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OVER THE BANK WITH BANKS!

(An Exciting Scene in the Grand Long Complete Story in this issue)
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for Next Wednesday :

‘**ALL THE WINNERS!”
By Martin Clifford.

Next week’s great yarn will appeal to all who like genuinely
immorous stories, and especially to those who are interested
in the egregious Baggy Trimble. This fine specimen of the
British boy as he ought not to be goes in for a “get-rich-
quick >’ motion, not quite on the lines of those started
by Fisher F. Fish, of Greyfriars, for Fish is more
astute than Baggy, and would gather in the shekels
if only public opinion were not so strongly against
his methods. Baggy’s idea is to scoop the pool in a
racing competition.  Of course, he has not the necessary money
for the cntrance fees, and equally of course, he tries to borrow
it. In the course of his efforts in this direction he issues
broadeast invitations to spend Christmas with him at * Trimble
Hall”—invitations which lead to a good deal of fun and, in
the long run, to some anxiety and perplexity, Readers will
learn next week what happens after Baggy has, by the most
gigantic fluke on record, picked out

‘““ALL THE WINNERS!"”

CUR GREAT SPECIAL WINTER NUMBER.

Weel after next—absolutely top-notch—story of more than
double length, by Martin Clifford—extracts from that cpoch-
making publication, * Tem Merry’s Weekly.” Not a dull lino
from stars to finish. Price twopence, and worth—— Well,
that's for you fellows to say!

DON'T FORGET AEBOUT IT!

AN IRISH READER'S GRUMBLE,

I have often wondered what made the Irishman of a certain
type an enemy to England. I know that there arc centuries
of oppression and mismanagement in the padt f
to answer for; but we are not living in the past, but in the
present, and nowadays Ireland not only has all the rights and
privileges accorded to England, Scotland, and Wales, but also
vets preferential treatment in many respects,

But now I know what is the matter., I have found out by
reading a letter from .an Irish reader—one of the very silliest
letters T ever saw. If I believed he was a fair specimen of
his vace T should say that the attempt to reason with them, or
to be friendly with them, was a hopeless one. But I have
had the good fortune to know many Irishmen, and better
fellows than my Irish friends I never want to meot !

Here is the letter. I have not cut it down or altered it by
so much as a word. Let it go on record in all its native folly—
but not as a fair specimen of what a decer:t Irishman thinks—
only as a sample of the utter wrong-headedness of the kind
of Irishman who gives trouble because he broods on purely
imaginary grievances.

“Dear Sir,—I am sorry for having to complain that none of
my jokes have appeared yet in your paper, in which I toolk
so much trouble in sending them to you, they were jokes, and
I sent them for the benefit of the readers and not for you to
keep or sling in your waste-paper basket.

“I am quite comprehensive to the way you treat us Trish.
Yonu think, like all the English, that every Irishman is a rebel,
but that i1s where you are mistaken. My father, and the
majority of my cousins, are fighting under the Union Jack;
and allow me to tell you that it is only Trishmen who are
reaily fighting England’s battles, and, what's more, our lads
are winning them.

“Ireland never received much from England, NOT EVEN
A PRIZE FOR A JOKE THAT WELL DESERVES ONT.

“It is this treatment that is making Irishmen, that cannot

OURr. -- THREE - COMPANION :- PAPERS!
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~ LIBRARY — ; — POPULAR."—; = = #/2° ~

for England

CHUCKLES.

FRIDAY .1 EVERY SATURDAY.

suffer any longer, rise and revolt. I would be glad if you
would put this letter into your paper, and I will tell you the
consequence. Irishmen are easily led to believe, and maybe
a few hundred instalments would be closed.

“If the letter does not appear in your paper, T know you
gre a coward, and would not honour the men of Erin who
cre so gloriously shedding their life-blood for a mation who
despises them, Trusting this \‘\111 convinee you,

* Yours,—J. T.”

Convince me of what? That the writer has no sense of fair-
lay or of decent manners? Yes, it convinces me’ of that,
Ent of nothing clse. ~I honour, as highly as anyone, the
splendid men of the Trish regiments; I despise the young,
able-bodied Irishman who is deaf to the call of honour, and
the Sinn Feiners who fight Germany's battle for her, and the
hopeless irreconcilables who would have strife for the sake
of strife. And I have no respeet whatever for the sort of
person who thinks that when he enters a competition he should
be judge as well as competitor, and who has no more respect
for his own countrymen than to accuse them of being easily
led, and to think that such as he can lead them ! By the way,
what are the “‘instalments” that will be closed? I am left
guessing.
And what will our thousands of loyal Trish readers—here’s
Incl thew !—think of “J. T.” as spokesman for their
9
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NOTICES,
Football.

[In order to get in as many notices as possible, those
included have been cut dorn to the shortest possible limits.
It should be understood that the figures in brackets always
refer to age, and that *r.” mecans ** radius.” Where these
particulars are omitted they were not supplied by sender of
natice. Al applications may be taken for home and away
matches.] .

Con Caulfield (16) wants to join footer team in Liverpool ;
right-half or outside-forward.— Address, 22, Carlisle St.,
Southdown Lane, Liverpool.

E. and J. Jarvis, 41, Pemdevon Rd., West Croydon, would
be glad to hear from readers up to 14 in district who want
to join team. :

John Wingrove (12), 2, Mount Pleasant, North ITyde,
Southall, wants to join a team within 6 miles.

Correspondence, Leugues, &e.

H. Thomas, 422, Caerleon Rd.., Newport, Mon., wants
more members for his patriotic **Gem” and * Magnet
Social League: Stamped and addressed envelope, please.

Miss Vera Smalley, c.o. Mrs, H. Vernon, Normanton Lane,
Plumtree, Nottingham, would like to correspond with another
girl reader of about 15, and Miss Nellie Vernon, of the same
address, with one of about 12.

Signaller V. E. Troode, 5472, Australian Tmperial Forees,
attached to R.H.A. Training School, No. 8§ Camp, D Lines,
Bulford, would be glad to hear from some boy readers.

A. Seaton and W. Bulbeck, Ivydene, Mayles Road, Milton,
Portsmouth, are forming a “Gem ” and “ Magnet ” League,
and would like to hear from a reader who would join and type
the club notices; also from readers who would support them
in_bringing out a small amateur. magazine

V. J. Sanderson, 15, Mountjoy Place, Newport, Mon.,
would like to join & “Gem > and “Magnet *’ League.

.Y

e -
gg.&.,..~.' -

2
4




B0 03900 ¢ 3 €0 4 D i 1 B 10 O
g

{PUBLISHED N TowN |
{ AND COUNTRY EVERY |
| WEDNESDAY MORKING }

s e i LD ST R =S

A Magaificent New, Long, Complete Schoo! Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St. dim’s,
By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

0 / 4

Eu\ususu\ususwr‘?
COMPLETE STORIES l
FCR ALL, AND EVERY}

STORY A GEM! .

63 e 5 T 43 T 45 T 93 oSy

B
5 e § 5 W € BT
X AN

4

% o Rl
77, % -

7,

=

N u@| i

Talbot ran forward, and Tom Werry followad him, and the two combatants were dragged apart. ‘‘Weleass
me!’’ gasped Arthur Augustus. (Ses Chapter 8.)

CHAPTER 1, “TLettah for me?” repeated Arthur Augustus.
““Ha, ha! Yes.”

i : : : ;
Astonishing ! “1 do not see any cause for mewwiment, Levison, in the

[13 ETTER for you, Gussy !” fact that a lettah has awwived for me,”’ said Arthue
D’Avey of the Fourth clevated his eyebrows in Augustus D’Avey, in his most stately manner,
surprise. ¢ Perhaps you will when you see it!” grinned Levison of
ile had just come into the School House from the  the Fourth.
playing-fields, when two or three voices greeted And there was a chortle from the rest.
Liin with the announcement that there was a letter for him. Arthur Augustus gave the juniors a lofty glance, and
There were half a dozen juniors gathered round the letter- crossed with a stately tread to the letter-rack.
rack in the hall, and they were all grinning. There was the letter.

Newi Wednesday !

“ALL THE WINNERSI” AND “CORNSTALK BOB!"

Mo. 456, (New Series.) Vol. 10, Copyright In the United States of America’
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As Arthur Augustus’ eyes fell upon the superseription, he
understood why Levison & Co. were grinning. The address
Tan;

¢ Master augustus Darcey,
** School House,
“saint james’ School.”

The writing was thick and heavy and crabbed, and there
were two or three cresures and re-writings, and several
spurts of ink,

D’Arcy took the letter quietly from the rack. Then he
Jammed his eyeglass into his eye, and surveyed the grinning
juniors,

“1 weally do not see why you are amused,’” he said calmly.

“Who's your aristocratic friend, who spells Augustus with
a small ‘a’?” chuckled Levison.

S}“ﬁhl«‘l St. James' without a capital 2" grinned Racke of the
Shell,

“ A lack of education, deah boys, is wathah a weason for
wegwet than for mewwiment,” said Arthur Augustus loftily.
“ A well-bwed chap would feel a wespectful sympathy in such
» mattah.”

