenty-five minutes before your
pater’s train comes in!”

TrE Ge® LiBrarv.~Ne. 429.

said D’Arcy.

_ D’Arcy, thrusting a thick bundle into the

us. “I can'd

“Gweat Scoti!” ejaculatea Arthvr Au 4
i I bave an ideah;

meet my patah in this fwightful state!

~ The tailah in Wylcombe has a new suit on ordah for me.

Pewwap# it has awwived.
sewene !” ;

‘“Well, let’s buck up and see }” S e
Blake & Co. marched off briskly. But they need not have
been so anxious. The ovening was warm, and Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy was not a delicate youth. P

By the time they arrived at the tailor’s shop in the village,
D’Arcy was, almost dry. He certainly looked rather: dis-
hevelled, for his clothes wer all creased and out of shape,
and his collar was dirty and like a ' limp rag. )

“I twust nobody saw me, deah boys,”” he said anxiously, as
they entered the shop. :

“Can’t help it if they did,”, said Blake bluntly, ‘“You
don’t look any more of a fright now than usual, so it doesn’t
matter !” & : =

‘“Weally, Blake——* . . i

“Ah, good-evening, Master D’Arcy.!” said the tailor,
breaking in and stopping further argument. “That suit is
ready for you. It arrived from your London house: this
morning.” . -

“Wipin’ !I” said Arthur Augustus. “I’ll put it on no,
if T can have the loan of your fittin’-woom for a little while.
Blake, deah boy, I want you to go out and buy me a new
shirt, a new collah, new boots, new socks, new toppah——"

“ Anything else?” asked Blake wonderingly, ‘‘Any other
articles besides all these 1%

‘“Yaas, one or two. I fust have a new wig-out,you know,”
“THl just wite down a Mst of my wequiah-
ments, and then you an’ Dig can wun along to the outfittah’s
and purchase them. Heah 1s a fivah!” ) .

Arthur Augustus managed to get one of the banknotes aiit
of the wallet without showing the whole wad to his chums.
They stared at the fiver. k:

““1 thought you were rather hard up, Gussy?” said Dig.
“This afternoon you only had a quid and some small silver.

‘“Yaas, I—I—"" hesitated Arthur Augustus. ‘ Weally,
Dig, theah is no time to explain!” ! .

“Gusey’s right !”” said Blake. “Let’s buzz off and get the
ass his precious finery |” o

And Blake and Digby hurried out. They returned yéry
shortly;, with a big parcel, and then Arthur Augustus pro-
ceeded to dress. ‘The shirt, collar, ete., from the village were
not quite *‘the thing,” but could be made to serve. Netw
articles, although not in the West End ‘style, were better
than D’Arecy’s wet and soiled clothing. The new Eton suit,
however, was perfect. Tt

Arthur Augustus beamed.

“That’s vewy good!” he said.
wight % 3

“Of course you are, ass!” roared Blake impatiently.
‘““Come on!” e

““Wait a moment. My clobbah—niy wet clobbah—*

“Well, what about it?” demanded Digby. -

D’Arcy was near the shop door, and he smiled as he saw
a ragged youth coming wearily down the village street. He
had a bundle upon his back, and looked dusty and tired.
Arthur Augustus opened the shop door and beckoned ‘to him.

*“Want me, guv'nor?” inquired the youth tespectfully'.

‘“Waas, wathah! You look pretty hard m ’

“1 am that, sir!” said thé boy eagerly., ‘‘’Ad bad luck
t?-day. Ain’t earned a copper, an’ I'm blowed if I know ‘ow
'm goin’ to git a night’s doss—"

*“‘Pewwaps you can sell this clobbah for somethin’,” said
youth’s hands,

If so, evewythin/ will beﬁ’all

“You weally think T am aﬁ

“It’s only soiled with a little watah 1”

“You ass!” whispered Blake. * That suit will be as good
as new once it’s pressed. If you want to do a good turn, give
the kid a bob—"

“Pway do not intewwupt, Blake,” said Arthur Augustus
severely. ‘“‘Heah you are, deah boy,” he added to the eager
wayfarer. “There’s a whole suit, and sundway othah things.
Don’t stop to thank me, I'm in a huwway !”

D‘Agd D’Arcy walked down the street with Blake and
igby. : .
Suddenly Blake came to an abrupt standstill, and stared

at Arthur Augustus.. =

“(reat Scott P’ he ejaculated, in a startled voice.

“Whatevah’s the mattah, Blake?”

““You—you thumping idiot—"

“ Weally—" :

“You thundering ass, Gussy!” roared Blake.. *What
about the money in the pockets of that suit? You put the

change out of the fiver into these clothes, I know; but what

about that loose cash you had?”~ ’
“Bai Jove !” .
“How much was there, Gusay ?”’ asked Digby.
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¢ Half-a-quid in gold, and a few shillings in silver,” replied
’Arcy complacenhﬁ._ “Howevah, the mattah is of no conse-
‘qlience. The poor beggah will get a pleasant surpwise when
he'finds the tin!” .
5y Arcy was not worried about the loss of the few shillings
e Had had in his other clothes. He had promised Mr. Poppe
to give none of the two hundred pounds away, but there was
nothing to restrict him from doing what he liked with his
own cash. : : ’
3“Blake and Digby simply gasped. . -
_“You can’t let that tramp chap clear off with the tinl”
exelaimed Blake excitedly. ’

¢ Pway don’t be absurd, Blake. I've got oceans more!”
*3“Fhen you must be swimming in filthy lucre, Gussy !” said
Dig humorously. . .
“+Yaas, wathah! I've got simply heaps—— I mean—-
There is no need whatevah for us to go into financial mattahs
at the moment, Digbay !” said Arthur Augustus hastily. “I
am“wathah anxious about my patah!”

“Mad!” said ‘Blake “significantly, touching his forehead.
“He's always been a bit touched, but when it comes to giving
awhy new suits, with half-quids in the pocket-—well, it’s time
& doctor was called in!” - : ’

"% You uttah ass!”
_“My hat! The train’s in!” said Digby suddenly. *Come
oh, 'ye ¢ripples!” o
* “The train had stopped, and the three juniors hurried to the
station at top speedx.) C
But when they arrived there, they found, to their surprise,
that Lord Eastwood had not come. : S
“Bai Jove, the governah hasn’t awwived !”
M Well, that’s fairly evideat, Gussy,” said

: | Blake. “If you
a8l me, I think it’s playing it rather low down. Your pater
weites to say he’s coming by this-train, and we put ourselves
out to a terrific extent to honour Lirr with our presence.
And yet, when the train comes in, nobedy stepped off but a
gi% labourer !” T

“You fwabjous ass!” exclaimed D’Arcy indignantly.
#Pway wefwamn fwom makin such pwepostewous wemarks.
Evidently my patah has been delayed and will awwiye by the
nexb twain.” . # g Ft W

Digby grunted. :
% Well, he can jolly well walk up to 8t. Jim's alone!” he
said grufly. ““I’m not going to be brought down here on a
My hat, we’ve had some excite-
tent this journey!  First we're collared by Grammarians,
fnc}‘ t'h”en Gussy tries to drown himself, which was jolly
ncky 17, . \
4+ Weally, Digbay—" ; :
i1 Lucky for us, I mean,” went on Dig. “We heard the
fearful crash, and all the rest of it, and knew that some-
thing had happened. Gordon Gsay & Co. were just about to
eonvert Blake and me into Sioux Indians, and jour smash-
up with the trap just interrupted at the right moment. Well,
L must say that the Grammarians have done the decent thing
over the bizney!” d

“Rather !” agreed Blake ‘‘But the affair has cost Gussy a
pretty penny, one way and aunother. )
+.% Pway don’t let, that wowwy you, deah boy!"” said Arthur

\ugustus graciously. “I’'m simply wollin’ in money !”
880 it seems, for I’'m blessed if I know where you got it
from,” said Blake bluntly. “1I suppose you had a remittance
that we knew nothing about?” )

“Yomethin’ like that, deah boy,” said the swell of St
Jim’s. “But let us get back and see if a telegwam ha
awwived fwom my patah.” . b

When they arrived at St. Jim's, they found that there was,
indeed, o wire for Arthur Augustus. It was from Lord East-
wood, and merely stating that he was postponing his visit
for a day or two. Toby, the School House page, met Blake
&.Co. with the telegram, and said that it had arrived a few
minutes after their departure.

CHAPTER 6.
Simply Astonishing,

3 RTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY wore a far-away

look. .

“ By to-mowwow evenin’ I've got to have nothin’
left " he murmured. “Bai Jove, howevah can
.manage it? I pwomised Mr. Poppe——""

“Gussy !” shouted Jack Blake.

Arthur Augustus took no notice.

As a matter of fact, he
didn’t heat at all. 3

It was the following morning, and D’Arcy

“had paused in the middle of his dressing to-sit on the bed and

tackle the problem which had been caunsing him uneasy

dress and undress,

i
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The rest of the Fourth weré in various gtages of -

Gne Penny, 9

“He’s dreaming !” grinned Lumlev—Lumlej “I guets the

young ass ain’t properly awake yet!’

4TIl soon wake him,” said Blake grimly. “He’s been
mooning about eveér since last night, as though he had a ton
of worry on his aristocratic brain. Chuck over that pillow,
Reilly {7 ‘ i
* “Faith, I will, and welcome !” grinned Reilly. ¢ Anything
to oblige |”

Blake caught the pillow, and the next moment it whizzed
unerringly across the room and smote the noble head of
Arthur Augustus D'Arty,

Smack ! .

“Yawogoooh !” roared Arthur Augustus, sitting upon the
floor with a terrific bump. ¢ Bai Jove, what on earth is the
mattah? Wescue! The wotten Zeppelins are dwoppin®
bombs—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” P

Arthur Augustus glared round at the grinning juniors.

“S8o it was a wotten pillow " he ejaculated, getting up.
# Who thwew it? I'll administah a feahful thwas%ﬁn’ to the
wottah who dared—" ) ¥

ff‘":I;‘llat's all right, Gussy!” grinned Blake. “I'll let you
off !

“ You—you—-""

. Now, don’t get cxcited ! said Blake.
pillow at you to wake you up!”

“I uttahly wefuse to be waked up—I—I mean woken up—
that is to say—"" '

“ Bow-wow !” )

“1 wefuse to bow-wow—I—I mean—-"

¢ Ha, ha, hat” : .

“You'd better cool down a bit, Gussy,” chuckled Blake.
“You're getting incoherent—that’s a jolly good word!
What’s the matter with you, ass? What do you mean by
squatting on the bed and looking like a loony chimpanzee?”

Arthur Apgustus jammed his monocle in his eye fiercely.

* Weally, Blake, I must wequest you to gwant me the honah
of a_fight—with or without gloves. In any case, I intend to
administah a fwightful thwashin’! When a fellah is coin-
pared to a loony chimpanzee, I wathah think it is time to
pwotest !” ¢

“Oh, my hat!"” roared Blake. * You'll be the death of me,
Gussy !” i T : ‘

“T twust not! T have no wish to completely slaughtah
you, Blake. I considah a sound thwashin’ will meet the
wequiahments of the case!” i :

““T was trying to do you a good turn, you burbling ass!”
said Blaké. “Your young brother,” Wally, is riding rcund
the quad like steam on your fifteen-guinea jigger!”

“Bai Jove!” : .

Arthur Augustus started. Wally D’Arcy, his younger
brother in the Third, was a regular young scamp, and always
took keen delight in doing the ver].y"things ‘which his major
forbade him to do. D’Arcy’s bicycle was a ripping machine,
certainly as good as any in St. Jim’s. Wally, being an ex-
tremely destructive young rascal, was expiessly forbidden to
ride it. ~And yet the Third-Former was now careering round
the quad at a terrific speed, taking advantage of the fact thal

¢TI only chucked a

“his elder brother was not on the scene.

Arthur Angustus leaned out of the dormitory window ard
waved his hand imperiously, - :

“Wallay !” he shouted. “ Wallay, you young wascal

Wally, who was riding past, slowed down and looked up &%
the window with a grin, =

“Hallo, Gus, what's the matter?” he asked coolly. “Laczy
beggar! Why ain’t you down?” . . .

“Pway wefwain fwom bein’ cheeky, Wallay !” seid D*Arcy
geverely. ¢ What are you doin’ with my jiggah?”. -

“Riding it!” said Wally promptly.

“You young wascal—"

“Go and chop chips, Gus!” said Wally, cheerfully. ‘Don’s
be a giddy dog in the manger! - You ain’t using your biko
yourself, and you don’t want me to use it! I sha’n’t hurt ths
old jigger!” - . i

Wally wag still riding when a warning .shout camas across
from the School House steps. :

“Hi!” It was Curly Gibson who called. “Wally, you
ass, Gussy’s coming downstairs! You’d better bunk to tho

bike shed 1" -
oh 1 didn't think Gus

¢“0Oh, crumbs!” muttered Wally.
would be so quick !"

He steered towards the bicycle shed, but at that moment
Arthur Augustus appeared, and stood upen the School House
steps waving his arms frantically. .

“Wallay, you young wascal, stop! I want a word with
you !h '£o;n ewwy, deah boy, kindly collah my yeurgs
bwot! or moe!

Tox‘: Merry, who was near the shed with Manners anrd

wther, nodded.
Loyithér, nodde ¢“Now then, Wal s,

™

. % Right you-are, Gussy ! he shouted.
ey ’ ¥ Tur GeM Lisrary.—No. 429.
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my pippin, off you get! Strikes me you're in for a licking ! -
“Ratg 17 ~ . : : -

Wally wasti’t dono yet. He wheeled round sharply and-
sped towards the gafes at top speed. Joe Frayne and

ameson were there, doing their best to support one of the_
stofie pillars. . They immediately yelled out in alarm and
waved their arms, ’ . o

“8top 1" roared Frayne. “My ’at, you'll be kiiled,
‘Wally 1 - . )

“There’s a lorry coming !” shouted Jameson desperately,
“ S“"f’ you fathead! Oh, crikey!”® -

Wally -was going at a terrific speed. As first he thought
that his chums were joking, but as he heard the word “lorry,”

. he also heard o loud rumble outside, With really surpsising

agility he leapt from the machine while it was sti} going at
full speed. Wally had been tinkering at the brakes, and they
didr’t pull up prompily. 8o Wally, realising that there was
act:ml danger, jumped off like a monkey—and the bike went
on! - ;

The scamp of the Third had meant to keep hold of the
bicycle; but somehow he tripped on a stone and fell. And
the machine, as bicycles will on rare occasions, kept going on
s own for a fow seconds. It whizzed oub of the gates, and
collapsed with a crash right in the centre of the road. :

Wally was up in a second. :

““Keep back " roared Jameson in alarm.
it, you ass!” C

*Wally hung back with his heart in' his mouth. What he
saw made his face blanch. - A big traction-engine was exactly
opposite the gates, and the bioycle had fallen five yards in
front of ‘it. “'The whole thing had happened so quickly that
the driver, even had he seen it, could not have averted the
smash. As it was, the heavy engine thundered relentlessly
over I)’Arcy’s magnificent machine.