“Is it from your pater, I’ Arey 7’ cackled Trimble. And
there was a howl of laughter at the idea of Lord Eastwood
writing such a fist.

“ Certainly not, Twimble! I wegard the question as
impertinent I’ :

““ A begging letter, T suppose '’ said Racke. ¢ Let's see it,
D' Avey.”

“Wats !

Arthar Aungustus took out his little pearl-handled pen-
knife, and slit the envelope. Nothing would have induced
the elegant Gussy to open an envelope with his thumb.

Levison & Co. gathered round him curiously. They were
very interested in D’Arcy’s unknown correspondent, iwho
wrote and spelt so weirdly.

‘“Bai Jove! Banks!”’ cjaculated Arthur Augustus,

“ Banks !"” repeated Levison.

‘“ Banks ! shouted Racke. *Is that letter from Banks?’’

“Yaag!”

: . M}); hat! Lucky for you the Housemaster didn’t spot it,
then I’

“ Weally, Wacke, I twust you do not mean to imply that T
weceive lettahs I should not care for Mr. Wailton to see 7"

“Ha, ha! I can fanecy his face if he knew you had a
letter from Banks!" chuckled Racke, “ Better keep it
dark I’

I fail to undazhstand you, Wacke !" said Arthur Augustus
haughtily. He locked at the letter again, and looked at his
watch. ‘“Bai Jove! I shall have to huwwy !’

‘“You're not going to meet him 7 shricked Levison,

‘I fail to see how it concerns you, Levison.”

** Oh, great Scott!”

Arthur Augustus gave Levison a lofty stare, and turned
sway. There was a buzz of excitement among the juniors as
he disappeared.,

That was not surprising. The fellows had wondered from
whom that letter could be, and the discovery that it was from
Banks simply staggered them. The name of Banks was well
known. Mr. James Joseph Banks, an exceedingly dis-
reputable bookmaker, sometimes made his headquarters in
Rylcombe, and some of the bold blades of the school had had
dealings with him. Levison of the Fourth and Racke and
Mellish knew Mv. Banks; and that frowsy gentleman was
not unknown to Cutts of the Fifth and Knox of the Sixth.

But no one had ever dreamed of suspecting Arthur
Angustus D’ Arcy of having such aequaintances.

The swell of St. Jim’s arded the dingy blackguardism
of Levison & Co. with a lofty disdain he did not take the
trouble to conceal. But, as Levison sagely remarked, you
nover knew a fellow till you had found him out. If that
letter was from Banks, it was evident that D' Arey had deal-
ings with the man-to such an extent that Mr. Banks
ventured to write to him at the school.

“ The silly ass I’* said Racke. “No harm in a little flutter:
but to risk letting that man write here —the innocent duffer

* Suppose Railton had spotted it?” grinned Mellish.

“Why, it would be a flogging at least,” said Levison.
 The sack, perhaps, though Gussy’s such a favourite. The
liead would simply have to come down heavy, though his
pater’s a governor of the school.”

* And he’s going to meet him ! chortled Mellish,

*Oh, the ass!” .

** Here he comes !

ArthurAugustus D' Arey came quickly downstaira, He did
1ot glance at Levison & Co. as he hurried to the door.

1 say, D’Arcy ! called out Levison. :

“Yaas, Levison?’ D’Arcy paused. ITe was in a hurry,
evidently; but he was always courteous,

“ Put a bob on for me !’ said Levison.

Tre Gey LiBRARY.—No. 456

 What ?* *

“Ha, ha, ha'!”? 3

“IIl have a bob each way )" chuckled Levison; and theres
was a fresh roar. ¥

Arthur Augustus looked perplexed,

1 fail to compwehend you, Levison,” he said,

‘“Ha, ha, ha """

“1 have no time to waste listenin’ to wibald langhtah, vou
ass 7 said Arthur Augustus, and he walked out ~f the house.

“He's really going!” exclaimed Mellish, as he watchoed
the elegant figure of Arthur Augustus crossing the quad-

rangle to the gates. I say, let’s follow him ! Let's see him ;

meet the giddy bookmaker !
‘‘Ha, ha!”

The juniors rushed out of the School House and after |
Arthur Augustus. The swell of St. Jim’s observed them as

he turned out of the gateway, and he halted.

“What are you following me for 7’ he asked.

“We want to see Banks ! yelled Mellish.

“I wefuse to allow you te do anythin’ of the sort, Mellish !
If you follow me anothah step, I will give vou & feahful
thwashin’, although I am in wathah a huwwy |

Levison winked at his comrades,

“Come oni T've got a wheeze I

They marched on, and Arthur Augustus stood like a lion in
the path.

I shall hit out, you wottahs! Yawoooch !’

Arthur Augustus did hit out, and then three or four paivs
of hands collared him. He went down in the dusty road in a
sprawling heap, with the juniors elinging to him,

“Gwooh! You wottahs!? Owl!”

Levison jumped up.

“All serene !” he exclaimed.

He held up his hand- there was a letter in it. The
raggers, with a yell of merriment, followed Levison back to
the gates.

Arthur Augustus sat up and gasped.

*Gwooh! The feahful wottahs! Gwooh !’

He struggled to his feet. ITe was quite prepared to put
up a fight if the young rascals followed him any further.
but they did not follow. Levison & Co. had disappeared
within the gates. Quite unknown to Arthur Augustus,
Levison's light fingers had abstracted the letter from his
pocket as io struggled on the ground with Mellish and
Racke.

Arthur Augustus dusted his coat, set his cap straight, and
hurried away down the road, oblivious of the fact that the
tell-tale letter was in the hands of the cad of the Iourth.
Whatever dealings the swell of St. Jim’s had had with Mr.
Banks were not likely to remain a seeret much longer,

CHAPTER 2.
The Amazing Letter!

OM MERRY & CO. came in from the footer with
ruddy faces.

There had been a House match that afternoon,

and the School House had won it by a single goal.

It was a narrow margin, but Figgins & Co. of the

New House had been beaten, and the School House fellows
vejoiced accordingly.

“Late for tea,” remarked Tom Merry, “ Never mind;
we've beaten the New House !

“You fellows come up to Study No. 6,” zaid Blake. “ We've
got rather a spread. Gussy’s got tea ready by this time.”

“Good egg!”

The Terrible Three cheerfully accompanied Blake & Co. to
Study No. 6. But that cclebrated apartment was empts.
There iwas no sign of tea, and no sign of Arthur Augustus
D’Avey.

Jack Blake locked round the study in an exasperated way.

“My hat! Where's that slacker?”

“We agreed that the chap who was bowled over first should
come in and get tea!” exclaimed Herries warmly, “Whe
is the blessed shirker?”

“ And Gussy’s got all the tin!’

Tom Merry laughed.

“Then it doesn’t look much like tea,” he remarked.

“Better come along to our study,” svggested Monty
Lowther. “We've got several biseuits——"

“Br-p-prt*

“And a sardine,” said Lowther temptingly. “A real
sardine, with a splendid flavour—much stronger than those
you buy at shops. We've had it a week., In fact, we're
really keeping it for visitors.”

“Ob, don't be a funny ass!” growled Blake. *“I'm
hiungry 17
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hooted Dighy.
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] Mellish offered Arthur Augustus ‘a cigarette. QGussy stared at him blankly, and then pulled his nose.
(See Chapter 8.)

{

“Where's that howling duffer?” growled Herries. " Where's
tea?”

“He may have gone out,” grinned Manners It would be
just like Gussy to decide at the last minute to spend the tin
on a new silk hat.” ;

“If be has, we'll pulverise him!” breathed Blake. I told
him I was hungry, too. Let’s look for the ass! He's got all
the tin.”’

There was evidently nothing doing in Stady No. 6. Tom
Merry and Manners and Lowther were short of cash, and tea
in their own study would have been a very frugal meal; and
they were hungry. So they joined Blake & (o, in locking
for Gussy.

“The howling duffer!” said Blake indignantly, as they
went downstairs. “He had a remittance this morning, and
we were relying on it. He wasted his last quid yesterday on
something, and we’ve all been stony since, If he's blued his

'E remittance, we’ll boil him in oil!”

“(Cleared right out, all of us,” growled Herries: “and I'm
as hungry as Fatty Wynn! Where has that dutfer got to?
Julian—I say, Julian—have you seen Gussy?”

. Julian of the Fourth looked round..
“1 think he’s gone out,” he said.
| ¢ Gone out!” yelled Blake.
o 1 believe so. He came in before you fellows, and cleared
off at once.”
“Well, the ass!”
“The burbling jabberwock !

32

“The dangerous lunatic!

NEXT
WEDNESDAY?

“ALL THE WINNERS!”

“ And it's teo lute for tea in Hall,” said Digby plaintively.

“Where's he gone?” exclaimed Manners. “We'll go after
him, and yank him home by his back-hair!” .

Julian did not reply There was a very peculiar expression
on Julian's handsome face, which Tom Merry & Co. did
not notice at first.