COrash! Orumple! Crackl -

In two seconds the bicycle was a complete and utter wreck !

“‘Great—great pip!”’ gasped Wally faintly.

~#0h, my enly straw-yard !’ muttered Jameson. * Gussy’s
jigger! You ass, Wally! You thundering young idiet!”

Wally’s face was pal o

‘ .’,

“You can't save

e, and he was breathing hard.

“J—J couldn’t help it}” he said in a low voice.
what will Gus say? I didn’t mean to hurt the bike! It's
ruined—it ain’t worth twopence!”

The Terrible Three and several other fellows came run--
ning up, alarmed at the smash, and there were many startled
ejaculations as I)’Arcy’s ruined bicycle was seen.

“Well, I've seen a few smashes in my time,” said Monty

Lowther calmly, “but Wally didn’t make any mistake about .

this! If'Gussy rides this bike again he ought to get the
Vietoria Cross!”

“Great Scott !” said Tom Merry. “What o smash! How
on earth did you manage it, Wally? Guesy will be eimply
furious when ge sees this wreck! It’s not a cheap bike, you
knaw 1"’ .

Wally nodded miserably. .

“Gus—Gussy warned me not to ride it!” he amuttercd.
“Oh, what a silly ass I am!”

“For once in a way,” said Lowther, “your remarks are

Fifteen pounds! After all, what did it matter? He Had
nedrly two hundred in bhis 'pqcket, and it all had to be gol}
rid of b; the following evening. . |
“I"I——% m awfully sorry, Gus!’” said Wally, with a gulp.;

Arthwr Avgustus waved his hand and smiled serenely, |

“Pway don’t say. a word, Wallay!” he said graceguliy.-;;
“It’s nothing—nothing at all!? % %

“Eh?” ‘said Wally, who had been expecting a simiplyj
awful lecture.” “ Aln’t—ain’t you wild, Gussy?” i h L %‘

Arthur Augustus looked at his younger brother benevo:!
lently through his monocle. - oot

- “Not at all, Wallay!” he replied. “I nevah liked th
jiggah! I—I mean there are plenty more in the shops:’ I
am wathah glad! Ahem! One jiggah more or less doest’t.
make any diffewance! Yon hmi, better wun ovah to Waye
land aftah brekkeh and buy me a new one. Heah are tio.
tennahs. You had beitah purchase the best machine you:
can seo,M it

And Arthur Augustus handed over the banknotes as though;
they were mere pennies.

“Youre—youw're dotty, Gussy!” gasped Tom Merry. . -

“Not at all, deah boy! Wallay had an accident, that’s
all. It was wathah cheekay of him to take my bike withoui
askin’ permish, but I will ovahlook the mattah. Evewybody'
is liable to have a little accident.” )
. “Little!”’ gasped Blake, who had come up with several
others. ‘‘Why, it’s cost you twenty quid, Gussy!”

“That’s nothing, deah boy!”

*“ Niin:nothing !** !

“The mewest fleabite!” said D’Arcy coolly. ;

Monty Lowther mopped his brow. i

“Don’t talk to me, you common people!” he exclaimedé;
disdainfully. “ What's money to me? Twenty quid! Why,
I spend that amount every day for my blessed -toilet, dont;f
you know " : ! g

Arthur Augustus glared at the humorist of the Shell, f
“Weally, Lowthah, I object to bein’ made fun of!” he
protested, ‘“Wallay has smashed my bike, but I'm wathah:
glad of that—"

“ G]ad }” -

*“My only hat !” i
: “I]—»I mean it is of no consequence!” amended D’Arcy:
hastily.
aftah bweakfast, Wallay ! o

Wally fingered the two tenners in a dazed manner. i

“ Ain’t—ain’t this a joke, Gus?” he asked faintly. “Are}

these tenners good ’'uns?” X
“You uttah young ass! Of course they're goodd” i
“Well, 'm blowed!” said Wally. “You're a ripper,%

Gus}?
“Pway don’t mention it, deah boy !™
And Arthur Augustus walked away,
feeling rather flabbergasted. i
Blake, Herries, and Digby did not know what to make of it
all. -Their elegant chum seemed to have suddenly become
! possessed of an unlimited

i
leaving the juniors

“Here's D’Arecy!”

Arthur Augustus sauntered
out, and for a moment did
pot quite understand what
had happenéd. Then his
gaze rested upon the wreck-

e in the middle of the road.

he bicycle had been
enamelled olive-green, and
D’Arey recognised it at once.

“Good wacious!” he
gasped. ‘“‘My jiggah!”

‘‘Or, rather,” said Lowther,
“the forlorn remains of it.”

“Gweat Scott!” shouted
Arthur Augustus excitedly.
“My jiggah! Tt's uttal){y
wuined! Wally, you howwid
Koung wascal, -what evah
ave you been doin’?”
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su?ly of cash. Vet he had
eaid nothiag to them about a

remittance—and that was

How A RD very unlike D’Arey. :
a3 Arthur Augustus was
tackled vigorously by his

chums, but they could get no
satisfaction out of him. He
adntitted that he had some
cash—he couldn’t help ad-
mitting it—but he would not
say a word as to how he had
got it or how much he had.

“Ym sowwy, deah boys!’
he'said finally.  “It’s imposs!
My lips are sealed! t is
uttahly wotten, of course; but
theah you are!”

o here—-""
Blake.

“ SOWWy'hbut I can’t say "~

began

e ' - nd , Blake, deah boy!”
. %—I———IYou see_._..."!l The Magmﬁcent Coloured . Azxan ;te Ar:h:r eaAu ztns
aas, see. wight walked into the School House -

enough ! said -Arthur Augus-
tos wrathfully. “I see my
Bggah- smashed out of all
wecognition!  That bicycle
cosb ovah fifteen quid—"
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hurriedly to escape further
questioning. As a matter of
fact, he was finding his com-
pact very hard to keép. He
wasn’t a fellow to keep secrets
from his chums, and it was

‘nﬁtthur Amstm !:tartid,
id-ceaged talking abruptly,
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very hard,

“You had bettah buzz off to Wayland immediately: .
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[ ¢ This Is my patah, Lord East
: rrogt_ ﬂyo_ lord. ' 8ay,

d,’’ said Arthur Augustus. Mp,
1 guess I’m honoured to rmoeet you,

Poppe raised his hat deferentially to the f
my lord,"” he said. (Ses Ciapter 12.) i

, . CHAPTER 7. .
s A Record in Feeds!

13 WENTY quids for the jiggah, seven quids for the
- suit and outit— Oh, cwumbs, I'm in o fwight-

_ ful bothah! How much monay bhave I got left?

) Weally, it was wotten of Mr. Poppe to seal my
N lips! T’'m simply dyin’ for advice !’

Avthur Augustns murmured the words plaintively.

‘He was geated at the table in Study No. 6, with'a worried
frown upon his brow. He was wrestling with his financial
problems, Breakfast was over, and morning lessons would
begin in s few minutes. But D’Arcy had forgotten all about
morning lessons, : .

“How can I manage it?"” he murmured. “One hundred
and seventy quid! Bai Jove, it’s staggewin’ me! How on
earth can I spend all that money by to-morrow evenin’? I
thinke Mr. Poppe is a wottah for makin’ me pwomise— "
Then D’Arcy paused, and shook his head.

““No; Mr. Poppe is not a wottah!” he amended. © tl,iog’s

y

is; for gwumblin’ ovah the task he has set me. Nevaht eléss,
I, certainly considah that the chap is a twifle gone in the
uppah stowey. Nobody but a lunatic would give two hun-
dwed pounds to a schoolboy to spend in two days.”
Hoe tapped the table with the rim of his monocle.

. “]&ut. is is away fwom the point,” he went on, still talk-
£

t'},hg tin, - Bai Jove, a whackin gweat feed would get wid of a
deqeg’zt sum—a feed on a gwand scale to the whole Fourth

lf. “I’ve got io think of some means of spendin’ -

“Hallo! Who's talking about feeds?”
Blake came into the study, followed by Herries and Digby.
Arthur Augustus was so engaged in his thoughts that he

didn’t appear to notice them for a moment.

¢ Yaas, that’s the ideah!”

“Eh?” said Blake.

“A feed—a wippin® feed!”

“Hear, hear!” said Digby heartily. :

“I can ordah it from %Vayldnd, and have waitabs——
Bai Jove!” ejaculated D’Arcy suddenly. “I didn’t see you
fellahs come in! How long have you béen heah, deah boys 7

“ What's that you were mumbling about a feed?” asked
Blake curiously.

“I wasn't aware that I was mumblin’!” said Arthur
Augustus, with dignity. “I’m going to give a whoppin’
feed to the whole ¥orm—and the Shell as well!” he added,
under his breath.  “That will get rid of a lot more money.”

‘“‘There youw go—mumbling again!” said Blake, * What's"
up with you, ass?” L.

“Weally, Blake, theah’s nothin’ up with me %

“You look a bit dazed,” said Herries.

And, indeed, Arthur Augustus certainly wore a vacans
expression. His brain was so full

he murmured softly,

of figures and ideas for -

spending money that he couldn’t bring himself to earth, as it -

were. His chums looked at him curiously.
“Time for lessons,” said Blake shortly. “We'll talk to
you later. Come on!”
‘“‘Lessons 7" asked D’Arcy absently. :
“Y;sbfithead! If sz (‘ilon’t hufrryhe we’gdbe l.a,tie;3 !:1 Tht
An ’Arcy was yanked out of the study violently.
v ¥ Tae Geu ‘Lisrany.—No. 428,
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oxercise restored his scattered wits, and by the time he was
sitting in the Form-room he was thoroughly aroused, end
alive 1o the things that were going on round him.

Before ten minutes had passed, Arthur Augustus was
oompletely lost in thought. - Mr. Lathom did not notico it
for a while; then he frowned angrily. He could see at a

lance that Arthur Augustus knew about as much of the
esson as the blackboard did. -

“D’Arcy !” rapped out the Form-master, .

Arthur "Augustus did not reply. He was, in fact, busily
writing someghing down on a scrap of paper, and, as the
class was doing no writing at_all, Mr. Lathom knew that
D"A&){s efforts must be something foreign to the lesson.

“What are you writing, D’Arey?” demanded Mr. Lathom
sternly. .

No .answer.

The Form-master strode across to D’Arcy’s desk and
brought the pointer down with a sharp rap across his
knuckles.

“Yow!” roared Arthur Augustus.
you wottah{ I—I mean—"

“You're not attending to your lesson, D’Arcy!”

“Yaas, I am, sir!” gasped Arthur Aungustus. “We were
learnin’ all about awithmetic—how to get wid of two
hundwed pounds! I—I mean—— That is to say—"

““I think you are not yourself this morning, D’Arcy,” said
Mr. Lathom sharply. *“We are not taking arithmetic, but
history.  What have you put on that paper?”

Arthur Augustus grabbed the sheet.

“It's nothin’, sir!” he said hastily. At least,
pwivate {”

“Indeed, D’Arcy ?”’

“Yaas, wathah, sir—vewy pwivate.
you wead it {”

“That is very unfortunate, D’Arcy, because I intend to
read it!” gaid Mr. Lathom grimly. “ You will please under-
stand that the Form-room is no place for writing private
communications. Give that paper to me, D’Arcy!”

¢ Weally, sir, it's imposs!”

Blake chuckled audibly.

“M'y hat, I've got it,”” he murmured. “Gussy’s in love
again!”

““Silence !” thundered Mr. Lathom. *“D’Arcy, how dare
you bandy words with me ! " Give me that paper at once !”

¢ Weally, sir, if you insist—"

“T do insist!” - s
" And Mr. Lathom stopged all further argument by taking
the paper from Arthur Augustus’ hand. He glanced at it,
and then frowned.

“¢Y have the honour of inviting the whole Fourth Form
and the Shell to a ripping feed !’ ” murmured Mr. Lathom.

“Thanks awfully, sir!” said Blake innocently. “It’s jolly
goed of you, sir 1”

“Take fifty lines, Blake, for attempting to be humorous!”
said the Form-master crossly. )

“Yes, sir 1” said Blake meekly. ,

Mr. Lathom threw the paper into the waste-basket.

. “You will please understand, D’Arcy, that the Form-room
is no place for writing invitations,” he said icily. “To
impress that thoroughly upon your mind, you will come’ to
me this evening at seven o’clock, and I will detain you an
hour to make up for the time you have lost this morning !”

“ Weally, sir—"" . .

¢ Another word, D’Arcy, and I will cane you severely !”

“Bai Joye!” i .

And Arthur Augustus subsided, and gave his full attention
to the lesson. 8o work in the Form-room proceeded fairly
smoothly until they were dismissed for the dinner interval,

Arthur Augustus hurried straight away to Study No. 6,
and was glad that his chums did not follow. Ten minutes
later he descended to the entrance-hall and pinned a sheeb
of paper to the notice-board.. A crowd of juniors et onco
ecrowded round, and there were many exclamations of
pleasure, for the notice was exceedingly gratifying to read:

#7T0 ALL. MEMBERS OF THE FOURTH AND SHELL
: IN THE SCHOOL HOUSE.

“I have very great pleasure in inviting you to a special
feed in the common-room this evening at five-thitty precisely.
I trust everybody will do me the honour of turning up.

“ ARTHUR AvGUsTUS D’Arcy.”

it’s

T cannot possibly let

There was an animated buzz. .