“ Anything up?”’ asked Tom Merry.

“1I'm afraid there’s something up
Julian,

Blake’s exprassion changed al once.

“Something up with him? What do you mean, Julian?”

“I was coming to lock for you fellows,” said Juliun.
“There's something going on in the Common-room, and if
you want a helping hand, I'm recady to back you up.”

A shout of laughter rang from the junior Common-room, at
the end of the passage. I'he juniors looked in that
direction.

“ What the dence are you driving at, Julian?”’

it S . BET)
Blake. Gussy isn’t there, is he?

“ No. but——"

“But what?”’

“His letter.”

with D’Asvey.” said

exclaimed

“His letter!” repeated Blake. “Ias he had a letter? And
what does it matter if he has?”

“You'd better go and scel”

“Blessed if you're not talking in blessed riddles!” said

Blake crossly.  ““Here, come on, yon chaps, and we'll see
what’s on!”
Ture Gey Lisrary.—No. 456,

A Magnificent New, Long, Complete School Tale of
Tom Merry & Co. By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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Tom Merry & Co. headed for the Common-room, and
Julian went with them.

There was a crowd in the room.

Some of the fellows—especially Levison & Co.—were laugh-
ing loudly; some looked astonished, and some concerncd.
They were gathered before a letter that was pinned up on the
wall. Kangaroo of the Shell came hastily towards the Co.

@ ‘““You chaps know anything about this?” he asked.

“ About what?”> hooted Blake, ‘

“That letter. If it’s genuine, it ought to be taken down,”
said the Cornstalk. “ Might be only one of Levison’s rotten
jokes!”

“Blessed if T catch on!” growled Blake. “Do -you mean
that somebody’s got hold of a letter belonging to D’Arey?”

‘“So it appears.”’ P

“Well, it’s a cheek, but nothing to look so jolly serious
about, I suppose.”

“I can’t believe it's genuine,” said Kangaroo. “But if it
is, you'd better get it out of sight before a master sces it.”

“What thumping rot!” Blake was getting cross. ‘ Nothing
in any of Gussy's letters that a master shouldn’t see, I know
that.”

“Well, look at it!"*

“Yes, look at it!” chortled Baggy Trimble.  “ Gussy has
been going the pace! Gussy has been painting the town red!
He, . he, he! Yow-ow!” wound up Trimble, as Blake took
him by the collar and sat him down forcibly on the floor.

Blake, with knitted brows. elbowed his way through the
crowd of juniors, and locked at the letter on the wall.

Then his glance became fixed.

He stared at the letter as if he could scarcely believe his
eves. And Tom Merry & Co. stared at it. and rubbed their
eves, and stared again. There was cause for the chums of
ilie School House to stare. For the letter van:

“Dear Master Darcer,—Thank vou for sendin the pound.
If vou could come over this afternoon. we could ave a talk
about tite orse. Thankin you kindly, J. BANKS.”

.

PO,

CHAPTERV 3.
Fists to the Fore!

“ ANKS!”
“Banks, the bookie!”
“Gussy! Oh, my hat!"”

Tom Merry & Co. gazed at the letter. Blake was

taken aback, and could only blink at it. Then he

looked round with a dangerous gleam in his eyes. He had

forgotten all abous tea now. There was something more
important than tea to be considered.

“Who put that letter up there?” he asked very quietly.

“1 did,” said Levison.

“Where did you get it?"”

‘“ Picked it up.”

“You say that letter belongs to D'Avey, and that it came
from Banks?”

Levison laughed.

‘“Read it, and see for vourself I

“I%o read it,” said Blake. “1I couldu’t look at it without
reading it. Will you shut the door, Dig, and see that nobody
comes 1n for a bit? I've got to talk to Levison!”

“You bet!” said Dig.

Jack Blake quietly peeled off his jacket, and turned back
bis shirt-slecves. . Levison of the Fourth viewed those pre-
parations in some alarm and uneasiness. He was not looking
for a serap with the sturdy Yorkshire junior.

“What are you up to, Blake?’ inquired Kerruish.

“Tm going to show Levison how Stndy No. 6 appreciates
his rippimg jokes,” said Blake. “I dare say it's very funny
to write a letter like that, and stick it up on the wall for silly
fools to cackle at. I don’t quite see the fun myself, but we
won’t argue about that. But Levison can’t use my chum’s
name in connection with Banks the bookie! Are you ready,
Levicon?” ;

“I'm not going to fight you,” said Levison sullenly. **That
letter is D’Arcy’s, and every fellow here knows it.”

“That letter isn’t D’Arcy’s,” said Blake calmly.  “That
letter isn’t genuine. You wrote it!”

“Of course he did!” said Tom Merry. “It's ®xactly one of
Levison’s monkey-tricks.” :

Levison set his lips.

“A dozen fellows can prove that it's D'Arey’s letter,” he
said,  ‘““Lots of them heard him say it was from Banks, when
he opened it.”

“Tiarl”

“That part’s thrue enough,” said Reilly of the Fourth.
“Gussy did say that, Blake, when le opened a letter about an

Tae GEM LiBrary.—No.” 456.

hour ago. Sure, I was surprised meself when I heard
him!”

Blake was a little staggered.
Junior’s word was as good as gold.

“You heard Gussy say that he had a letter from Banks?”’
he exclaimed.

Reilly nodded.

“I did! He said so right enough.” “

“You misunderstood him,” said Blake. ‘Gussy isn't the
chap to have a letter from that scoundrel Banks, and go to
see him about a horse.”

“If the letter’'s D’Arcy’s, how 'did Levison get hold of it?”
exclaimed Tom Merry.

“He Adropped it,” said Levison sullenly. “We had a bit of
a rag with him when he went out, and he dropped it in the
road.”

‘““And you read it!” exclaimed Tom scornfully,

Levison sneered.

“1 picked it up. I knew he’d had a lettes from Banks,
and I meant to show him up. He's talked enough about me
and other fellows for having a little flutter now and then.
Now he’s bowled out himself, and it's time his humbug was
shown up.”

“Hear, hear!” said Mellish.

“That’s what we all say,” chimed in Crooke. “IIe’s found
out.”

“A clean show-up!”
thought it of Gussy?”

“You never know a chap till you find him out,” sneered
Racke. “T've suspected something of the sort all along.
Gussy was a bit too good to be true.”

*That’s five!” Blake said, as the cads of the School House
made their remarks in a kind of chorus. “One each for us,
and two over for me. I'm ready, Levison!” ®

“Come on, Crooke!" said Herries. "

“Come on, Racke!” chimed in Digby.

And Tom Merry added:

“Come on, Mellish!”

And Monty Lowther, always ready to oblige, advanced in-
vitingly towards Baggy Trimble, and said: *Come on.
Trimble ¥’

There was a vipple of laughter in the Common-roorm. The
five detractors of the absent swell of St. Jim's did not seem
anxious to come on. They seemed muck more eager to beat
a strategic retveat. )

But there was no retreat for then.

The sight of the letter had given Pom Merry & Co. a
shock at first, but a moment’s reflection convinced them that
it was not D'Avrcy’s. It was exactly like one of Levison's
impish tricks—they knew him of old. g

For once he was telling the truth, as it chanced, but ke
did not find believers. )

“You don’t seem keen to begin, Levison!” said Blake sar-
castically. *“It’s more in your line to slander a chap than
to anzwer for it, T suppose! But T'll oblige you by begin-
ning !

And Blake began with a tap on Levison’s nose that elicited
a howl of pain. The cad of the Fourth put up his hands
then. He had to be punched, and he thought he might as
well take it fighting.

Herries advanced on Crooke and Digby upon Racke, and
they put up their hands very unwillingly.” Three fizhts were
scon going sirong in the Common-room in a ring of crowded
juniors..

Mellish and Trimble dodged round the table. Mellish was
soon stopped, with Tom Merry's grip on his collar.

“I'm ready for you, Percy dear!” said the captain of the
Shell.

“Hands off ! yelled Mellish., “That letter's genuine =
“ Smack! i

“Yarooh!”

Mellish put up his hands.

But Trimble was in full flight round the big table, wiih
Monty Lowther grinning in pursuit. He made a wild break
for the door, but Manners was there, with his back to the
door.  There was no escape for Baggy Trimble.

He yelled wildly as Lowther's grasp fell on him.

“Yaroob! Leggo! I—I say, Lowther, you know, T know
that letter’s spoof—that’s what I wgs going to say! Levison
wrote it—I—I saw him!”

“Ha. ha, ha!” -

“I tBink we'd better have a fight -all the same,” caid
TLowther, with a shake of the head. *“1 can <ee you're thirst-
ing for gore— 7

“1 ain’t!” yelled Trimble,

“la, ha, ha!”

“The—the fact is, T—I was going to lick Levison ior put-
ting it there!” wailed Baggy. “I was really, you know!
I knew all along it was spoof. The fact is, D’Arcy didn’t
get a letter at all to-day, and he didn’t say it was from Banks.