“I -guess that’s what I call a real good notice!” said
Lumley-Lumley heartily, 3

“We'll all turn up, Gussy,”
8hell, - T 1

"‘]; twust you will enjoy youzselves,”. said Arthur Augustus
graciously. ~“You can wely on it bein’ & wippin’ feed—

somethin’ gquite out of the ordinawy.” |
. “Good I” . : ’
. TaE Gem Lisrarv.—No. 429.

said Bernafc} Glyn, of the

“Gweat Scott! Ow,

‘advantage of it

. Arthur Augustus walked away before he could be ques-
tioned further. He made his way to the Sixth Form passage,
and luckily encountered Darrell coming out of his study. -

“Hallo, D’Arcy, what do you want in this quarter of. the
globe 7’ asked Darrell cheerily. , g sl
— “Well, deah boy, I was thinkin’ of usin’ the telephone,;ii
I can get permish.” . . P

“That’s all right,” said Darrell obligingly. *The prefects’
room is empty W’st now, so you'd better run along and take

: AT
“Thanks awfully, deah boy!” g
And Arthur Augustus went into the prefects’ room:-sad

rang up a very large firm of catereis in Wayland, He-had

quite a long conversation with the mangger, and was.per-

fectly satisfied with the result. ) [
“Yaas, that’ll do wippin'ly!” he said in conclusion. It s

undahstood that I pay the head waitah in cash for the whelo:

- twansaction before the gwub is delivahed. Yaas, be heah

at five o’clock. .Thanks, Good-bye!” 1A

He hung up the receiver and then rang up another firmi:
After a long talk, he went out of the prefects’ room with: a
satisfied smile on his face. When he emerged into the quad,
quite a crowd collected round him.

““ What’s this marvellous feed?” asked Tom - Meérmp
“What’s the idea, Gussy?” g L

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy, I think I made the natice quitd
cleah,” replied Arthur Augustus. “I’'m in funds, you sce,
and so I thought it wathah decent to have a whoppin’ feed
in bongh of the occasion {”

“Well, it’s your bizney,” said Manners, “but I should
think it’ll cost_you a pretty poony. There are a good many
chaps in the Fourth and Shell, yon know, and if the feed
ain’t up. to the mark, there’ll be ructions!” foor,

“Rather!” agreed Talbot. “All the chaps are expecting
something gorgeous!” i

Arthur Augustus smiled complacently.

“They’ll get it, deah boy!” he said quietly. - e
.. And he walked away to the bicycle-shed to inspect the ngw.
jigger which Wally had purchased.

Tom Merry scratched his head. - R Fy
. “Can’t make it out " he said. “Gussy’s always smothersd
in fivers, so to speak, but to-day be's fairly wallowing in
wealth, First he hands Wally twenty quid for a new bike,
after Wally’s smashed up his old one through sheer careléss-
ness, and now he’s inviting dozens of fellows to' a spread
that’ll cost -at least another twenty quid}” .

“Well, if Gussy likes to do it, I've no_objection!” said
Monty Lowther. -“If he provides a feed every night for
weeks, I'll turn up cheerfully and emiling as regularly as
clockwork ¥’ S

There were many conliectures among the juniors as to what
sort of a feed it would be, but not a single fellow eveér
dreamed of the actual splendour which was to be provided:

The New House fellows felt rather in the cold. Figgins &
Co., the redoubtable leaders of the New House juniors,
actually mooted a scheme for raiding the feed. But due
thought and consideration made them realise that such s
scheme would be doomed to failure. . e 4

Arthur Augustus would have extended his invitation ﬁc
the New House willingly if the thought had struck hin,
but, unfortunately for Figgins & Co., the thought didn’t. *+

Afternoon lessons were rather tiresome to most of the
juniors, for they were all extremely curious. But lessons
were over at last. And at five o’clock precisely a huge motoi~
van arrived, and Arthur Augustus was seen to pass sundry
bank-notes over to the man in charge, and to receive gold
in change. . o4

As a matter of fact, D’Arcy parted with fifty-five poundi
in notes, and got two sovereigrs back. 3

“Fifty-thwee quid!” he murmured. “Wippin'! That's
eighty quid altogethah.- Pve got a hundwed and twenty quid
to get wid of now. Bai Jove, it'll want some doin’ !”

nge hampers were carried into the common-room, which
the juniors had prepared for the feed by bringing in tables and-
chairs from all quarters. The hampers were at last. exhausted,
and then Arthur Augustus, with the men, locked himself in
the common-rgom to prepare. The juniors were completel
shut out, And they had to wait in the assa%es impatiently
until half-past five. Five minutes before that time, fonr
important-looking individuals arrived in a motor-car, gnd
were at once admitted to the common=rgom. Then the other
men took their departure, and Arthur Augustus faced tlis-
follows, who were by now simply in a fever of excitement. -

“TPen is waitin’, deah boys. Pway entah!”

He flung the door open, and the foremost {’uniors entered
with more violence than dignity, They could hardly help
doing so, for those bhehind were pushing strenuously. Gasps
of astonishment went up from the fellows as they surveyed tlia
scene. - . ' 51 ‘
The common-room was almost unrecognisable. 5
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~The tables were covered with snowy-white cloths, and they
were laid magnificently. Upon them, im astounding
quantities, were dozens and dozens of the choicest dishes.
Hams, joints of cold meat, pies, salmon, sardines, and other

things too numerous to name. The pastries were con-
using in their variety and number.

“‘And, standing serious and majestic, were four waiters in the
regulation * evening-dress » costume, with serviettes over their
arms. Everything was complete; the feed was a terrifie
surprise to everybody. .

“Nothing approaching its magnificence had ever been seén
at:St. JinYs before. :

‘The fellows simply gasped open-mouthed.

“My only Aunt Jane Mary Josephine!” ejaculated Blake
softly. “Am I dreaming, or is it real? Great pip, I—I feel

e 8

i#Same here}’ murmured Tom Merry. “What does it

mean, Blake? Where did Gussy get the money to provide

this marvellous spread?”

- Arthur Augustus Béamed round the room. - - .

oys?” he asked affably.  “Plentay of

woom for_evewybogly, and ‘to spare. Nevah mind, if any

othah fellahs dwop in—" .
“What does it mean, Gussy?”’ whispered- Herrics audibly,

© “Where did you get the '},in':”

- “Weally, Hewwica— -

“*Yes, shut up, assi* growled Blake. “ We'll talk to Gussy
afterwards!” z

At first the juniors couldn’t quite get over their astonish-
ment. "Then, after they had started feeding, they brushed
all questions aside and set to with a will. The feed was there,
and they piled into it. - ) )
~And Arthur Augustus smiled happily at the diners through
his famous eyeglass. Fifty-three pounds had been expended
on that feed; and the idea of it had started other notions in
his head. He hLad, indeed, already made arrangements over
the ’phone for the expenditure of another large sum that very

day.
v,ﬁiltogether, the compact he had made with Mr. Poppe
wasn’t panning out so badly after all. He could see his way

“elear, he thought, to spend Ehe whole two hundred by the

following evening. - o
-“So D’Arcy was feeling light-hearted, and he ate a good tea
in consequence.

<. Nobody troubled themselves, after the first breathless period »

of ‘astonishment, as to how the feed had been paid for. That
was Gussy’s business, He was the host, and they were merely
guests.
:-And the guests, invited and uninvited, acquitted themselves
extremely well.

The great feed, in fact, was a roaring success,

; CHAPTER 8.
: Solid Mahogany!
ACK BLAKE stared at Herries and Digby in Study
‘ No. 6, and scratched his head.

“Well, ’'m blowed if I can make head or tail of it}’
he said frankly. “Where the dickens is Gussy getting
all his tin from? It’s absolutely ammazing! That feed

inust have cost him a terrific amount”

“Twenty quid, at least!” said Herries.

“Ass!” exclaimed Digby scornfully. “T'd like to see you
get a feed like that for twenty quid! Why, the expense must

‘have been double that!”

“Blake nodded.

_Y1It’s serious,” he said gravely. ‘“We shall have to inquire
into things. Gussy must be made to understand that he
can’t keep secrets from his kind uncles. Somebody has sent
him a whacking remittance; and he hasn’t told us a word
about it!” ) .

“Awful!” said Digby.

“Wait until we get him alone,” went on Blake.
get the truth from him then. He’s with old Lathom now,
doing detention for acting the giddy goat this morning.” -
The great feed was over, and everybody was feeling well-
filled and happy. Various cupboards, to tell the truth, were
well-filled, too, A good proportion of the junior guests had
taken their departure simply laden with spoils. And there
was still Flenty over for Study No. 6 to be well supplied with
eatables for several days to come,

. Everybody at St. Jim’s was talking abouf the wonderful
banquet. The New House fellows felt decidedly out in the
¢old, and their rivals were crowing joyously. ~The School
House certainly held the: record in feeds. The New House
could comie nowhere up to it; and Figgins & Co. felt naturally
wild about it. Fatty Wynn, in fact, was almost desperate.

. Blake, Herries, and Digbybdescended to the quad, and were
immediately pounced upon by the Terrible Three and others
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for an explanation. " But D’Arcy’s study-mates weve as much
in the dark as everybody else. )

“It’s a mystery,” said Tom “Where's - Gussy,
now?”

“Doing detention with old Lathom.” e

“Well, I will say that Guesy knows how ta spend his
money,” said Monty Lowther comfortably. *Of course, we
must get to know where he got the tin from—— . Great Scott!
Is this angther consignment of grub arriving ¥’

They all looked towards the gates, and saw a large, covered
van entering. It drove right up to the School House steps,
where the knot of juniors were standing. The driver, who
wore a green apron, jumped down and commenced giving his
hors%a. nosebag.

“ What's this?” asked Lowthen
that van?®

" “Furniture,” said the man shortly.

“ Furniture 1’

“My hat$?

““Hold on!’ said Tom Merry.
the wrong place.”

- “This is the School *Ouse, ain’t it?”

“Yes, but——"

““Well, this ’ere furniture is for some young gents in the
School 'Quse,” said the carman.

*“ My only topper !’” said Blake. “ What are their names?” -

“Now, you’ve done me! All I know is, that I’ve got to
deliver them to Study No. 6; and I've got to receive payment
for the stuff before I unload!™

“Study No. 617 "

Blake & Co. stared at one another in amazement.

““Rats!” said Blake. ‘“There must be a mistake. We
belong to Study No. 6, and we haven’t ordered any furniture!
How much does the bill ambunt to, anyhow?”

“Forty pounds. And I want the cash before I deliver the
goods!”

“Forty quid!™?

Blake chuckled.

“What a lark!” he grinned.  *Romebody's been stuffing
you, old chap! Do you think we’re millionaires? Why, we
haven’t got forty bob!”

The carman glared.

“So, it’s a ’oax?” he said surlily. .

“Must be a ’oax!” said Monty Lowther, in a solemn tone.

““Well, if thls ain’t enough to make anybody wild!” said
the man. “These ’er goo‘bgs was ordered by telephone this
mornin’, and my orders was to deliver them to Study No, 6
in the School *Ouse. If it was some fool joke——"

“By Jove!” exclaimed Tom Merry suddenly.
Gussy ordered the stuff.’”* o .

“Gussy t” - )

“That’s right}’ said the carman. * They was ordered by
e bloke named Augustus somethin’ or other !”

Tom Merry & Co. stared at one another.

‘It must be some other wild scheme of Gussy’s!” exclaimed
Manners. “Furniture! Forty quid to pay! Ye gods and
little tadpoles, what next?” - *

“You’d best *urry up, young gents,” satd the furniture-man.

“Hold on a minute,” replied Blake. “Tll just run in and
fetch D’Arcy.”

Blake rushed indoors, and went straight to the Fourth-Form
room, where Arthur Augustus was just putting up- his books
after doing the detention. Blake burst in like a wﬁirlwind.

“Bai Jove! What evah’s the matter?” asked Arthur
Augustus.

“Yau ass!” roared Blake. *You burbling jabberwock—-""

“ Weally, Blake—" . :

“ What’s the meaning of it?” demanded Blake, grabbing
hold of Arthur Augustus and shaking him violently. ‘Are
you dotty, or have you »

“You uttah wuflian!” gasped D’Arcy. “Welease me}
You are wumplin® my collah and wuinin’ my jacket! I
uttahly wefuse to be tweated—" -

“Oh, rats!” said Blake quickly. *There’s a chap outside
with a vanload of furniture, and he says that you ordered
it by telephone.” Come out and tell him that he’s off his
rocker 1” .

“Y wefuse ta do anythin’ of the sort! The man’s quite
wight{”

“Quite right?” gasped Blake.

““Yaas, wathah! I did ordah’ the furniture. It’s twue!”

Jack Blaks staggered back and stared at his elegant chum,
as though he were some weird and wonderful specimen in a
museum, Arthur Augustus did not feel exactly flattered, .
and a frown marred his noble brow. ) .

“Are you dottay, Blake?” he asked. “I ordahed the
furniture for Study No. 6. OQuab’s hasn’t worn vewy well,
so I thought it time to haye a change. I've ordahed solid
mahogany -chairs, a wippin’ ovahmantel, a Bwussels carpet,
. THE GEM-LiBRARY.—No. 429.
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“You must have come to-

“Perhaps
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and all the west of it. - I wathalr think we shall be all wight
futchah.”

Blake sat down suddenly on_a form. Bomehow his knees
didn’t seem able to bear his weight. He passed & hand across
his eyes, and then looked up again. - - -

“There’s forty quid to pay!”’ he said faintly. .

“Yaas, that’s wight,” said Arthur Augustus, with serene

_ calmness. .

“Oh deari” - . :

Blake breathed hard, and got upon his feet once more. Ie
was getting over his amazement ndw. At the same time he
felt' that he was in the midst of some wonderful dream.
‘Arthur Argustus was throwing money about in a
stupendously lavish fashion. 4

“ Let’s get out into the air!” he muttered. -

Ho lcd the way, and Arthur Augustus followed, chuckling
silently. The swell of St. Jim’s was enjoying himself hugely.
It afforded him great delight to cause his chums and the rest
of the fellows these breathless surprises. And he knew that
he could not possibly explain—at least, not until the evening
of the following day. He had given his word of honour to
Mzr. Poppe upon that point. . -

_“Yes, the furniture is for Study No. 6,” said Blake, in a
dazed - voice, when he and I’Arcy arrived in the quad.
¢You'd better begin carting it in.”

“Right you are, sir,” replied the carman cheerfully.
“Thought I wasn’t mistook. But what about the cash? 1
can’t unload until—"

“That’s all wight,” said D’Arcy calmly.

. And he produced his wallet and handed out forty pounds
in banknotes. The Terrible Thres and Blake & €o., who
were looking on, could see that there was still a goodly supply
of noics lefts

——

. CHAPTER 9. 3 .
Figgins & Co. Take a Hand—Also a_ Motor-car,

$¢ EARD about Gussy?” . - .
- - Everybody was asking -the question, juniors and
seniors alike, in both Houses at St. Jim’s. Much
. comment had been raised by the terrific feed-in
the common:-room, but the arrival of forty pounds’
worth of furniture for Study-No. 6 was even more exciting.

Fellows came from far and near to the Fourth Form
passage to look in at Study No. 6 and gaze upon the mag-
nificent array of furniture which was displayed therein.

Blake & Co. had been busy.” After they had recovered theix
wits somewhat they realised -that, since the furniture had
come, they might as well use it. So all the stuff which had
been foisted ‘upon D’Arcy by the astute manager of the
Public Benefit Company was carted. gut into' a - lumber-room
and the new was put in its place. . - !

Arthur Augustus had not chosen the furnifure, of course,
but he had given his orders with discretion this time, and the
articles were just fitted for the study.

“Oh, Gussy's mad!” remarked Kangarco of the Shell.

*No doubt about that!” said Gore.

“ Weally, you Shell boundahs,” protested Arthur Augustus,
who was within earshot, “I see no weason at all why you
should conclude that I am off my wockah! I suppose I can
buy some new furnitchah if I like?”

Kangaroo didr’t reply; he merely shrugged his shoulders.

It was generally concluded

that Arthur Augustus had-

through the joyful shock. But D’Arcy smiled quietly
self, .and enjoyed the sensation he was causing. )

The following morning Arthur Augustus was awake before
a‘nibody else. This was a Wednesday, and therefore a half-
holiday. He lay in bed and smiled as he schemed out a plan
for disposing of some more money. He remembered, with
joy, that there was no cricket on that afternoon, and there-
fore the fellows would be frée. While he was dressing, after
rising-bell had gone, he was again the victim of much
questioning. But he gave no satisfaction to anyone. :

There were three other juniors at St. Jim's whose:
thoughts were focused upon D’Arcy’s sudden and mysterious
accession to wealth. And these three were Figgins, Kers;
and Fatty Wynn of the New House. U

Figgins, in fact, was laying down the law.

“It ain’t right; that’s what I say!” he declared em-
phatically, as he and his two chums went for a stroll in the
quad before breakfast. **Why should Gussy provide those
Sfchogl, House rotters with a terrific feed and leave us out
of it? . )

- “It’s scandalous!* said Fatty Wynn indignantly.

“Of course!” agreed Figgins. “On an occasion like that
New House chaps ought to have been invited as well. I vote
we think of a wheeze to get our own back.” )

“That’s all very well,” said Kerr practically. “What can
we.do?”’ ] i o

“That’s what we've got to think of.” -

Kerr shook his head rather doubtfully. Tt was all very
well to talk of getting their own back, but how could it be
worked?

Figgins & Co. strolled towards the gymnasium. As there
were some School House fellows close by they walked inside
and took up their stand against one of the open windows.
It must have been a kindly fate that led them to_ stand mi_
such a position. They bad no thought of any special object
in standing against that particular window, but by so doing
they became possessed of & very interesting piece of
information. = ; .

The . windows. in the gym_weye_ rather high, and it was:
impossible, to look out of them without standing on_some-
thing. .So Figgins & Co., just within, were imvisible to
anybody -outside. )

They had been discussing all sorts of wild schemes for
about five minutes, when they heard the dulcet tomes of
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. At first his words were indis-
tinguishable; then, as >o.

wa
to

o oame nearer, Figgins & Co
metaphorically pricked up their ears.

“Nevah mind about how I'm goin’ to pay for it, Blake,
deah boy,” Arthur Augustus was saying. “That is entirely
my own- affaih. To-day is a half-holiday, so I think it will
be a wippir’ way of spendin” the aftabnoon. Youw've n¢
objection to havin’ anothah glowious feed, I suppose?” 4

Fatty Wynn grabbed Figgins’ arm feverishly.

“Feed!” he hissed. *Did you hear i, Figgy?”

“Of eourse I did, ass! Shut up!” N

Figgins & Co. had a horror of eavesdropping, but on this
occasion Blake & Co. had walked within earshot and had
commenced discussing a feed. And it was not humanly
possible for Figgins & Co. to walk away in such circum-
stances. Their minds were immediately focused upon one
subject—a raid. The School House fellows were making
plans for a feed. and Figgins & Co. had not intentionalky
sought to overhear the eme. If Blake and his chums’
chose to walk within earshot, that was their own look-out.

o

FOR SELLING OR USING
12 BEAUTIFUL POST-"

received a terrific remittance, and that his brain had given
CARDS AT 1d. EACH.

o !! al vertisement we give every reader of

n

this paper a splendid present FREE, simply
for selling or using 12p Beautiful Postcards at
1d. each, Gold Mounted, Embossed, Patriotic,
Real Photos, Glossy, etc. Our new Prize List
contains hundreds of different

N kinds of free gifts, including c
Ladies' & Gents’ Cycles, Gold & Silver Watches,
Periscopes, Feathers, Chains, Rings Fur Sets, .
Cinemas, Gramophones, Air Guns, Tea Sets,
Toys, etc., ete. Al you need do is to send us -
your Nome and Address (a_posteard will do),
and we will send you @ selection of lovely
cards to sell or use at 1d. each. When sold
send the money obtained and we immediately
forward gift chosen aecording to the Grand Illus-
trated List we send you. (Colonial Applications
invited.) Send = d now to—THE ROYAL
\GARD Go., Dept. 3, KEW, LONDON.

80 MAGIC TRICKS, 112700851 w1  tvioks wich Curds:

The lot post free 1/-.—T, W. HARRISON, 239, Pentonville Rd,, London, N,

¢ARE YOU SHORT?

If 80, let ma help you to increase your height.
r. Briggs reports an increase of 5 inches; Mr.
ay 2} inches; Miss Davies 3} inches; Mr. .

don 3 inches; Mr, Heck 8 inches; Miss Loedell

4 inches. My system requires oniy ton minutes

morning and evening, and greatly in-proyes the

health, gyhysiqn. and carriage. No#ppliances
rd . Send three penny stamps for further
aarnoulara and my £100 Guarantee, — ]
IRVAN, Speclalist in the Inoreasé of Height,
Dept. A.M.P., 17, Stroud Green Rd., Lendoa, N.
n ——

i TARGET PISTOL.
Beautituily plated and finished. May be carried in the
et. {‘rgiul the eye and cultivates the judgment.

ange 100 yards. Targets, 9d. per 100. Noiseless Bal
Cartridges, 1/- per 100. Shot, 1/8 per 100, Send forlist,
. 'CROWN GUN WORKS, 6, Whittall Street, BIRM:NGHAM.

y Cured and Restored to their Natural Colour in a few days by

asimple home treatment. Particularsfree. Encl p to pay poatage.—
Mr. B. A. TEMPLE (Specialist), 39, Maddox Sureet, Regent 8t., London, W. -

BLUSHING. [mous Doctors Recipefor this most disteee

dreds of Testimonials., Mr, GEORGE, 80, Old Church Road, CLEVEDON, - -

-and Catalogue FREE.~Works; JULY

graphio B
IF YOU WANT 02%0.0%0a0, sond posteard for samples
'ROAD, LIVERPOOL.



i#

Every Wednesday.

The: others were certainly not spying. Besides, as Fatty
Wynn had often pointed out, eavesdropping when a feed was
concerned was quite a different matter to any other variety
of eavesdropping. To Fatty Wynn's mind almost anything
was allowable where a fced was concerned.

““*Shush I” murmured Kerr. )

_“But how much will it cost you, Gussy?” asked the voice
of Dighy. ‘

.*Nevah mind about that, Dig,” said Arthur Augustus.
“Pway leave it all to me. My ideah is to bespeak a whack-
ing gweat motah-car—one that will cawwy a dozen of us—
and ordah it to awwive heah at half-past two. There will
be a tewwific hampah with it, filled with gwub even bettah
than the feed of yestahday. We will invite the Tewwible
Thwee and one or two othahs, and go for a wippin’ picnic.
How does it stwike you?”

“Great!” said Blake heartily. “A motor ride; and then
a_splendid feed at the end of it! Crumbs, you're going. it,
Gussy !”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Half-past two will .be just about the right time,” said
Dighby thoughtfully. *It’s jolly good of you, Gussy,-but just
think of the tin—7" - -
" The voices died away as Blake & Co. moved on, and the
last that the New House fellows heard was D’Arcy’s voice
assuring - Digby that money was really no consideration
whatever. ‘

Figgins & Co. drew deep breaths.

“ A motor'car!” murmured Figgins.

“A glorious ride into the country!” said Kerr.

“A feed!” exclaimed Fatty Wynn ecstatically. *Blow
the motor-car and the blessed ride! It's the feed that
atters, my sons. Somehow, by hook or by crook, we've
got to get hold of that giddy motor-car—grub and all. We'll
gl::; hold of the grub, anyhow; it doesn’t matter much about
the car.”

“Yes, it does,” said Figgins. “If we do the thing at all
we'll do it properly. *We've got to do those School House
fellows in thg eye. Listen! Pve got a wheeze.”

And Figgins & Co. plotted a plot.

When they went into breakfast it was all cut and dried,
and Fatty Wynn wore a radiant smile.

It was noticed that Blake & Co. and the Terrible Three
ate rather sparingly, and Figgins and Kerr followed their
<wxazmple. Fatty Wynn, however, cleared up ecverything, as
usual, and then declared that he was famished, and in
splendid form for a terrific tuck-in that afternoon. -

At two o'clock precisely Figgins crept silently into the pre-
fects’ room in the New House. Luck was certainly favouring
him, for the room ~was empty. He slipped over to the
telephone, and then rang up a certain number—none other
than that of the School House. Anybody answering could
not possibly tell whether Figgins was just across the quad
or miles away. Kildare, who happened to be in the prefects’
room in the School House, answered the ’phone.
~“Can 1 speak to Master D'Arcy?” asked Figgins, In &
gff voice )

“Do you mean D’Arcy of the Fourth?*

' “Yes, sir—that’s 'im.”

"“Hold on a minute, and I’ fetch him.”

Kildare went out, and rapidly made his way to the Fourth
Form passage. Arcy was just coming out of Study No.
6, and Kildare beckoned to him.

““Youre wanted on the ’phone, D’Arcy!” he sald shortly.

“Bai Jove! Whatevah for?”

“That's your business,” said Kildare. “You’d better buck
up—it might be important.”

Arthur Augustus hurried to the telephone, a feagful thought
iw his mind that something had gone wrong with his arrange-
‘ments. He had ordered the motor-car and the feed from
fhe same firm of caterers who had supplied the banquet the
day before. The prompt paymeni on that occasion had
instantly led the firm to obey D’Arcy’s further commands
without hesitation. What could be wrong?

“Hallo!” said Arthur Augustus anxiously., ¢ Who is it
wants me?”

(“Ts that Master D’Arcy?”

The voice was unrecognisable, and rather husky.

“Yaas. Who are you?” -

A You're expecting a motor-car, ain’é you. sir?” said the
voice, disregarding D’Arcy’s question. *“Well, accidents are

-always liable to happen, and chauffeurs ain’t always capable

of making quick repairs—"
S Gweat Scott!: Have you had an accident with the car?”
asked Arthur Augustus quickly. “I gathah that you are
the- dwivah?? -
“The voice at the other end of the wire made an
telligible sound. .
“Well, if you are the dwivah, what does it mattah?”
“You and your friends had better walk dowa Rylcombe

unin-
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T.ane towards the village,” said the voice. © Pﬁ)lchu’os’d&n’b

take long to mend. I expect everything will be all right
by the time you get to Rylcombe. I don’t want to keep
yvou: waiting, sir.” -

“Yaas; but why can’t you come up heah aftah you have
\\;9&}1hed——- _ Hallo! Bai Jove! The wottah has wung
of

Arthur Augustus considered for a moment. He concluded,
naturally, that his caller was the chauffeur of the motor-car,
and he had no idea that when Figgins had said that *every:
thing would be all right by the time they reached Rylcombe,”
that-Figgins meant everything would be all right from hig
own especial point of view.

Arthur Augustus hurried to his chums.

“Theah’s been an accident,” he said. * The motah-car hag
bwoken down.” : N

“QOh, crumbs!” said Blake, in dismay. .

“It’s onlay a puncture, I think,” went on D’Arcy., “The
drivah wung up just now, and told me. He advised us td
walk down Wylcombe Lane, so I gathah the car is between
heah and the village.”

“Well, we'li walk down,” said Digby promptly. “I can’t
quite understand, though. The car wouldn’t necessarily have
to pass through Rylcombe to get here from Wayland. The
Wayland road is in the other direction. 'The ass must have
come a long way round.”

“Nevah mind. Let’s tell Tom Mewwy and the west, and

then walk down.”
the Terrible Three,
Bernard Glyn, Kangaroo, Dane, and one or two others sef

Five minutes later Blake and Co.,

off in a body. As the last of them disappeared ount of the
. gates, a chuckle of delight was heard from the door of the
New House. ‘

“Diddled!” grinned Figgins joyously.. *Diddled, dished,
and done!”

“Hooroo!” chortled Fatty Wynn. ¢ The giddy motor-car
won't pass the silly asses, and ‘we’ve got nothing to do but
hop into it, and buzz off ! -

The leaders of the New House juniors emerged into the
quad, and with them were Redfern, Owen, Lawrence, and
several other New House fellows. And when the motor-car
arrived, ten minutes later, -they simply took possession of .

But it was only by a narrow shave that Figgins & Co. were
successful. By a sheer chance, the manager of the firm had
ridden over during the morning to make arrangements with
D’Arcy, and the outing was, therefore, paid for. Twenty-
five pounds the bill had come to, and Arthur Aungustus had
been rather upset at the low figure—he wanted to pay much
more!

And so, while Figgins and his accomplices drove joyously
away, Arthur Augustus D’Arcy marched down towards R-yr‘
combe with his following on a fool’s errand: .

[I——

CHAPTER 10.

Just What Gussy Wanted!
OM MERRY grunted.

“Well, it’s jolly queer,” he said emphatically

—*“that’s all I can say!”
“Tm bothahed if I can undahstand, deah boys!?
exclaimed Arthur Augustus, with a worried frowny
“Theah seems to be no sign of the wotten car, and we're

nearly in Wylcombe 1”

Blake gave his noble chum a suspicious look.