He knew that the Inish

cackled Trimble. “Who'd have
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I—T've never heard of Banks, in fact. Keep off, you beast!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, if you go down on your knees and confess that
vou've a miserable, slandering worm, perhaps 1 could let you
off with a thick ear,” said Lowther, with an air of deep
reflection. :

“Look here, you know——""mumbled Trimblc feebly.

“Sharp’s the word!” roared Lowther, flouristing his fists
within an inch of Bagey’'s fat nose.

“Yaroooh! Keep oft!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Baggy Trimble dropped on his fat knees with a bump.
There were four fights going on in the Common-room, but
the School House juniors were all watching Trimble. Baggy
was the cynosure of all eyes.

“Now,” chuckled Lowther, * repeat after me: T am a miser-
able, slandering worm—-—"

“Oh, dear! You are a miserable slandering worm——"

“You are, you ass!”

“Yes, I said you are,” mumbled Trimble.
~ “Repeat after me: ‘I, Baggy Trimble, am a miserable,
slandering worm——""" roared Lowther ferociously.

“Yow! I, Baggy Trimble, am a miserable, slandering
worm!” groaned the fat Fourth-former.

““ And I beg humbly to be let off with a thick ear!”

“Look here, you know—yah—keep oft! I beg humbly to
be Jet off with a thick ear!” yelled
Trimble.

“Then 1 shall be happy to oblige!”
chuckled Lowther.

Whack!

“Yaroooop!”

“Tla, ha, ha!”

Baggy Trimble rubbed his car ructully.
1 not much mind eeting humble-
pie, but the thick ear was more un-
1t.

‘“Now, open the door, Manners, and
help me kick him out!” =aid Lowther
cheerfully.,  “Everybody takes one free
kick, and if you land hiin at the end of the
passage that counts as a %_d] g

*““Ha, ha, hal” 3

Baggy Trimble did not wait for the
free kicks to be taken. As soon as the
door was opened he bolted through like a
rabbit.

“Heve, come back!" roared Lowther. “We haven't
finished yet.”

But Ba

\

v Trimble did not come back.

CHAPTER 14,
Bitter Blood!

& A, ha, ha!”
Tom Merry burst into a laugh. Ilis brief com-
® M. bat was over. Percy Mellish had gone down.
He had rolled under the table and stayed there.
He did not intend to come out again.

“Two off the list,” grinned Kangaroo, “and there goes
Crooke !

Crooke of the Shell had been driven across the Common-
room under Herries’ heavy attack, till he brought up against
the wall.  There he could go no further, and he had to stand
his ground. But the slacker of the Shell was not much use
againzt the bulky Herries. He went down, and lay gasping
on the floor, glaring savagely at the muiscular Fourth-Former,

“Had enough?” asked Ilerries,

“Yow! Ow! Yes!” ™~

“Well, you'll beg Gussy’s pardon. I'll accept the apolozy

for him, as he's not here.”

“T won't!” yelled Crooke. .

“Youlll be kicked till you do,” said Hervies coolly, and
his big boots started on the sprawling Shell fellow without
ceremony.

“Yow-ow-ow! T beg Gussy's pardon!” shrieked Crooke.

“CGood! That's good enough!”

And Herries turned his back on the unfortunate Crooke.

“Three wickets down!” commented Monty Lowther ““And
Racke looks as if he's had nearly enough.”

Racke, as a_matter of fact, had had quite enough. He was
bigger than Robert Arthur Digby, but he was not in such
good condition. And Dig was so indignant at the aspersions
cn his absent chum that he seemed to have the strength of
two fellows. He slogged Racke right and left!

Racke dropped his hands at last and jumped back.

“J give in!” he gasped.

“Righto! You'll beg Gussy's pardon?”
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“Y won't!” = :

“Then you won't give in!” said Dig. “You'f going on
till you take back your slanders, you rat!”

Racke backed away from the attack. He stopped when he
reached the wall, glaring furiously at Dig’s grim face. Dig
was generally one of the best-tempered fellows in the Fouvih,
but he was merciless now.

“I—T'll apologise!” panted Racke at last.  “I—T beg
D’Arcy’s pardon, hang you!”

“That's gocd enough, you cad!” -

Jack Blake and Levison were still going strong. Levison
had a good deal more pluck than his associates, and, since he
had to fight, he put his beef into it. He gave a better
account of himself than most of the fellows expected, and
Blake had his hands full for some time.

But at last Levison could keep it up no longer, and he
dropped his hands and backed away.

“That's enough, hang you!” he snarled.

“That isn’t enough, unless you confess that you wrote that
letter, and stuck it up there to slander D’Arcy!” said Blake,
between his ’teeth.l' :

Levison’s eyes glinted. ’

ST confos}s ngthing of the sort! That letter is D' Avei’s.
I took it out of his own pocket.”™ ,

“You said you picked it up!” said Gore of the Shell.

Levison snarled. q, - .

“Ves, I said so, but T didn’t. I took it from his pocket on
i purpose to show him up, and Mellish aud
(rooke saw me do it.”

“I don't think they’ll say so now.”
laughed Tom Merry, . “You'd better
own up, Levison!”

“I've told you the truth.”

“If it woere the truth, you want licking
for stealing a fellow’s letter and reading
it, on vour own showing. But it isn't
true.” )

“It's true, every word,” said Levison,
gritting his teeth. “You want me to
own up to a lie, and T won’t!"”

“Sure, you ought to be pleased,”
Reilly.  *Lies are more in your line t
the thruth, intirely!”

“ Are you going to own up, you siin
ing cad?”’ asked Blake, advancing mc

‘e NO !‘?
“Then I'll hammer you till yeu do!

Talbot of the Shell interposed.

“Draw it mild, Blake! Levison’s had enough.”

Blake glared at him. Ile was usually very friendly with
Talbot of the Shell. But he would not have brooked intei-
ference from his best chum at that moment.

“Get out of the way, Talbot! You know what he's done—
slamdered my chum, who's out and can’t speak for himseli !"

“Yes, cheese it, Talbot!” said Tom Merry. “The cad
ought to be made to own up that it's a slander. That's only
fair 1”

“Hammer him till he does!” shouted Herries.

“I'm going to,” said Blake. “I don’t want to guarrel with
;ou. Talbot, but if you don’t get out of the way, you'll get
wart [

“Levison’s had enough,” said Talbot firmly. ¢ Te eays
that letter is D'Arcy’s, and you don’t want to make him tell
lies about it, T suppose!” :

““He's told lies already!” shouted Blake furicusly.  Are
you idiot enough to think that that letter is D’ Arcy’s?”

“I think very likely D'Arcy will have some explanation to
give,” said Talbot quieily. “‘I don't believe that he's been
playing the giddy goat, or anything of the kind. That's all
rot. But he had a letter from Banks—-"

“He hadn’t!”

“Reilly heard him say so.”

“Reilly’s a silly ass!”

“Same to you, and many of thim!” said Reilly cheerfully.

“Dash it all, Talbot !" exclaimed Tom Merry, almost angry
with his chum. “You can’t believe that Leviscn got that
lester cut of Gussy's pocket! If he did, he ought to be
thrashed for such a dirty trick!”

“Well, he has been thrashed,” said Talbot. “It was a
dirty trick, and he'’s paid for it!”

Bl“llIe’s going to own up that he wrote that letter,” said
ale.

“Why not leave the matter till D’Arcy comes in? If
D’ Arey says that isn’t his letter, it will be time to hammer
Levison for writing it.”

“I’m not going to wait one second! Levison will own up
that he forged that letter, or else I'll hammer him till he
can't crawl!” roarcd Blake. ‘“And if you don’t get cut of the
way, I'll jolly well hammer you!”
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Talbot's face set a little. He stood in front of Levison. and
Blake could not get at the Fourth-Former without pushing
the handsome Shell fellow aside. And Talbot evidently did
not intend to move, -Levison, cad as he was, had done Talbot
more than one good turn; and Talbot was the one fellow in
the School House who was able to see any good in Levigon.
It was clear that Talbot meant to stand up for the cad of the
Fouarth.

“Are you going to move, Talbot 7" asked Blake, seiting his
tecth.

“Not”

“T say, though, Talbut!” cxclaimed Tom Merry.

“Levison’s had enough, Tom!”

‘“He ought to be made to own up that he forged that
letter 17 cx‘colzimed Tom angrily. “ And you jolly well know
it
Talbot fiushed.

“1 don’t believe Levison wrote that letter,” he said. “Ile

did a mean thing in taking it from D’Arcy’s pocket and stick- -

ing it up here. He’s been punished for that.”

“He didn't take that letter from Gussy’s pocket [ shouted
Blake.

“He says he did.”

“And you believe him?™?

“Yes.”

Blake’s eyes blazed. )

*“Then you can have it instcad of Levison!" he exclaimed.
¢ (Come on, you rotter !’

Blake rushed right at Talbot.  In another second there
would have been another fight in progress—a good deal more
seriqus than the previous scraps. But just then the door of
the Common-roem ‘opened, and Mr. Railton strode in. The
din had brought the Housemaster to the spot.