“T suppose you haven’t been japing us, Gussy?” he askeds

“Bai Jove! Don’t be widic, you uttah ass!”

The School House juniors had walked nearly to Rylcombe;
and no sign of the punctured cir had they seen. This was
not at all surprising, considering that there was no car at
all. . By this time Figgins & Co. were speeding awzy on
their stolen picnic.

Tom Merry & Co. were getting fed-up. It was simply
yipping to be invited to a glorious picnic, with a motoraide
thrown in. But it was quiet a different matter to trudge
down a dusty lane, hot, impatient and anxious.

Suddenly tge ring of a bicycle-bell sounded behind them.
Next moment Wally D’Aw(:ly jumped off his brother’s new,
jigger, and gesticulated wildly.

“(Good gwacious, Wally! Whatevah—" -

“You've been diddled, Gus!” gasped Wally excitedly.

“Eh? Pway—"

“Yes, rather!” said Wally breathlessly. “I rode down
like one o’clock to tell you. That telephone-message must
have been a fake, Gussy.”

*A—a fake?” .

“It was Figgins, T expect,” went on Wally. * Your giddy
motor-car . turned up bright and smiling at half-past two,
and Figgins & Co. and a lot of other New House bounders
jumped into it straight away1” .
FaE Genm Lisrary.—No. 429.
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“Gweat Scott!”

“They were off in no time,” said Wally indignantly. “Of
course, the driver wasn’t to know. They were waiting for
him, and jumped into the 'bus before anybody could say
¢ tuppence !’ You've been dished!” -

- Tom Merry & Cpo. looked at one another blankly.

“0Oh, you thumping idiot, Gussy!” roared Blake wrath-
fully. “You silly cuckoo!”

Arthur Augustus gasped.

“Bai Jove, what have I done?” he asked faintly.
_“What have you done !” raved Blake. *“Didn’t you receive

that telephone-message? Oh, you ass! Just like our fat-
headed Gussy!”
" YPway, wait a moment,” said D’Avcy. “Theah is no
need for us to be disappointed. Theah are plentay of othah
motah-cars, and pléntay more gwub. We're within a few
minutes of the village, and theah’s a telophone at the post-
office. My ideah is to wing up the firm in Wayland and
tell them ¥0 wepeat the ordah!”

The junjors held- their breath.. -

“I mean we can have our picnic aftah all,” said Arthur
‘Augustus coolly, “If we’re quick we can wing up, and the
car will be healy by half-past thwee. The manager knows
exactly what I want, because I saw him this mornin’ and
awwanged it all. He’ll simply have to wepeat the ordab,
that’s all1”

“But—but the cost!” gasped Manners.

¢ Oh, that’s nothin’, deah boy!” : 3

“Nothing | ejaculated Blake. “Why, the bill came ¢
twenty-five pounés————-” .

“Yaas, that’s wight. It'll be the same again, I suppose.”

‘“ And—and you can pay——"

1 shouldn’t’ make the suggestion if T couldn't pay," said -

D’Arcy calmly.. “How does the ideah stwike you, deah
boys?™ ‘

'fhe dear boys were almost too breathless to answer.

“ Anothsh . twengy-five. quid blowed |” murmured Arthur
‘Augustus, under his breath. “Wippin'! That makes one
hundwed and seventy pounds altogethah. I'm gettin' on
splendidly !”

“Well, I don’t know how yow're doing it, Gussy !’ said
Monty Lowther. ‘But I think it’s a stunning wheeze. Let’s
telephone at once! If you're willing to shell out I sha'n’t
say anything. It ain’'t my bizney if you've been robbing a
giddy bank!”

“Weally, Lowhah!” .

“Oh, tf;y up!” said Blake quickly. “Let's get to the
dead with all these shocks, but

never mind about that. We'll make Gussy tell us the secret
of his wealth some day—there ain’t time now. Perhaps he's
found a recipe for making fivers{”

“You uttah duffahb!” -

The good-humour of the party was restored. Figgins &
Co’s raid was just what D’Arcy had wanted, and he was
feeling merry and bright. Upon telephoning he learned that
a repeat order could be executed within the hour. That
assurance made everybody good-tempered at once.

And at three-thirty a second huge motor-car drove up, and
this time the School House party piled into it—to the intense
astonishment of the New House fellows left behind, who had
been chuckling over the discomfiture of their rivals. Arthur
Augustus paid over the twenty-five pounds to the chauffeur
fn received a receipt. The juniors were getting used to
the lavish display of wealth by now—but they stared never-
theless, .

Arthur Augustus himself was in a state of wondering sur-
prise. Why on earth Mr. Poppe had given him the money
was & standing marvel—and why the stranger had made him

~promise to spend it all within the two days was still more of

an _enigma! .
‘However, D’Arcy had made the compact, and he was keep-

THIRTY DAYS FREETRIALIN

ETRIAL]

V. Free, Carciage Paid. Direct from Factory,
Wichout Deposst. High-grade, British-made MEA

‘COVENTRY FLYERS’®

WARRANTED FIFTEEN YEARS, \
f Puncture-Resisting or Dgnlop Tyreés, Brooks®
Saddtes, Coasters, Speed-Gears, etc, -
«~ 10s. to L7 o '5’-
EASY PAYMENTS FROM "¢ MONTHLY,
mnediate delivery. No'delay, Winner of Worl
R.v?e, - Tyres i-md #:t:soﬁesaél:lfmual)ym
~Wrue at once for Axrt ‘.,lo‘“‘
Spectal Ofer of Bample Machine, !

\ Y4 Mead Cycle Cove EEXT Liverpool

29Yra
Tee GeM Lisrany,—No. 429,

ing his word. In fact, he was rather enjoying the sensation
he was causing. -

The picnic was a huge success. After a long ride into the
country- the party halted near a little wood, and there-they
partook of a spread which quite eclipsed the banquet of the
previous evening, and that is saying a good deal 3

‘After that they started home again, and, coming through
Wayland they passed the picture-palace. Most of the juniors
took no notice of the building, but D’Arcy suddenly uttered
an exclamation. -

“Stop!” he said quickly, to the driver. *I'ye got a stun-
ning idea !” 2o

—

CHAPTER 11,
A Treat for Hundreds! Lan
(1] N idea?” asked Blake, as the car stopped.
“VYaas, wathah! I want to get wid of some
A more money—I—I mean—"" :

“Rid of some more money—eh?” chuckled
Lowther. “You're a wonder at doing that,

Gussy 17’

Arthur Augustus looked thoughtful.

“I've been considahwin,” he said. “We're havin’ a

iddy lot of pleasuah this aftahnoon, But theah are hun-
gwefis of poor kiddies who haven’t had any.”

Tom Merry & Co. looked ,at_their host curiously.

¢ What's the idea?” asked Bernard Glyn.

“Pway be patient, Glyn, deah boy! A few minutes ago we
passed the common—and theah were scores and scores of poor
childwen theah doin’ simply nothin'—""

“Well, what of it, ass?’" asked Blake,

T wefuse to be called an ass!”

“1 apologise, Gussy!” said Blake gravely. i

“Vewy well. My ideah is to give all those childwen a
tweat,” went on Arthur Augustus calmly. “In othah words,
T'm goin’ to hire the picture-palace for two hours, and then
fetch all those kids. - A picture show Will delight them more
than anythin’{” ®

“You fathead! What about the cost?” asked Tom Merry.
“Well, it won’t be more than twenty pounds!” said D’Arcy.
“ Not—not more than twenty pounds!” gasped Blake.
‘Oh, hellup! I'm done!” .

“I’ll interview the managah, anyhow.” .
And Arthur Augustus descended from the car, and walked
into _the Wayland Picture Palace. ’ T

His chums stayed in the car, and looked at one another in
silent wonder. gomehow they didn’t feel up to saying any--
thing.  Arthur Augustus had taken their breath away so
mimy times that they hardly had any breath left for them-
selves. :

The swell of St. Jim’s still had thirty pounds to dispose
of in order to keep his compact, and here was a chance of
getting rid of the bulk of it. Of course, he ¢ould easily have
purchased something for himself for the money, but he was
struck with the idea of doing a good tarn to the poor chil-
dren at Wayland. He didn’t see any reason why théy
s?ouldn’t be given a little pleasure as well as himself and hi¥
chims. 3

The manager was in the box-office himself, and Arthui
Augustus was very soon admitted.

“You wish to book some seats, sir?” asked the manager. .

“Well, yaas; I suppose I do, in a way,” replied D'Arey.
“It’s twenty minutes to seven now. I want to hire your hall
for two hours fwom seven till nine. It is wathah empty, a3
I saw when I entahed——"’ ’

The manager laughed. . g

“My dear young sir,” he said, “it’s utterly impossible far
you to hire the hall. The prige is altogether too much for
you to pay. And, in any case, what do you want it for?* -

“] want to fill it with poor childwen!”

“By George!” exclaimed the manager.

“I'm heah to do business!” went on Arthur Augustus
quietly, “What is your figuah?™

“T'm afraid you'll be rather disappointed when I mention
it,” said the manager rather impatiently. “I admit that my
hall, on a fine pvening like this is not very well patronised
until nine o’tlock, but I carmot possibly think of letting it be
filled with noisy children for less than—well, fifteen pounds!”

“Fifteen pounds!” said D’Arcy. “That iy wathah high.’
I'm willin’ to pay you twelve-pounds-ten for the two hours.”

The manager started. He could hardly believe his ears.

¢ Are you serious?” he asked quickly. -

For reply Arthut Augustus produced his wallet and laid
four fivers upon the pay-desk.

_ -“If you accept mﬁ' terms,”- he said, *I will hire the hall,
the

and you can use the othah seven-pounds-ten to tweat the
childwen to a whoppin’ feed of chocolates each as they come
in. Is it a bargain?”
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“The manager picked up the money hurriedly and
examined it . :
J¥IP¢ quite good I’? eaid Arthur Augustus calmly. )
'¥es, so I perceive. But, really, you must not be sur-
prised if I am rather taken aback,” exclaimed the manager.
“Your proposal is amazing, Yes, certainly you can have the
hall for tﬁz two hours stipulated, and 4 will see that the extra
seven-pounds-ten is laid out to good advantage in chocolates.”

Arthur Augustus beamed. .
e ¢ 17 he exclaimed., At seven o’clock I will bwing
the’ children.” .

And he hurried out. . -&

He re-entered the car, and it proceeded back to the com-
mon. Here the swell of St. Jim’s got out and gathered a
erowd of chiidren round him, He informed the little urchins
that if they. applied to the picture-palace for admission at
seven o’clock they would be Jet in free of charge, and would
eneh Teceive a treat of chocolates. "At first the children were

inclined to believe that it was @ hoax, but. they were con-

vinced at last. -

Fn:less than no time the joyous news spread like wildfire.
Excitement among the rising generation of Wayland was
intense, and at seven o’clack there were hundreds of children
waiting to be admitted to the bicture palace .

The motor-car, with Tom Merry & Co. within, was stand-

ing near the side of the road, and Arthur Augustus, smiling .

happily, directed the driver fo proceed

“I am feelin’ wathah light-hearted,” said D’Arcy con-
fidentially to his chums. “I’'m jollay. glad I thought of that
ideah} Just think of ‘the pleasure that will be given to those
poor childwen }? S - . .

Nobody replied. In fact, Tom Merry & Co. were looking
at one another rather askance. . They were all thinking that
Arthur Augustus was certainly a little wrong in the head.
~When the party arrived back at St. Jim’s they found that
Figgins & Co, were already there. The New. House juniors
had been prepared to crow highly over their. victory. Bnt
the knowledge that the School House fellows had had their
picnic after all tqok some of the enthusiasm out of them.
“Arthur Augusfus went upstairs to wash, and Blake & Co.
and.the Terrible Three immediately retired to the .almost
unrecognisable Stgdr No. 6 and held a hurried council.

The door gpened, ard Arthur Augustus entered.

“Youw're looking Jolly solemn, deah boys,” he said. “I
thoyght you’d be mewwy and bwight, aftah such a wippin®
aftahnoon,” S i
“You—you ain't feeling very well, are you, Gussy ?”” asked
Blp‘}{e hesitatingly. * You—you ook rather pale, you know.”
E Gweat Scott) Do I weally?? - | .

"% ¥ou look awful,” said Monty Lowther solemnly, “You're
pale, Gussy, and your eyes are shiny with fever. The best
thing you can do 15 to see a doctor.”

14'That’s it,” agreed Blake, taking D’Arcy’s arm, ‘‘Let’s
gg, down straight away.” _ ]

;;‘._‘Wdease me, Blake! I uttahly wefuse to see a doctah 1*
;-;‘;’l‘here are two ways you can go,” went on Blake grimly.
‘f,Ygu can.walk with us qiuietly or you can be taken down by
foree. Which is it to be *” . L

“¢“It’s uttahly widic !” he said calmly  ““But if you insist
upon my goin’ I can do nothin’ but agwee. T have no inten-
tion of being foreed down to the village, so I will go quietly,
Howevah, I shall expect a humble apology fwom evewy one
of ,you aftah you have been convinced of my sanity.”

Hom Merry & Co. looked uncomfortable.. They had ex-
pegted D’Arcy to protest and struggle violently. . But they
determined to go through with the business. - His actions
had been most unaccountable, and a doctor was the right
person to see. . s
. So, five minutes later, Blake & Co, and the Terrible Three
passed out of the gates, followed by many eyes, for Arthur
Augustus was now something of a notoriety. They had not
p;-ic])ceeded far when a figure was seen striding up from the
village. ) .
“Arthur Augustus uttered an exclamation.

*“Bai Jove ¥’ he said, starting forward.

‘CHAPTER 12,
: Mr. Poppe Explains,
ORD, EASTWQOD halted before the juniors.
- *“Arthur}? he exclaimed, in a gurious voice.
“ThHis is wunexpected, patah!” said Arthur
Augustug. ““You didn’t wire that you were comin’,

“Is the patah!®

or I would have met you at the station. But what's

the matter? You're lookin’ fwightfuily sewious.”. .
. With good reason, my boy,” mﬁd Lord Eastwood. ‘‘What
ig all this I hear? I have come Here ta get an explanation

from you.” .
““ An—an explanation1” R :
“ Yes.,, - - 5 . ' .
weohesoars - THE CONQUERING HEROES |”
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Arthur Augustus looked confused for & moment as he
realised that he had promised Mr. Poppe to tell nobody,
Then he smiléd. So his father, too, was suspicious of himg
The other juniors lagkéd on and listened in silence.

““What do you want explainin’, patah?” asked D’Arcy.

“I think you know.” Lord Eastwood produced & news«
paper from his pocket. “T heard several stories concerning
you which I could not believe,” he said. - “In Wayland this
evening, at the station, I bought a copy of the tocal evening

3 ‘

“Yaas; but—"* J

“One moment. It says in this paper that you géve ¥
gigantic feast yesterday at St. Jim’s,” went on his lordship
grimly. “The cost, the paper adds, must.lave been fully
fifty pounds. I also read that you spent a Iurther large sum
to-day on a motor-car picnie——""

“Bai Jove! How evah did the papah fet the facts?”

“ An enterprising reporter has evidently been interviewing
the firm who supplied the orders,” satdd IYArcy’s father.
“But that is beside the point. The news is contained in thig
newspaper; displayed in large type for everybody to see. I
mentioned something to one of the Wayland porters, and he
informed me that youn paid a lot of money to the pictures
palace for some hare-Brained scheme—-"

Arthur Augustus ga 3

“Weally, this is too bad!” he exclaimed indignantly. “%
am beir’ w’itten up like a giddy politician!”

“ A schoolboy who spends money so recklessly is bound t6
attract notice,” said Lord Eastwood sternly. “I bayve come
here, Arthur, for an explanation, You have not received thig
money from me—or from any relative, so far as I can. gathery
Where did you get it 3”

“T’m sowwy, patah, buf it's imposs,”

Lord Eastwoad frowned. . . .

“Impossible !’ be echoed. ¢ What do yon meani”

“T pwomised somebody that I would not say anythin’ {5
a soul until this evenin’—— Bai Jove, pewwaps it will be all
wight for me to tell you,” he added. *1I hive kept my word
now I come to considah it. Yaas, T will. Besides, I’ni
wathah suspicious of Mr. Poppe—¥ believe he is a lunatie.)”
A ';l}/[r Poppe!” ejaculated Blake.© “Who the dickens 8
0% =
“Yes, explain, Arthur,” said Lord Eastwood sharply.

So Arthur' Augustus, without any farther ado, told thé
story. ere was not much to tell, for he was considerably
in the dark himsel, o -

““That’s all,” he concluded. “Mr. Poppe merely give mé
the two hurdwed pounds, and made me pwomise to spend i#
all by to-night. I’ve done it, bai Jove, except for a tennah,
although it was a feahful wowwy at first. But, weally,
patah, T couldn’t wefuse- to do as Mr. Poppe wequested,
could 17 He saved my life, wemembah.” ’

Lord Eastwood looked thoughtful. - ’ o

“Your story is amazing,” he said slowly. “If ¥ did not
know you to be absolutely truthful, Arthur, I should doubt
it. Indeed, I can hardly believe the evidence of my earss
This man was certainly imsane.. To give a schcolboy two
hundred pounds o spend in reckless waste—" )

“Oh, go easy, patah !’ protested D’Arcy. ‘‘The money,
was spent-in a useful mannah.” s :

-He %kmced down the road as he spoke, and then, before -
his father could reply, he started forward a pace or two, and
his monocle dropped from his eye to the end of its silien

B

cord. .

o I‘;qeat pip!” he exclaimed. “T’'m blessed if heah isn'd
Mr. Poppe hmmself comin’® up the woadl” :
A man had just emer'ggg from the gap in the hedge, and
was now walking calinly fowards them smoking a fab cigar.

“I guess yowre the very young gentleman I wanted to
seey® he sgid to Arthur- Augnstus. “TLucky we're able to
meet so easity. Say, I'm very pleased with you, young *un!’%

Al eyes were fixed upon Mr. Poppe.

“This is my patah, Lord Eastwood,” said Arthur Augustusy
s"As"g mattah of fact, Mr, Poppe, we were just discussingt
you ! ’ :

Mr. Poppe raised his hat deferentially to the real live lords

“Say, I guess Pm.honoured to meet you, my lord,” he
said. “ Somehow I’ve got a kinder feeling that it’s owmg ta
my transaction with your son that yow’re around these parts,

JIf Fve caused you any trouble, I'm real sorry.”

“Please’ dor’t apologise,” repliéd Lord Bastwood quietlyy
¢TI shall be very interésted to know why you gave my son @
large sum of money, aind why you made such an astounding
éompact. with him?” - o

“It’s, dead vasy, my lord,” replied Mr. Poppe. .. ¢ Perhapg
you'd like to'see my card?” : ; - . .

He handed a s}ié) of pasteboard to Yord Eastwood. Hig
lorgshlp ‘read -aloud: , B

“*Jonathan Poppe, ‘Private Detective, New York City.”.

“Bai Jovel” . R
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r. Poppe smiled, .
! uegg’ it's about time I explained,” he said quietly.
-“Wa.af, I'm a man of few words, and T guess I'll start putting
you wise right now. . My meeting with this young gentleman
3wvas just what I wanted—it provided me with the one chance
1 had of getting the man I'm after.” - e o
“And who is he?” < s ;
- % His name is Ridgwell .Tlope, & criminal whose record is
about as black as an’ African nigger,” said Mr, Poppe. *The
New York police are offering e reward: of ten .thousand
dollars for his arrest—and you can bet your boots I want to -
freeie on to that money. :I guess there’s no need for me to
go into details, ".I tracked my man to England, and, to put
it short, located him in a small town called Wayland close
by here. In an hotel theve I overheard him ’phone to a gang
whom he works with™ in this country. I ﬁuoss they were
afraid to meet in the open, and so they planned over the
’phone that Hope should go off on a bicycle and meet his
pals in a car. Of course, I was on the job pretty slick.”
“MThis is intewestin’,” said Arthur Augustus, “Pway

pioceed ! : r .
. “T1’d better explain that Iope is a darned smart jewel:
thief, and he had on him a diamond necklace worth ten
thonsand English sovercigns. I bhadn’t got any proof that hé
iy notually my ‘man,” went on Mr. Pope; “but once 1
cm%.d lay hands on that necklace, I should have him as sure
as my name ends with an ‘¢.” .. Waal, I folloyved the crook on
another bicycle, and hung. well behind until the road was
nice and lonély. Then I infended to overtake him and
search him. But, goimg down a hill—it was real dark, rve-
member—Hope ran into a thundering: big stone and crashed
over. When I got to"him he was as unconscious as a -dead
cgyof’e, and I quickly took the opportunity of searching
e R

»

~%My hat!” exclaimed Tom Merry. *Was the necklace
on him?” .

“You bet your sweet life!” replicd Mr. Poppe calmly.
&Not only the necklace, but twe hundred pounds in bank-
notes. I guess I was good and elated at my success—for
I'd_sure got the scoundrel. It was my intention to hand-
cuff him and cart him back to Wayland. But I'd bardly
got the bracelets out whew I heard a car approaching. I
reckon I did some .quick. thinking. There wasn’t time to
move Hope, except to get him out of the way of the track.
If that car contained his pals, I was done—they’d do for me,
as if I was a gnat. ‘But 1 thought they might ride past
without seeing, so I skipped behind the hedge. But luck
wvas against me, and I was furious. The car stopped, and I
had to crouch there and see Hope taken away.  Since that
minute I've lost sight of Ridgwell. Hope altogether; but 1
guess I'll lay a hand on him before I'm done. I was scouting
around one day when I happened to find this young man in o
pretty tight fix in the river. Waal, I fished him out, and
made an arrangement with him—which arrangement you
already know.”

“But what on carth was your object?” asked Lord East.
wood curiously,

“To put it plain,” saidl Mr. Poppe, “I used your son as a
lure, I gave him two hundred pounds—Hope’s two hundred
pounds, so I didn’t lose anything—and told him to spend it
by to-night.”

““But why?” asked Lord Eastwood. ®Why?”

“Wadal, just consider the facts.” Mbr. Poppe blew a large
puff from his cigar. “Hope didn’t know that I was follow-
ing him that night, and I took the necklace and notes from
him while he was unconscious. Neither he nor his friends
knew whe had taken the gems. Hope would naturally hang
around this neighbourhood for such a prize as that necklace,
What would he think when he heard that a schoolboy was
spending cash like water? Why, sirree, he’d conclude that
the notes arid the necklace had been taken from his uncon-
cious form by that samo schoolboy: ~And what’s the logical
conclusion? He'd think that the necklace was still in the
boy’s possession, and would try and get it, even at a good
deal of risk. I don’t believe in working unless I have to, and
if I can trick Ridgwell Hope to St. Jim’s, all the better for
ne. In fact, I've got an idea that we shall sce Ridgwell -
Hope around this school this very night.”

And Mr. Poppe threw the end of his cigar away and looked
@b his audience with cool confidence. .

CHAPTER 13.
Captured!

’

plan, and was. highly pleased to find that Asrthur
Augustus had beep doing nothing wrong.
Tom Merry & Co., too, now. that they knew
everything, could not help chuckling among them-
Tue Gem LiBrArv.—No, 429, i

i LORD TASTWOOD was rather amused at the guaint

“looked about him with restless eyes.

D’Arcy Eelt

selves about their fears comceening D'Arcy. &
rather pleased with bimself, and decided that the remaiming
tenner should be expended upon a feed in Study No. 6 that
night—with Mr. Poppe as the guest .of honour.

The detective was perfectly willing. The juniors had faken
a liking to him, and he, for his part, was exceedingly pleased
with . Arthur Augustus. =

The party soon settled down to a good supper. In spite cf
the terrific feed in the afterncon the juniors proved that their
appetites wore unimpaired. ' Mr. Poppe kept them highly
interested with yarns-from his life.

In the midst of one of these Toby, the School IHouse page,
tapped at the Study door, and put his head in. .

“Excuse me 23

g ¥ Wél!, what is it, Toby?”

“There’s a %gntleman downstairs, who wants to see Master
D’Arcy,” explained Toby. “I thought I'd better come and
tell you first, young gents, as I knew you was making
.merry.” -

- “ A gentleman to see me?’” asked Arthur Augustus won-
deringly. -
- Mr. Poppe snapped his fingers triumphantly.
- “Gee whiz!” he ejaculated. “I guess it’s my man!” .
. “Shall I.show the gent in, Master D’Arcy2” Toby asked,
with a rather bewildered look. :
. Mr. Poppe rose to his feet.
- “Yep, sonny, show him right up as quick as you like!”
~ Toby disappeared.
. *Now, see here,” went on Mr. Poppe quickiy. “Ten to
one this‘is the man I'm after—he’s come here for that neck-
tace, and I guess he’ll find some bracelets instead! I want
all you youngsters to clear out, with the exception of D’Arcy.
éIl’_llkr'ef}rnuin in here, with my hand on a six-shooter. Now,
ick ! ’

. Before the juniors khew it, they were bundled .out of the

i _

study, and the detéctive slipped behind the big lounge chair,
and was completely hidden from view. Arthur Augustus
was still’ Iog)km%round rather dazedly, when Toby escorted
the visitor in. - He was & tall man, with a thick beard, and

) ; tl As soon .as Toby had
disappeared he closed the door sharply and faced Arthur
Augustus, o : T

““You know me, eh?” he demanded roughly.

“ Weally, sir—" ? -

‘I¥'s no use your pretending to me, young shaver,” said
Ridgwell Hopg sharply. “I guess I've seen facts concern-
ing you. You've been spending money like water. Waal,
you got that money out of my pocket, while I was lying in
the road unconscious.” ’

“You uttah scoundwel !” exclaimed Arthur Augustus, who
knew that the criminal now stood before him. Hope, who
was sure that D’Ai‘cy had taken the money, had no hesitation
in_speaking outright, for he thought that D’Arcy was an un-
principled young scamp. Any boy who could rob an injured
man must certainly be devoid of seruples.

“You took two hundred pounds and a necklace——"

“Say, ain’t you givin’ us too much chin-music?” “

Mr, Poppe’s icy voice cut through the air, and Ridgwell
Hope, spinning round, gazed point-blank into the muzzle of
& revolver. : -

¢ Poppe!” he gasped.

“J guess this gun’ll go pop if you try any trick!” sai
the detective grimly. “I've got you, Ridgwell Hope, ?f,ig
yﬁu’% best %wi) in t:mglly. I've got t,llxe necklace, too, and
all the proofs I want. To-morrow yowll start back with n
for New York—" me

- ¢ Hang you!” snarled Hope.

And he made a dash for the door. With one wrench it was
open—but Tom Merry & Co, were out in the passage. Tho
c¥iminal ran right into them, and in a moment he was
sprawling on the floor beneath a pile of juniors. -

“I thought you'd run your head into the frap, clever as
you are,” said Mr. Poppe, with satisfaction, asxp ‘he slipped
the handeuffs on him. “It’ll interest you to know that I
set this yer little trap for your especial benefit. I had an
idea that that ten thousand pounds necklace would lure you
to this yer academy. Waal, it’s here; but I guess it’s in my
pocket ! :

- The criminal was led away utterly downcast. At the
moment of victory he had met defeat, and he was almost
speechless with rage and chagrin, )

‘And that was the last the juniors saw of Mr. Jonathen
Poppe. -

THE END.

‘ARE YOU READING PROSPER HOWARD'S SCHOOL STORIES IN “CHUCKLES,” 3*?
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YEAYTHE FIRST INSTALMENTS.

"REGGIE WHITE, an orphan, is be-
friended by MR. ANTHONY DELL, a
millionaire film-producer, and given a
position as actor in his company. :

A scene is being filmed near an old
house, and Silas Shock, the operator,
climbs on to the roof of a shed to take
the_picture, - ) ’

The rgof collapses, and Mrs. Horace
Dell—Dell’s sister-in-law—who is acting in
the piece, picks from the ruins a pocket- J
book, which i found to be full of bank- §

nates, - .
. Mr. Rankin, a neighbour of Mr, Dell’s,
who uses the name of Startlefield, learns
thrqugh some papers found with the bank-
notes that he has a son living of whom,
owing to a quarrel with his wife, now
dead, he has not previously heard. He
determines, therefore, to engage detec-
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tivés to find his migsing boy. e
" “Some time later Startlefield introduces
to ‘Reggio a boy who professes to be his
gofr, and the boy proves to be Hubert

stopped just beyond him.

" The next moment Silas Shock dashed past him. But the photographer

“ Qracious !’ he cried, * It's you, Master
Reggie 1** (See page iii of cover.) .

ixon, an unscrupulous youth whom
Reggie has met hefore.