“Blake !” rapped out Mr. Railton.

Monty Lowther quietly jerked the tell-tale letter- from the
wall, and slid it into his pocket. Tt was not judicious to let
that meet the cyes of the Housemaster, Whether it was genuine
or not. ’

Myr. Railton’s eyes were fixed on Blake. The Fourih-
Former stopped reluctantly. The row was over,

CHAPTER 5.
., Arther Augustus is Late Home!

R. RAILTON logked sternly at the juniors. :
There was silence in the Common-room, so noisy

a minute hefore.

“Now, what does this mean?” exclaimed the

Housemaster. “ What is this fighting about? Are
you aware that I have heard ihe noise in my study 77

“Ahem! Sorry, siv!” said Tom Merry.

“What is it about ” y

““ A—a—a difference of opinion, sir!’’ stammered Tom.

“You must settle your differences of opinion in a less riotous
manner,” said Mr, Railton. “ Which of you have been fight-
ing ? Come forward!”

Blake and Herries, and Dig and Tom Merry came forward.
Monty Lowther joined them. His little affair with Trimble
could scarcely be called a fight, but he was ready to face the
music all the same,

“What! You have been fighting with one another?”’ ex-
claimed Mr. Railton.

“Ahem! No, sir !’

“Then with whom have you been fighting 77’

Levison and Racke and Crooke and Mellish came forward
yeluetantly. Baggy Trimble was far away.

Mr. Railton scanned them sternly.

“Very well,” he said, “each of you will take three hundred
lines for fighting in the Common-room. 1If there is any repeti-
tion of this disturbance, I shall cane the offender severely.
You had better go and bathe vour faces, You ]<i~ok‘!in~
graceful !

Mr. Railton quitted the Common-rcom.

““ Gentlemen, the eircus is over.” said Monty Lowther, when
the Housemaster had gone. “Now, I appeal to everybody—
was my fight with 1rimble worth three hundred lines? Ilave
I had my money’s worth ?”

‘‘Ha, ha, ha!”

“Jack Blake gave Tallot a bitter look.

“Will you come into the gym?” he asked.

Talbot shook his head.

“Not till after D’Avey comes in,” he said.  “Tf vou still
want me to then, I'll come dhy time you like.”

Blake’s eyes glinted.

_ "1 Gussy says that letter is his, I'll beg your pardon.” he
said. ““But as he won't say anything of the kind, I tell you
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out straight that you're a slandering cad, as bad as Levison !}

Talbot’s handsome face flushed. s

“Draw it mild, Blake !” growled Tom Merry. 5

“I e~y what T mean! Any fellow who says that letter is
Giussy s, is a slandering cad! Any fellow who says Giissy ever
had anything to do with Banks is a cowardly rotter and a
slanderer !” .

“ear, hear !” said Herries and Dig.

“T did not say D’Arcy had anything to do with Banks,”
said Talbot quietly.*T don’t believe anything of the kind for
one mewient.  We all know I’ Arey too well for that.. I think
that lettei’s his, and that he has some explanation to make.”

“Then you're & silly fool !”

“Thanks !’ :

“ And if you're not a rotten funk, yvou'll come tito the gym,
where we can have it oui !” roared Blake,

“Not until D’Arcy comes in.”

*“Oh, go and eat coke, you rotter !”

Blake stamped out of the Common-room with his chume.
Talbot’s face was flushed, but he did not speak. Levison left
the Common-room, after the chums of Study No. 6 had dis-
appeared.

Levizon had suffered severely in the fight with Jack Blake,
and he was quite spent.

He walked unsteadily as he went, and Talbot hurried after
him and gave him his arm. Levison shot him a grateful
look. .

“Thanks!” he muttered.

“You'd better bathe your face,” said Talbot. “Let me
help vou to the dorm.”

In the Fourth-Form dormitory Levison splashed his heated,
bruised face with refreshing cold water, Talbot sat on a
bed and watched him.

“I’m awfully obliged to vou f
as he towelled his face. 1 cot
myself.”

“Blake had lost his temper.” said Talbot qujetly. “1I
don’t blame him. He believed that you had written thas
rotten letter for a rotten joke on D’ Arey.”

“1 didn’t!” said Levison.

Talbot nodded.

‘T believe that; but Blake docsn't, and perhaps you can’t
quite expect him to. As for what you've got, vou asked for
that.”

“Thanls !”

hipping i id Levison,
t have raised a finger for

“Why couldn’t you let D'Arey's letter alone 7' said Talbot,
frowning. ‘‘It was a rotten trick to take it out of his pocket,
and you know it. What do you do such rotten things for:"

Levison snecered.

*“To show him up,” he said. * You know how those cads
bave been down on me because T smoke and have a flugoer
on geegees occasionally,. Well, it turns out that 1Y’ Arcy does
the same kind of thing; the rotten hypocrite! Oughtn't the
humbug to be shown up?™

“You are making a mistake, Lev
nothing of the kind.”

“I suppose Bauks doesn’t write to him for nothing?”’
jeered Levison.

‘“He mijght have written that letter eimply to cause D’ Arey
trouble. He's rotter enough!”

‘“He might—but he didn’t. D’Avey said himself that it
was from Banks, and something about having to hurry off, or
he’d be late. Then he rushed off. He went to Lkeep the
appointment in the letter.”

Talbot was silent.

1t was evident enough that so far ILevison was quite
correct, though Blake & Co. could not, and would not;

“You can see it for yourself,” snecred Levison. *
has been taking the fellows in all the time—mal
was a good little Georgie, "and all the time pla
game.”’

“That’s impossible !

“Then how do you acccuni for it %"

“I don't account for it. I.'s not my business, for one
thing. That letter may net even he from Banks, the hook-
maker, at ail.”

“1 suppose there aren’t two Banks knoeking about,”
sneered Levison. * Banks is at Rylcombe now. He's beon
seen there the past week. D’Arcy has gone to meet him.
Besides, the letter said he was to see him for a talk about
a horse. What does that mvan?”’ s

Talbot did not reply. -

“And thanked him for the pound he sent,” went on Levi-
son. ‘‘That was owing over & bet, of course.”

“I am sure D’Arcy can explain.”

“Oh, rats! Great pip, look at my face!” said Levison,
peering intc the glass, A pretty picture I look! Never
mind, I've shown that hypocrite up !’

Talbot left the dov ‘itory quietly. He had felt bound
interfere. on Levison’s behalf; but all his sympathy wa

ison! D'Arey does

to
with
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““Then you won’t give in,” said Digby. ‘ You're going

Blake & Co., as a matter of fact. The mean trickery of the
cad of the Fourth jarred on all his nerves. He was uneasy
in his mind, too, about Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. The letter
was D’Arcy’s. He could not doubt that, What did it mean?
Was it possible that the swell of St. Jim’s, in his simplicity
of heart, had been led into shady and disreputable ways?
It seemed impossible. Yet how was the letter to be
accounted for? .

Talbot went to his study, where Gore and Skirapole were
having their tea. George Gore looked at him  very
curiously.

“You've got a fight on swith Blake this cvening,” he
remarked.

I hope not,” said Talbot.

“You could lick him!”

“Perhaps.. But I shall not fight him if T can possibly
help it.” ;

“ After what he said to you?"” said Gore, with a
his shoulders,

i &'(‘S,”

“Oh, you're too sgood to live!” growled Gore. “If T
didn’t know you had more pluck than any other chap in
the House, I should think vou were a funk.”
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on till you take back your slanders, you rat!’’ Racke

Talbot laughed, and made no rejoinder.

Meanwhile, tea was going on in Study No. 6. A frugal
tea, for Arthur Augustus had not yet returned. Funds weio
low, and the only moneyed member of the Co. was absent.

Blake & Co. were in a glum humour.

They had visited dire punishment upon the slanderers of
Arthur Aungustus, and they refused to believe for a moment
that the letter belonged to D’Arcy. But there was an un-
easiness at the back of their minds, all the same, Monty
Lowther had handed the letter to Blake. Blake was inclined
to burn it at once, but he decided to keep it till the swel
of 8t Jim’s returned, to let Arthur Augustus see it.

But Arthur Augustus did not return.

His chums wondered where he was. It was an odd coin-
cidence, to say the least of it, that D’Arcy should have
hurried away as he had done, in this unexpected manner, ab
the same time that Levison was showing the letter from
Banks speaking of an appointment. Blake & Co. were
anxious for his return. -But when the time came for evening
call-over, the swell of the Fourth had not put in an appear-
ance.

But as the juniors gathered in the Hall for the roli-call
to be taken, Arthur Augustus came in breathlessly, dnd
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joined the ranks of the Fourth in time to answer to his
name.

“Jolly ncar missed it, you ass!” growled Blake.

Arthur Augustus nodded cheerfully.

“Yaas, wathah. But a miss is as good as a mile, you
know.”

There was no time to ask questions just then. The roll-
call finished, and the St. Jim’s fellows streamed out of Hall.
And then Arthur Augustus was immediately seized by Tom
Merry & Co., and marched away to Study No. 6, to give
an account of himself.

CHAPTER 6.
The Culprit!
RTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY blinked at the six
juniors in surprise.

Apparently he did not understand their serious

ooks.

“Bai Jove, you look wathah like a collection of
boiled owle, deah boys!” he said. “I twust there is not
anythin’ the mattah. You nced not wowwy about my
missin’ my tea. I have had a snack out of doors.” /

“We're not worrying about your silly tea,” growled Blake,

“By the way, pewwaps you fellows have seen somethin’®
of a lettah!”

“What? . A what?”

“A lettah. T have lost onc.”

“You—you've lost a letter?” stammered Blake, utterly

n aback.

The juniors exchanged startled glances.

“Yags.?

“You—you—you’ve lost a letter?” 3

“Weally, Blake, I do not ece any cause for surprise in
that! Any chap might lose a lettah, vou know. As a
mattah of faet, I should not be surpwised if that cad Lovison
thed it out of miy pocket. Those wottahs wagged me
as I was goin’ out, and I missed the lettah aftahwards.’

“ Great Scott !” muttered Blake.

He stared at Arthur Augustus aghast.

He had refused to believe a word of it from Levison. This
confirmation from Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s own lips was
simply staggering.

The juniors could not speak, They could only stare speech-
lIessly at Arthur Augustus.

The swell of St. Jim’s became more and more puzzled.
He looked from one face to another, unable to make out
the cause of the general consternation.

“You weally perplex me vewy much,” he said. “TI do
not sce any weason for starin’ at a chap as if he had a face
lite the Kaisah. What’s the mattah -

““Oh, hang it, Gussy!” muttered Blake, So—so0 that
was really your letter 77

“Have you found it?”

“Is this i7"

Blake took the letter from his pocket and laid it on the
table, and Arthur Aungustus turned his eyes on if.

“Yaas,” he said, with great satisfaction. -“T am glad you
found it, Blake.”

“I didn't find it, Gussy. Levison had jt—he's owned up,
he took it from your pocket,”

“The uttah wottah! I shall give Levison a feahful
thwashin’ |”

“He pinned it up on the wall in the Common-room,”
eaid Tom Merry. “Half the fellows in the Sechool ITouse
have read it.?

“Bai Jove !”

“Never mind about thrashing Levison,” went on Tom,
“Blake’s done that, !’ ; y

“Thank you vewy much, Blake! Tt is wathah a fag
t’hwaslgiu’ a chap. Is that what's the mattah with your

e?’
T 1-

Blake rubbed his nose.

Never mind my nose,” he said. “Levison’s got a nose
that would take a prize in & beauty show, You own up that
that’s your letter, Gussy ™

*Certainly !*

“‘Most of the fellows wonldn’t beliove it,” said Dighy.
“There were five chaps who said it was genuine, and we took
them one each and licked them.” E

“Bai Jove! What did you do that for 77 exclaimed
Arthur Augustus, in astonishment.

“I should think you could guess !” said Blake tarily. “We
thought it was a rotten slander. I-—I suppose we owe them
an apology 77

“ Weally, Blake—-*

“We thought Levison had written that Jetter for a rotten
trick.” said Herries.

“I weally fail to see why you should have thought anythin’
of the kind, Hewwies! You are {alkin’ m widdles !
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“Talbot was right,” said Tom Merry,

Blake nodded.

“Yes; Tl tell Talbot I'm scrry,” he said,

“What has Talbot to do with the mattah, Blake??

“Talbot said he thought it was your letter, 1 was going
to hammer Levison till he owned up that he had written it
I should have had a serap with Talbot if Railton hadn’t come
in!” growled Blake. “T've been calling him rotten names,
too, atfl on your account, you ihundefing ass!”

“It was wathah wude fo call Talbot names, Blake, and I
weally fail to see why you should call him names on my
aecount.” :

“Look here, we've got to have this out!” said Biake
angrily, ““That is really your letter, Gussy 17

“Yaas, certainly !”’
cceived 1t from Banks to-day 77

(And then you went off to keep the appoinfment in it 77
“Y, Y2

“About 2 horse?” said Manners.
12

“ And you’ve sent him a pound previously ?*?
“Yaas! It is wathah wotten to have the mattah bwoneht
ybody’s knowledge like this; but that is the case,
deah boy.”

“Well, my hat!” ejaculated Tom Merry. “Who'd have
thought it 7%

“It beats me,” said Blake, aghast. “¥ow he can stand
there and rell us, without even blushing, beats me hollow

“I fail to see any weason for blushin’, Blake,” said A hur
Augustus, in his most stately manner. T twust T have nevah
done anythin’ to blush for!”

“Aren’t you jolly well ashamed of vourself 7’ hooted
Herrie

sinly not, Hewwies !

“Then you jolly well ought to he !

“Hewwies, you uttah ass >

“You've been down on Levison and Crooke hard enough
for doing the same kind of thing !” growled Dighy.

“Bai Jove! If you mean to imply, Dig, that my conduct
wesembles that of Levison and Cwooke, T can only say that
you are a silly idiot I exclaimed Arthur Augustus.  “If yon
were not a fwiend of mine, T should call you a fabwicatah.”

“A—a what?” said Dig.

“A feahful fabwicatah ¥’ exclaimed Arthur Augustus,
eye gleaming with wrath behind his cyeglass. “If any chap
but a fwiend of mine made such a wemark, I should cail him
a fabwicatah. I should considah him a liah, but I should
wefuse to uttah so coarse a word as liah undah any ecircs.
Howevah. T will not call you a fabwicatah, Dig, I wegard
you as a howlin’ ass!”?

“Oh, don’t get on the high horse ! snapped Digby. “This
isn’s a time for any of your rot! What have you doune it
for1”

*“Weally, Dighy—7>

“Blessed if T ever thought- this study would be disgraced
in that way!” said Blake. ‘‘You live and learn |

“ Disgwaced I ejaculated Arthur Angustus.

*What do you call it, then 7

“Am I to undahstand, Blake, that vou imply that T have
disgwaced the studay ¥ Arthur Angustus’s voice was not
loud, but deep. Terrific wrath was gathering on his noble
countenance, 3

But Blake was angry, too. He had fought Levison, and
was still feeling the effects of it. FHo had quarrelled with
Talbot, and called him unjust names. And all the time he
had been in the wrong. = Arthur Augustus had not been
standered, after all, Tt was all true! It was ono}lgh to
make Blake angry. He did not care twopence for D’Arcy’s
gathering wrath.  In faet, it seemed to him sheer cheek for
D’Arey to be angry under the circumstanees.

“You ean understand what you like, if your silly brain is
capable of understanding anything I’ he snapped. ~*“ You've
disgraced the study, and what 1 want to know is, how you
came to do it, and who led you into it? You're a silly ass,
but you didn’t get into this kind of thing without being lcd
by some rotten blackguard.”

“What kind of thing, Blake?” asked Arthur Augustus, his
eyes glittering,

 Betting, and being a blackguard !” said Blake savagely.

D’Avey started back.

“Playing the giddy goat!” said ITerrios.

*“ Meeting rotten bookmakers ! growled Dig.

The Terrible Three were silent. They were there as
friends of D’Arcy.  But this was a f;).mil}_; concern, so to
speak, of Study Ne. 6, and they were not calied upon to
express an opinion. Their opinion was pretty clear, all the
same. It was not only that they had a deep contempt and
repugnance for Mr, Baunks and all his works, but Arthur
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Angustus had always been loftily down on the dingy black-
guardism of the blades of the Lower School. He had never
concealed his contempt for Levison and Crooke and Cutts of
thic Fifth, and that kind of fellow generally. It looked now
as if D’Arey’s lofty attitude had been spoof all along, and
that he was no better than the fellows he had professed to
despise; and that savoured of a very unpleasant kind of
humbug, which might be called by a harsher word.
Hypocrisy and Arthur Augustus D’Arcy seemed as wide
apart as the poles; yet what were his friends to think at this
moment ?

Arthur Augustus’ face had crimsoned, but the colour died
away, and now it was quite pale. He locked steadily at his
chums.

“You beliecve that I have been guiltr of that kind of
wotten conduct ?” he asked at last.

“Haven’t you?"” growled Blake,

“I wefuse to answah such a question! It would be
beneath my dig to do so!” -

““Oh, don't play the giddy ox now !” said Blake. “This is
serious !”

“It is certainly vewy sewious, Blake—so sewious that if
vou and Dig and Hewwies do not immediately apologise for
your '\y’ottcu wemarks, I shall nevah speak to any of you
again !

“Yes, you'll eatch us apologising, after vou’ve disgraced
the study, and made us make dashed fools of curselves!”
grunted Herries. “We've been licking chaps for saying
vou've done what you're owhing up to now! We wouldn't
have believed it for a moment from anybody else !”

“There appeahs to be some mistake. What have I owned
up to?” z

“Have you been to see Banks this afternoon—the fellow
who wrote you that letier—or haven’t you?" exclaimed Tom
Merry.