Johnson Sprague, a gardener employed by Startlefield, s
killed by an explosion, and the fact that he was wearing
afsold suit of his master’s at the time leads people to suppose
that the dead man is Startlefield. :

iddeing suspicious of foul play, Startlefield disappears, and,
meanwhile, an inquest is being held,

Mr, Wafkingdean, a witness at the inquiry, suggests that
g)gwtleg:&d was killed by a new explosive in which he was
crested. 3

{Now read on.)

£

The Verdict,

The Police had no knowledge of any such find. .

“ A little might still be upon the cornices and the top of
the furniture,” suggested Walkingdean. .
+-As the inquest was being held in a large front room quite
near the wrecked study, 1t was_ quite easy for the coroner
to order an immediate investigation.

Two officers were sent off, and when they returned in a
moment or two they had complete evidence. The first held
wphis right-hand forefinger, which was quite blue.

#4T pot this by rubbing my finger along the top of a
biirean,” he explained. “ My man here tried the top of a
pidture-frame. He can show you his finger.”

The other man’s finger had a very slight blue discolor
ation. :

;. Mr. Walkingdean showed considerable distress of mind, but
said nothing. S

The next witness was Mur. - Startlefield’s -““son.” Hubert
Nixon played his part admirably. The subject of his recent
change of fortune was not touched upon. :

- Hubert’s evidence was kept almost entirely to the subject
of his “father’s” interest in explosives, and he brought out
some yvery interesting *facts.” -

.Not one of the jury or witnesses—excepting those who were
n~the plobr-aplpeared to have the slightest suspicion that
they were really holding an inquest on this half-crazed
gardener himself, and that the person who was really missing
was Startlefield himself. o
““Réggie could not remain to the end of the inquest, but
later in the day he heard the conclusion of the whole matter.
She verdict on the supposed bedy of John Startlefield was

. #Killed by an accident.” < ) -

That evening, when R)ag(fie recounted the s{ory to Mr.
Btartlefield—who had moved no farther away then Wimble-

. don, and who had made quite a difference in his appearance

by a change into shabby clothes—he found himself listened
to with intense interest. e & ™ y

It proved to him that- Hubert was working hand and glove
with the meh who Were plotting against him, and whose
eruel schemes had included assassination. )

Mr. Startlefield’s great desire seemed to be to find out
what the conspirators would do when they had got his prc-
perty into their hands, and—as he explained to Reggie—he
was willing to lose a bit on the experiment,

So very little more was planned just then. .

“Keep in touch, my boy !’ he said, when they parted.
“ Just keép in touch b 1 want to see what will happen when
that boy actually does come into my money.” } :

The next time that Reggie met Startlefield he found that a
hitch had occurred in the experiment. The cause was very
fully explained, but it was of such a nature that another
person had to be taken into the secret that Mr. Startlefield
was not really dead. )

“T forgot all about my cxccutor,” Startlefield explained.
“He is a_City merchant, and of the straight-up-and-down
sort who don’t like mysteries. As soon as ever the accident
took place, he steépped in, and refused point:blank to let
anyone touch a penny of my money. He paid off all the
servants the monient the inquest was over, and sent down a
caretaker to look after the housa. .- ] :

“In fact,” went on Mr. Startlefied, “he behaved in a
manner that showed he_ distrusted the coroner’s verdict, and
believed that there had been foul play. He offered to allow
Hubert two-pound-ten a week till the will was proved, which
1 do not believe he would have done for twelve months.”

Reggie expressed admiration for this loyal friend. Mr.
Startlefield agreed that he deserved it.

“But,” he went on, “I wanted to see what these plotters
were going to do, so I had to go and interview my executor.
It gave the poor gentleman a terrible turn to see a ghost
walk in. I had a lot of trouble to get the good man to do as
I wished, bhut ha consented, after much persuasion, and he is

roving ‘the will, and letting Hubert take possession of tho
1 Ouset" T = . 12 I . : LA )
“And the money?? asked Reggie. :
Ko A M i meg%m Lisnary.—No. 429..
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knew them co

“to be a “talkmg film.” .

:Shosk, who la

“Not mnch of it. You see, the will constitutes him
Hubert’s guardian.” - -

On_ this occasion Mr. Startlefield came out with a sur-
prising proposal. - He produced a bunch of keys. .

“Here are my keys,” he said. “I don’t know if you
would like to make use of them.” .

“ What do you mean?” asked Reggie.

“I mean, find out what is going on in that house. There
are some very ingenious hiding-places there, and anyone who

spend hours in the house without being

discovered.”

Somehow_the idea fascinated Reggie. It was not that he
liked the idea of acting spy. But the circumstances of the
whole case were so unusual that he felt there was nothing
at all di ful in this kind of 5£yin 3 .

So, without & word to show that understood, Reggie
eccepted the mission,

A Queer Hogsehold, .
It was not very long before Reggip took the opportunity
which Mr. Shﬁﬁelg}s keys gave it’;n of getting into the
house where Hubert Nixon was now the masier. :
But first he learned as much as he could abont the honse.
hold and its occupants, in which endeavours he fourid himself
greatly assisted by the discoveries of Ben Whesler, Mr. Dell’s
one-time chauffeur. Mis conversation with Ben was quite
accidental. \
“It's a queer show in there!” said Ben, the day after Mr.
Startlefield gave Reggio the keys of his house. ™ Your old
chum Hubert Nixon is haying the time of his life, I faney!”

" -Reggie was eager for inforpation.

““There’s two of them,” went on Ben—*‘the young hopeful
and his ¢ tooter.” And a handy kind o’ man the tooter must
be, seeing they’'ve got that h&phce and no servants, with
¢ pa’ always drgping in to smoke his pipe and sip his whisky
by the kitdhen fire.” .

“You mean young Nixon'’s father?” asked Reggie.

Ben nodded.

“'There's a swindle, if ever there was one!” he declared,
with a decisive shake of his head, thus indicaﬁn%]the awhole
subject of Hubert’s mnewly-discovered relationship to Mr.
Startlefield. ‘It is a put-up job, if you ask me, and there’s
one man on our show who thinks the same as me, and expects
tc{dget’ wise about the whole business before we are much
older.” -

‘“ And who is that?” inquired Reggie. -

Ben Wheeler winked solemnly.

“There are some folk about who can do better than turn
machine-handles!”” he replied, with mysterlous suggestive-
11e88. .

“VYou mean Silas Shock?” .

“Now, I didn’t say so!”” retorted Ben. “But, since you'v
mentioned his name, let me tell you that our Silas has got
more in his head than cotton-wadding, and he’s not saiisfied.
Mind, what I’'m telling you don’t come from him! Have
you ever met Master lfugert’s ¢ tooter ' ¥’

Reggie had not met the tutor, and, frapkly, he was some-
what surprised that that young hopeful should think of sur-
rounding himself with men of learning now that he was in
possession of his property,

“Well, you may take it from me,” went on Ben, *that
he’s no more a tooter than I am. He's in there because
he’s got a hold over the boy. He’s called Stancombe.”

., In e moment Reggxe understood how affairs were standing
in the Startlefield hou i

Stangombe had either inspired or assisted to carry out the

wicked plot by which Hubert was to become the possessor

“of Startlefield’s'mouey, and the blackmailer was not content

to keep out of sight while the youth and his real father
reali the fortune. On the contrary, he had constituted
himself “one of the family,” and was on hand not only to
veap the full harvest of fortune when it came, but to do a
little gleaning in the meantime while affairs were being

settled,

Reggie learned: from Ben that these two—Hubert Nixon
and Mr. Stancombe—wvere the occupants of the house, and
varely left each other. Even when they went out it was in
company.

That dey was a busy one on a new film, which was rather
a new departuré in its way for the boy actor, becauss it was
o be ! r. Dell had not been very enthu-
siastic about, the idea, as he regarded talking films as a-
very poor mixture of two arts that were much better kept
separate. - : Pz : :

“A talking film is like a mule,” he said, “and is a-disgrace
to both its parents.” .

But he consented to please that enthusiastic inventor, Silas

o lataly had been keen on speech-recording cylinders
and phonographs generally. - 5 R

"the door was locked, and the. key had bee

_in uso showed something of the character of the two occuﬁ:nts.

Reggie’s fiest sensation when he heard his own .vgse on
the gramophone was of consternation. He had an iderithat
he spoke in a rather muffled and dgentle tone, whereas in
reality he had a singularly clear and resonant voice, capeble
of all kinds of musical inflections. o

“Good gracious !” he said. Do I talk like that?”

“Much better as a rule,” returned Silas. “You were
nervous and high-pitched, talking into a machine for the first
time. We'll &ry again!” .

After the voice-recording was concluded Reggie got a

-chance to ask Silas a few questions about the Startlefield -

household, but he only got snubbed for his pains, Silas at
times could be very unapproachable, and even nasty-tempered.

“I mind my business, Master Reggie,” he said, ‘“and I
leave others to mind theirs. ¥You've got no eall to think I
know anything about the matter at all. If a man sets him-
self out to be chuckleheaded, and let swindlers get his pro-

‘peﬂg, that’s his business, not mine!”
T “But I

thought perhaps——" 5

“Look here, Master Reggie,” interrupted Silas, “your
thoughis are free as air, and I don’t want to say a word about
’em. It's your speech just now that I don't want, so give
it a rest!” i

““What bas come over the beggar?” wondered Reggie, as
be walked away. . L .

That evening he nearly ran into Hubert and his “ tooter
coming away from Mr. Startlefield’s house, and as they passed
a sudden impulse came to him to use the bunch of keys that
had come into his possession,

There was no one in sight as he reached the entrance-gaie,
so he quietly slipped into the grounds, and found his way
around to a side entrance of which he had the keg;

Inside the house he found things much as ke had expected
to find m. A goodish layer of dust was covering the
furpiture in most of the apartments, and only two or three
rooms gave s;:{ evidence pf having been used. -

These looked very much as they might be expected to look
when twa or three metieare runnipg the place without any
wamenfolk to exercise their domestic energies; but occasional
efforts at “cleari up” werg traceable—indeed, Reggie
nearly fell over a broom that was resting against the hat-
rack, . ;

The big dining-room was chill and dusty, but a pleasant
bregkfast-parlour bore evidence of serving as living-room,
parlour, and kitchen, for the gas-stove had a “ring,” on which
still rested a frying-pan. )

In a cupboard were numbers of eatables, including a ‘big
pile of rasheérs, ‘and about half of a ham, evidently bought
ready cooked to save trouble. Bottles were also imr evidence,
and, strangely enough, most of these were empty mille bottles,
proving that the occupants of ihe house were not as eager in
putting out the returns as they were in taking in the full ones.

A teapot and a kettle and part of a pound packet of tea

+

‘proved that one ‘or both of the eccupants liked Dr. Johnson's
favourite beverage. :

Reggie looked around for j)apeis, as the discovery-of incrimi-
nating eyvidence in black and white was the chiéfy part of his
mission ‘
But here he was disappointed. Not a scrap of writing
could he find, - - ) : £ ar o= ‘
Just a3 Reggie was leaving the breakfast-parlour he gave
a little start of surprise, for he saw what looked like a familiar

.object.

This was a queer-shaped table that stood in the window.
It was not more than two feet square, and the special feature
of "it was that it had very deep sides, giving more the

.impression of being a box on four legs than a flat table.

But_ it was net its wnusual shape that struck Reggie; it
was the fact that he had only once before seen & similar

_artiole of furniture, and the place where he had seen it was

among some of Mr. Dell's most recently acquired “proper-
ties.” 1In fact, he had used the very twin of that table in one
of his most successful recent picture dramas.

Probably he would not have noticed this table in a rcom
that was rather over-furnished had it not been for the
similarity that specially caused him to feel an interest in it.

He passed to the wrecked study, but could not enter it, as
n removed. From
ottside he had seén that the window of this room had been
roughly boarded, and that no,eﬂcirt had yet been made to
repair the damage .done by the explosion.
t was getting fairly dark by now, eo

ie made a hasty
search of the upper part of the house.

he two beg-rooms

One-—the garments lying about proved it to be Stancombe’s—
looked fairly neat, as the bed had been made up, but it was
“a lick and a promise " kind of neatness, - )

The other room was an ergy. Reggie doubted #f the bed
A {Continued on puge {ii of the cover.)
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el (Continued Srom previous page.)
fiad ever been made sinee Hubert took
garments lay about everywhere,
Those garments !
Reggie felt mean as he went through ull the pockets, but no
pers of any importance came to light.
ow for the kitchens!” thought Reggie.
heastly job 17
. The kitchens were on ihe ground floor, hehind the parlours.
~Oily onc of these appeared to e used, though upon every
availabla table the cearcher found piles of unwashed plates,
Knives, cups and saugcors,
© Of these there was a huge stock, and it appeared that the
two hermits were working threugh them methodically. "
. “They'll have to have a special washing-up day soon,’
thonght Reggie, as he noted the almost empty china closets.
Almost as Reggie thought these words, he heard a slggh!-
creaking noise near him. 1t was just such a sound as might
‘bu-cansed by -a window being pushed open from outside.
Reggie stood back into the protection of a large cupboard,
sud watched, half expecting to sec ene of the windows raised.

possession, and

i :
“T hate this

Two of a Trade.

Baut, instead, a door opened. and a man cautiously centered.
By this time it was nearly dark, especially in that part of the
louse, so that it was difficult to see very clearly, but the man
had a familiar appearanco,

The next moment Reggic kneyw him.

Silas Sheek !

* What on carth is he doing here?” thought the boy.

Silas passed through the kitchen and out into the passage,
disappearing tito the breakfast parlour, and the boy followed
Tim as far as the door. g
Then through the crack he saw some surprising happen-
ings, * : g

Silas went straight to the small table in the window whieh
had caught Reggie's attention, and opened it. A

Yes, that strange article of furniture really appeared to ho
a box, after all, and, theugh the opeuing was at the side
instead of at the top, it was clearly intended to answer the
purpose of a box. ; :

Reggic saw Silas make a movement as if he were taking
something out of the box, and, in his desive to sece more
clearly, he must ‘have pushed rather heavily against Lh.o door,
for that contrivance emitted a most thrilling *‘ereak.” 5

There was a “snap ” from the table as if it had been closed
“up again, and the next moment Silas Shock darted past him.