“Yaas!”

“That settles it!” said Blake. “I suppose nothing could
be plainer than that! I suppose it’s not our business, if vou
choose to do it!”

“Certainly it is not your husiness, Blake! Howevah, T
should pwobably have told you about the mattah, but—but

“‘But what?” snapped Blake.

“But, on weflection, I decided not to mention it. A fellow
does not want mattahs of that kind chattered about. It looks
wathah wotten,. just as if a fellow was doin’ it in ordah to
show off. In such mattahs, it is wathah bettah for a fellow
to hide his light undah a bushel, you know.”

“Yes, a good deal better, I should say!" said Blake
bitterly,  “If fellows knew, they’d tell vou what they
thought of you, and if the Head knew, you'd get the sack
before you could say knife!”

“I fail to undahstand you, Blake! You are talkin' in
widdles,”

“Oh, don’t be a silly ass, if you can help ic! Put that
luttg\r'vi,n the fire, and promise us never to see the man
again !

“You have no wight to make such a wequest, Blake, and
T shall certainly wefuse to do anythin’ of the sort. There is
no weason at all why I should not see’ Mr. Banks!"

““No reason !” exclaimed Blake.

“None at alll  As a mattah of fact, T am bouid to see him
again, as we have some business to get thwough.”

“You—you—you admit that you've got business with
Banks?” stuttered Blake,

“Yaas! Why not?”

“IHe must be potty ! said Dig. “That's the only thing—
he’s potty !”

“I am not pottay, Digby. but it weally scems to me as if
all you fellows are uttahly pottay, to be makin’ a swidiculous
fuss like this about nothin’. And most certainly T shall sce
Mr. Banks again on Satahday, to finish our business.”

“ About a horsc?” sneered Herries.

“Yaas 1"

“Well, my only hat!” exclaimed Tom Meiry.  “This
beats me—beats me hollow I ‘

_ There was silence in the study for some minutes, The
juniors simply did not know what to say.

If Arthur Augustus had shown some signs of contrition or
shameo, it would have been different.  Whatever he might
have done in a moement of folly, his chums would have stood
by him and seen him through.

But this cool audacity—for it scemed like nothing elso—
took their breath away, They could imagine Levison or
Cutts of the Fifth talking in such a strain. But D'Arcy!

Arthur Augustus broke the silence, His aristocratic face
was quite grim,

“You fellows have been callin’ me wotten names,” he
said.” “I am willin’ to accept an apology, and ovahlook the
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mattah. Othahwise, our fwiendship is, of course, at an end.
Have you anythin’ to say?”

“Yes,” growled Blake; “I've got a lot to say. 1f you've
some explanation to make, and will say you're sorry for
having been a fool and a blackgunard, we'll overlook the
matter, Otherwise, you can go and ecat coke!”

“ Fxactly,” said Dig.

My sentiments, too,” said Herries,

D’Arey’s eyes gleamed.

“That fin shes the mattah !” ho said. “Now, Tom Mewwy,
will you be awf'ly kind enough to say vhethah you agwee
with these wottahs?”

Tom Merry nodded. :

“T don’t want to chip in,” he said; “but T do agree with

¥

Blake. If you've gob any explanation to make

“1 have nothin’ to explain; and, under the cires, T should
wefuse to explain in any case. You wegard me as Blake does,
do you?”

“Yes,” said Tom Merry at once.

“And you, Mannahs?"”

“(ertainly,” said Manners unhesitatingly; “and I think
you ought to be jolly well ashamed of yourself!”

“And you, Lowthah?”

“Though thy wrath smiteth me to dust and ashes, T do,”
said Monty Lowther solemnly,

“Vewy well! You have called me a Dblackguard, and
accused me of bein® a wottah like Levison and Cutts. You
aro labahin’ undah some vewy wemarkable misappwehension;
but that does not excuse you for entahtainin’ such an opinion
of me. Aftah this, you will oblige me by nevah speakin’ to
me again!”

Arthur Augustus turned on his heel, and walked out of
the study. :

CHAPTER 7.

Under a Cloud!
ACK BLAKE drew a deep breath.

D’Arcy’s footsteps died away down the passage.

On many and many an occasion there had been
rows in Study No. 6. It was no new thing for the
great Gussy to get on his dignity and ““wefuse” to

speak to his chums, till in the course of tin.» he came rcund.
But the matter was different this time. For this time Blake
& Co. were equally determineds  If D’Arcy’s ways were not
their ways, they were content to see him go.

“Well, that settles it!” said Blake at last. * But—but
who'd have thought it?”

*It beats me!” said Tom. * Gussv can’t be so very much
to blame:; somebody got him into this.”

“He might show a bit of shame about it,” said Herries:
“and the least he could do would be to promise never to
seo Banks again.”

“Well, that’s so!”

“But when a chap says that he’s going on with the sama
bizney, whatever his chums think about him, that finishes it,”
said Digby. “Wc're nos going te have this study disgraced
by a betting blackguard!™
“No jolly fear!”

“It’s odd, though,” said Tom Merry musingly. “If Gussy
has taken to betting and blagging, what is he indignant
about?”

*Oh, that’s only his dashed high-liorse bizney! I suppose
a fellow never sees himself as others see him. What's
blackguardly in Levison and Cutts isn’t blackguardly in one-
self, I suppose.”

“ Well, there's a lot of that kind of thing in human nature,”
remarked Manners. ‘‘People who speculate on the Stock
Exchange turn up the whites of their eyes somefimes at
})_etring on races, A chap never can see himself as others sce
him. -

“But that's no excuse,” said Blake. *Unless Gussy chucks
it up, at least, he’s done with this study. And—and to think
I was going to ficht old Talbot for thinking that the letter
was his, when it was his all the time! I—1I think I'd better
get along aund speak to Talbot.”

Jack Blake left the study and went along the Shell passage.
Talbot and Gore gpnd Skimpdle were at their preparation
when Blake looked in, with a very red fuce. His task was
not a pleasant one.

“Talbot, old chap!™

‘Talbot rose to his feet with a smile. Blake's mode of
address showed that the Fourth-Former was not on the war-
path.

“Yes Blake?"

“I'm sorry I called you what T did!” blurted out Blake.
* It—it turns out that 1 was wrong.”

Gore whistled.

“Do you.mean to say that that leiter was Gussy's all ihe
time, Blake?” he exclaimed.

“I don’t mean to say anything !’ said Blake savagely.
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“ O, keep your wocl on! 1 thought it was, all the time,”
id Geerge Gore coolly,  * I couldn’t quite swallew it, that's
1. But if you say so--—"

“Oh, rats!®

“What lovely manners they have in the Fourth!” grinned
Core.

Y My dear Blake,” eaid Skimpole, in his solemn way, “I
am shocked and surprised! Do you think it would do any
good if 1 were to speak a word in season to that unhappy and
misgnided youth¥

“Oh, don’t be a silly aes,

“Aly dear Blake--—-"

S Em sorry for what T said, Talbot. You were right. But
~-but if you want me to come into the gym all the same, Fm
ready.”

“But I don’t want.you 10, said.Talbot quietly. “There's
nothing for us to fight about that ¥ can see.”
serene, then! Chap can't do more than say he's

Skinuny {7 said Blake irritably.

“That’s all yight. But--but there’s some mistake in the
matter, I think,” said Talbct, “1 could see that the lotter
was D'Arey’s—it, scemed plain- enough to me. But I don’s
believe for one moment the construction Levison put on it.”
“D’Arcy’s owned up!” growled Blake.

“im ble! v
“But he has. He admitted thai ho went out io see Banks
tly after he got that letier.”

bot started.

*“Are you sure, Blake?
“He said so himself 3
“I can’t understand it!”
Oh, we're all human at times!™ grinned Gore. “ Gussy
tad a bit of a flutter. I've done the same myself in my

1 our study.”

Yes, and a pretiy muck you made of it, too! You've
been sacked from the school once, and deserved it hall a
dozen times!” granted Blake.
Gore jumped sup in wrath,
“ You cheeky rotter!™ he shouted,
Talbot pushed him back into his chair.
“Hold on, Gore!”
“ Look here~———-"

“Ob, let him éome on!’ said Blake disdainfully. * T feel

just inclined to hammer somebody now; and Gore will do!”

““Rot!” gaid Talbot, still helding Gore in his chair. * Cut
off, old fellow! Rcrapping won't do any good!”

Blake turned away.

“Look here, I'm going after him, Talbot !’ growled Gore
angrily. ““What are you chipping in for, you ass¥” s

“Let it drop,” eaid Talbot. *‘Blake’s cut up over this,
vou can see that. You don’t want to go for a fellow when
ha's down.” :

Gore grunted. It was curious the influence Talbot had over
the hully of the Shell. Gore gave a sulky nod.