But the photographer stopped in his sudden flight only
' just beyond him. ;

“- “Gracious!” he cried.  “Tt’s you, Master Reggie!  And
Lycarly laid you ouf as T dashed by. Tt was half in my mind
ta give you a rather smashing under-cut just for luek, but I

¢ saw who you were just in rime.  What on carth are you

doing here 77

** Peering around,” replied Reggie, somewhat awlkwardly.

* Better you were minding your own business,” said Silas
grufily ; and then, as he secmed to refloct on some possible

xplanation of the meeting: ““Perhaps, though, you're on
i same game as [ am?” ¢ i

This opeming secmed a good one for Reggie, as it enabled
bim 1o give the rcason for his presence. It had better be
“explained here that, in spite of the v y suspicious civenm-

* stances in which he had discovered Silas Shock, he never for
& moment suspected his object as being in any way dishonest
or improper, aud he saw that Silas was regarding himself
with equal charity.  “ On thé same game as T am*” was con-
~oquently a good statentens of the ¢ and a sound begin-
ning for explanations. J .

I belieye that T am.” replicd Reggie. At least, T am
tryving to get to the bottom of all the wickedness that ic going
an i this house.”

Silas grunted, .

*Theu coal-mining is a fool to your job{* hé remarked.
“The wickedness goes deeper than aiy Yorkshive pit.  Bug
Pm afraid, my boy; that this time I have stolen a march on

" yon.  Pm getting the noose round a neck, and by the time
you are posted in all I know. it will be about time to pull the
sip-knot tight !” Tear
" He seemed to be pleased at his own simile, for he chuckled
~rrimly. :

" ““Though 1've gof one hone to pick with you.” he added.
" You gave me such a start just now that T nearly smashed

‘the eyhnder. !

* What cyhnder?”’ asked Reggic.

“Last night’s conversation,” retwrned the man _of the
camera.  *These old villains meel here every evening, and
quareel about the plunder. . They don’t know who is listen-
ing ¥

“ Do yon mean-—— ; g : ;

“No. Fdon’t {7 snapped Silas, e was in one of his sharp,
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explosive moods. I don’t mean anything T haven’t told you
yet: and if you'll listen without interrupfing, you will know
all T mean to tell yon. TI've fixed a epeaking-tube from that
reom to the garden, and T can sit under a bush—which T do
hours at' a stretch—and hear enough to interest an arch-
bishop.™

“But what about that eylinder 7%
. " That eyhnder made me a thief, or a borrower
vou like. 1If you ever hear Mr. Dell ask what became of his
carved Georglan card-table, yeu may now know who took it
away. 1 did, Master Reggie. It has a box in if, that nicely
holds one of my record-making phonographs.” .

“1 thought I recognised that table,” said Reggie.

“ I thought I"d broken my back the night T got it aver the
wall.” returned Silas.

“ But surely—-="

“Boy, you wait!” said Silas. - *“This plan of mine wasn’t
thought of yesterday and carvied out to-day. That hox-table
was in this house before our young hopeful and hLis tuior
moved in. T acted quick on this affair. I made my plan an
hour after the explesion—— Now—will—you—wait—and—not
imterrapt 77
_ This hint was a check on a sentence of inquiry Reggie was
Just going to speak. !

“You saw the explosion,” Silas went on. *“So did I, for
we ywere on the top of the studio together. But I saw some-
thing else that I don’t think you saw. I saw a man cause
that explosion.”

“So did 1,” said Re

“Gun shine!” ejac

asked Reggie.
whichever

e.

¢ ated  Silas, “And I thought you
didn’t!  Well, anyway, I saw what would very likely happen
fater, and I fixed in  my speaking-tube and phonograph. 1
was puzzled which room they would use most, and I have a
neat little arrangement in the big one in front, and also in
the servants’ pariour; but I guessed right ahout this being the
place. As T told you, I can stand ontside and listen, When
they get interesting, I clap on the phonograph.”

ie was startled at the thoroughness of Silas Sheek’s

“Then I have to get into the house and got my record, wind *
the machine, and fix another, I guess 1'lF do that now.”

There was a few moments’ interval while the deed was being
done, after which Silas rejoined his young friend.

“Don’t yon bang against me in the dark,”
*“These records are as brittle as glas
pocket.  Did you go to the inques

“Yee,” said Reggie,

“Did  you hear the
Walkingdean 2 I

Regygie said that he had heard if.

*That man is a nut!” remarked Silas. “ITe was here lasé
night, e is causing a regular flutter in the henroost.”

Silas chuckled again at,the thought.

*“He is a queer sort of chap altogether,” he went on. . Ag
far as I ean malke out, his business is phrenology, and Stan-
combe g6t hold of him in sone shady deal. e can tell lies at
a rate that would make Ananias perspire, and never turn a
hair. They primed him up with the explosion story, and
promised him a neat little nest-egg for his trouble.”

Here Silas Shock charged his pipe, and solemnly lit it, but
quite abruptly extinguished the fAame again.

I mustn’t show a light in here with these windows.”

He resumed his remarks about Walkingdean :

**The trouble was,” he went on, ** that Walkingdean wanted
his money, which was a goodish lump, paid right away, and
there has been a hitch about it Walkingdean is not a
particularly ecasy sort of man to disappoint when hard cash
1s involved, and he came last night in quite a nasty mood.
The joke is, he has raised his price pretty muech, having
learned the art of blackmail pretty thovenglly from Stan-
combe, T suppose.”

* What's.that 2 asked Reggie, hearing a noise.

"By Jove! Theyre .back!” said Silas. “They're. at
the back door! We'll make for the front door. It opens on
a Jateh.”
_But as they neared the front door. the nnmistakable sound
of a ey in the loek stopped them. At the same moment they
hreard a sound in the kitchen. .

* Upstairs, and wust to luck ! said Silas.

So up they went. .

But they were seen, or heard, for a voice, probably Stan-
combe’s, was heard:

“‘They're going upstairs !

The next moment the pa and landing were flooded
with light. Reggie felt himsell diawn into a bed-room by
Silas just as his eyes met those of Hubert Nixon standing in
the passage below,

Tu the bed-room Silas switched on the light.  The fush
thing he did was surprising.  Reaching up, he placed his
precionus eylinder on the top of a wardeobe, -

“I must make that safe, anyway.” he said.
founded pipe cansed all this mischief 172

(Another tong instalment_ef this splendid seriol story nexd
Wednesday.,  Order your copy carly.) -

he cried.
. and I've got one in my
’

evidence of a johunie called

After them !”

“My cone




2y : _.“THE GEM" LIBRARY.,

A Cash Prize for Every Contributor to this Page. -

CE n|u~l sereen e loights,
- 8o 2 he blad hhlglud the avindow of Tiis bed-roon,
o e woke up, but as it was still dark. he turned
 over SniSnMD <leep ;eg;qin. : i :
Kt Tasge, ine (hat he had had ~ sufficient  sleen, and

y fhe continued darkuess, he-got” un and opened
; Th(' wm(hn% ; 3
TR was e
o woirk.
S Where
artwved. "
T Share, u
L Sihhatis al
wels voul yeste
Denny. Ipswiels:

{"xld\\'lig_lfht. so ho dressed himself and hurried off

cyou been?” asked 4he foreman. when he
saud Pat:
swered s hudh where

—Hontian by 18 G,

3 ve overslept nesel,”
sy well,” the foreman
: l“d the-day before?

B e o

'l' ‘P)l‘l(
Bill %nw‘

4 of « lruutl thine yeled,” & Eye
Adold \QH Ia(fom l‘haL E won'i ha\ = the Kids enery the eonls
- from the shied m 1y bost bat " Howld sor Hke it i G wus

aEs ::kmylm, his botter-half e A Tt =i
gepgtelr. - _ ey ol S .
“Tere. BHLE sk sard scoldly. ston _chinning o
minnte!  You've '-pm‘w the =hapeof thit there hot already
with: your faurgbheads and ax you ‘work eosl all-day at’ the
“whark whatedoes that little - extea bt of dust® in yonr hat
% Nl v -m\_mnnihm; to make 4 fuss about, |

32 l(‘d“)’ the  dust " T ohivet 0. responded ~the
mfun Lh‘.(l Bil: *hit T wear that hat in the evenings, and if
Laakear of my head-while T out. i leaves a black. wack
rannd v fehead. © So. of course, T gels accused of svash-
ing v fhee withs vy Hat on!"—Sent inchy Ho Selomons,
Mile Fuorl Read 3. =

“

ALCH-EAR-FVUL PROSPECT.

i the lunxu‘-l s shop the seissoré chicked merrily away, and
the Laaber's dog tay o the floor close pesides the chair.
looking ip infently all the lum ar (h oceupant who was
ha’i‘il v his hair céut.

“ Niee dog thet ¥

“sand the customer appeovingle. * He

m\- very foud 01‘ Swatching his n-v-,n: at “mf- tow.”
Sttt that,” — suid the-

hiandly.
i Yv\M n‘w

.mdux ~n-:Lm;,
H Some lmu- T joukas
Cand tulke s B

R ELRRE S ST i (‘iptv

%'-":EM“:"'-'."

-ass yon inthe

Cof shsaneitions shé adiil

“had made adl u.ommt)wm carvefally,
_one would know m fh( scens Umt was ln ving enseted hehind

sypenced the g

As the “hCM“ Storyetie Competition has J ’l you
“proved so popular, it has been decided (o ran-

(r\f}l]1 ING INFORMATION 3

“ P very [)1('1‘~(|| to wect yon,
is it not?’
“¥Yes, that's richi.’
"'Hn\u o livid here very
¢ About fonr vear
“Where do you ork?

“ P émployed in « me
.\tmmm xph( v. T presnme

Fos.

~ lhm S your owh unnph X101,
“*Sir 1
* Do vou make vour own dres
S Lnever was msulted so_mne

Your nane is Mi e,

long 7

"» office. ™

I suppose?”

What do

in all v iife!

vou mean by .nl\lnl,\ me so nany nersonal gquestions? - At our
lirst weeting, {oo !
“Pmsorry if 1 have offended vouws bk veu see, b gt

stecet some dad . Swhen Cavont \\'eLlluu" \\uh
stionld spealk to NOTi, OIS PN LRV 4L faosv

it 1 should le t #l Ly

e aticat O s e 10 b

wy wife,

able W andwer spme ol thenr T —-Sent i o Bchvawdy Pitkin,
o5 INoiv s ‘unsmuu N : ) R
: ONTE Ul ]ll"!-'\ H'IH K ‘HL\h‘ZI‘H'i.‘R '
H~ carvetully Tocked the door behisd him. No one shonkl

i do "u dreadid-ds «(! He canld o donger stand the

\-m]v 5 md teers ofchissfrie ml~ o oByen: hiz fown pariicolay
fricnd hiddnened wesilist hin. and this wis the bist steaw,
e wendd T end i 2l He diad been teving dor sovers)

go. “but alvways at the last
v hi wasdetermined!  He

No one shoula seo—un

months fo smmnGic ne his: conr
soment 16 b Tailed iy~ To-c

the closed «boe: .
Mhat 4 be Taihed? ]u-‘nh the Hmu-.;uf ke wast not fadb!
Adit - What was that—a footsten? Bt it passedion and

aff was gitet again.
Now  he  braced

Iinnself together, and with a Jook of

detebmination’ bé picked np the deadly § capon: - - 1'ebe e
= sure, b sharpened it ol jis odge was us keen as anv razbe's
W 'Ih adfearful glance round. : 'li with-vuhifved aem,: he von

\ﬂ\ dend, ”

Blo »(l' I ||.;:h His l-mJ n.mhlml '.\l".-,-x' feir s o

“avauald Ao fail this thoe!

The ceconds erevt slowly by, and pa ,Ld lnln mu cles. A
- last the deed was aee nlm)lbh('ll’

He had had bisHirst shive '=—Sa b i lr\ A Ddhmn Bolton.

3 : e W .\r.\Q(v!H‘. PREE-0F T
= i 2 b Geod-morming, M Ry
s--w-lﬁi-l.-.-I" ~top . gveated - the ~waiter i

thre big ity holels 03 - hopo
(Il’(»\tv' thie - bottle - oaf
. whisky oL left “dn - yoir  voobn

1o Rociholtes <this_novel feature im conjunction with our ,'A”’(. FN L i
e 7 p_ as opretty s e,
\H\HI\L. zew Companion Paper, :. l’)ld\"hi‘a Favmoy R\u‘np. Fuib

Fwo vien met at vhi corner ¥ b s .p.m'hwl i, <2 init.
of © the stecet s andy -—“being THE BOYS FRIEND ld" .' by 'I““;, that *"phlﬂl FO S0l
‘xull(]\ pdli.\((l o u\thun_'_'n - B up had tm- ~llunm-l sEreatn
greetings al”indulge 1 a "’ PubliShed every Monday’ .:, of . ‘\\d.fll T everstackled.
little neighbourly, gossip. - in oyder to gjye moie of our readerga chan‘e _The thing came near to e k-
L SO (‘\(]Hlli(cl one - of ,of winning one of our useful Money Prizes, .‘ g nie- thioueh chowintow.
them suddenly, “have vou' A° The “waiter locked puzzled.

Watson, the Tiyou know-a

i< dovking -~ for

heard that eld
Phauk amanagor,

-né_ﬂ.-uﬂ.%é.?.w.n.-.',-.‘.-.-..-g-.--h

a_clopk 77 o S

W B it was oy lusl. \v«-(-}—;
whe I ho' ongnged nmes
one,” said the ather.

B 'Vos, " swnl his o fricnd,
“That’s the one he's looking
for!”"—~Sent i by J Slack.
West Gorton. =

8

a really funny joke, or a short,
* inferesting paragraph, send italong(ona post-
card) before you forget it, and address it to: a5 h
The Editor, THE BOYS' FRIEND and GEM, !l 34- you did!
Gough House, Gough Square, Fleet Street, E.C, the
i.ook out for YOUR Prize Storyette in next n
SR eek’'s GEM or BOYS' FRIEND.

-B---’-’ - --i..--‘-.-.---.---.-I-.-..-

“Syphon s et gaspeéed,
S Why,= Fodicht't- send vp wiy
~.\'])hnn." :

'h'-'-

asserted
favmer.s ¥ Ip-wasoesd, and
bowud with ‘brass -bands.”
“Great. Scott - A hat was tun
dmunmh( fire n\lmfruhh e
—8ent o by Ll Hathaway,
Shofiad. =2 % a8 st

20 1-18

IEI