*“Ob, all right! I'm as sorry as anybody to see D'Arcy
playing the fool like this. I know what it meant for me onee,
If you hadn’t got me clear 2

‘T.hope D’Arey will get clear, t00,” said Tathot. “But I
can’t. quite believe the thing yet. There’s a mistake
somewhere,”

Blake returned to his study to do

his prep. The Merrible Three had [osmm oo Smaws mEesen  SEmes

gone.  Digby and Herries were
looking glam.
Blake sat down disconteutedly.

That study, so long happily united,
was hopele
August
WwWays.
exasy ting, but the friendship of
the four had been deep and sincere,
though they said nothing about it.
The thonght that their chum had
got himself into trouble was worry-
ing; the knowledge that he had not
only taken to vicious ways, but was
chstinately determined to persist in l

y divided now. Avrthuy

themn, was worse.  And the fact
that he was angry and indignant at
their condemnation of him  only
fanued the flame of their resent-
ment and exasperation.  They felt
keenly enough the breaking off of
an old friendship.

But they did not regret that

room for a blackguard in Study
No. 6.
Tue Gen LiBrARY.-—No. 456,

The affair had been a painful TU K HAM PERS
shock to the chums of Study No. 6. i

= to Levison, that D’Avey
. : , Fourth still wanted to ride the high
" horse, in spite of the indubitable
' i & fact that he had been found ount.
R Better-natured fellows than Mel-

OUT TO-DAY!
D'Arcy had gone.” There was no ’ 0 N E P E N N Y- Arthur  Augustus  grected  him
)
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During the evening Hammond of the Fourih came in. Ife
came for D’Arcy’s books and other personal belongings,
Blake & Co. watched him while he was collecting themn.

“D'Arey’s goin’ to come into my study,” explained the
Cockney junior. “Me and Kerruish and Reilly and Julian
are willin’,”

“Youre welcome!” growled Blake.

Hammond sniffed.

“You're down on Master Gussy, ‘cause he's been and gone
and done somethin’,” he said. **That what you call pallyt™

“Mind your own business!” snapped Herries. “If you
like betting blackguards in your study, yowre welcome to
them! We don’t.”

Hammond’s eyes gleamed.  IIc believed the same thing
ihat Blake & Co. believed, but his loyalty to the swell of St.
Jint’s, who had been a good friend to him, was proof against
any strain,

“Iden't care what Master Gussy done ! he said.  “ ¥ know
he was a good pal ta me—when I wanted one bad, too. I'm
stickin’ to "im, and if an s 2. word agin ‘im for me to
‘ear there’ll be a scrap !

And Hammond, with an emphatic snort, marched ont with
b s books. Blake and Terrjes and Digby looked-at one
another vather queerly. Harry Fammond’s unwavering faith
in the swell of 8t. Jim’s gave then a feeling that they had
boen wanting in loyalty. But facts were fac Blake & Co.
resunted thf-}r prep. with grim faces. The sun had gene
down upon their wrath.

CHAPTER 8.
Kangarco Beans Well!
RTIHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY was an object of
great interest to the School House fellows the
next day,
Everybody was surprised.
That the swell of St. Jim’s should have taken ta
playing the giddy ox was simply astounding.
But there did not seem room for doubt about the maiter.
ITe had admitted that the Jetter from Banks was his—that
was known. Ii was knewn that he had hurried off to see
the wiiter of the letter,
And his own chums had quarvelled with him about it,
and he was no longer a member of Study No. 6.
After that, it seemed, there was nothing more to be
Fellows who liked D’Arey—and nearly everyone did—w
sorry to see that change in his ways. That it was a chs
they all believed. Only Levison & Co. believed that this

was
- the accidental discovery of what had been going on

for a Jong time.

The curious thing was that Arthur Augustus did not scem
in the slightest degree ashamed.

The least he could have done, his friends thought, was to
look ashamed of himself now that he had been bowled out!
But Arthur Augustus only looked puzzled and perplexed. It
was really as if he did not know what his chums had quai-
relled with him for, or why they thought so badly of him
all of a sudden—which, of course, from Blake & (0.'s point
of view was absurd.

It was not casy to discuss the
matter with Arthur Augustus either.
When Mellish of the Fourth, feel-
ing that they were on a {footing
now. offered him a cigarette, Arthur
Augustus first stared blankly, and
then delivered his opinion of Mel-
fish in the plainest of plain English.
And when Mellish contended that

with bookies who had becn warned
off the turf, Arthur Augustus pulled

. :
had many peculiar little smoking a cigarette, at least, wasn’t
nd he was sometimes a little l FOR READERS OF i quite so bad as backing gee-gees
Mellish’s  nose — emphatically — to

5 Mellish’s breathless indignation.

remarked
¢ of the

Jt seemed, as Mellish

1

lish spoke to D’Arcy on the subject
that day. Harry Noble of the Shell,
though not much given to preach-
myg, felt that it was up to him to
say a word, and he tackled D’Avey
in  the quadrangle after lessons.

cheerily—he ~was feeling a little
louely now that he had broken with
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; Arthur Augustus stood like a fion in the path.

his chums, though would have induced him to
admit it.

“You don’t mind my speaking seriously, old chap?”’ said
Kangaroo.

“Not at all, deah boy. I quite appwove of a chap speakin’
sewiously,” said Arthur Augustus. “But, pway, don’t speak
about my little wow with my formah fwiends. That is wathah
an unpleasant subject.”

“Well, T won’t, though I'm sarry to sece that you've got
on ‘b‘t%;l tenms in your study. But about your little game—-"

CRRL

“Is it good enough, Gussy?’ urged Kangarco. “You're
nci the kind of chap for thit kind of thing. I know it’s not
my bizney, but we've always been friends, so——*

“Are you alludin’ to Blake's wotten suspicion wegardin’
me, Kangawooh?”

“Yes?

“Do you believe that T have done somethin’ of a disgwace-
fl]l_li nature?” asked Arthur Augustus, his eyes beginning to
glitter.

“1 know you wouldn’t mean to,” said Kangaroo pacifically.
“But getting mived up with a blackguard like that fellow
Banks iso’t very nice, is it1?

* Mr, Banks 1s 2 gentleman whom I wespect highly 1

nothing

’

““} shali hit out, you wottahs-—-—yawoooo

—1% (See Chaptler 1.) E

“You're about the only fellow who does, then,” said Kan-
garoo drily. “TFor of ali the rotten rotters A

“I wefuse to heah you speak of Mr. Banks in ibat way,
Kangawooh! If You wepeat, such wotten wemarks I shall

punch your nos

‘“Ch, will you?” exclaimed the Cornstalk, nettled. * Well,
I'll repeat them fast enough. Banks is a thorough scoundrel,
and ought to be in prison!”

“Kangawooh, T should be sowwy to punch your nose. bu
I shall do so unless yon withdwaw that wemark at once!”

“Rats!?

“You heah me, Noble?’

“Yes. Banks is a scoundrel, and you are a silly ass!” ex-
claimed Kangaroo, quite angry now. ‘“Ah! Wouid you. you
duffer?”

The next moment they weve fighting.

There was a rush from all guarters at once. The Cornsial
was a great fighting-man, though he was very peaceable until
roused. He had always been on good terms with D’Arey, as
had most of the School House fellows. But they were fight-
ing hammer and tongs now; and Arthur Augustus, though
hardly a match for the stalwart Australian, was putting ug a
great fight.

“A fight—come on!"”

sang out Wally D’ Arvey of the Thivd,

ng
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Gussy's younger brother, “Go it, Gussy! You're going (o
get licked—but go it!"”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Pile in, Kangy!™

¢ Hurray !”

Blake and Herries and Digby came runuing up from the
footer-ground. What on earth the fight was about they could
not imagine! It was really no business of theirs, as D'Arcy
was no longer their pal or study-mate—but they felt co:.-
cerned for him. The Terrible Thice also were soon on the
spot. The fight was taking place ury the elms, fortunately
at a good distance from the house.

“What in thunder’s the row?” exclaimed Tom Merry.

Blake shrugged his shoulders.

“ Goodness knows! I don’t!”

“Only Gussy looking for trouble and finding it
Levison,

“Separate them!” said Talbot,

“Oh, let 'em alone!” said Mellish. “Gussy has wanted a
licking for a long time. Yaht! You rotter, Blake, keep your
elbow out of my ribs!”

“I'll put my fist in your eye if you don’t shut up!”
Blake.

Talbot ran forward, and Tom Merry followed him. The
two combatants were dragged apart.

“Welease me!” gasped Arthur Augustus,

But Kangaroo only grinned.

‘“There’s nothing for you two to serap about,” said Talbot.
¢“Tor goodness’ sake, chuck it!”

“I don't mind,” said XKangaroo laughing.
to scrap. But I can’t have my nose punched.”

“You said a wotten thing about a-fiwviend of mine!’
Arthur Augustus,

“Well, 1f he's a friend of yours, T'li say no more about

i o “n

him,"” said Kangaroo. 3ut I don’t cerapliment you on youw

1" grinned

snapped

' panted

T didn't wanf,

% Bug, since he's Gussy's fiiend,” grinned Kangarco, T}
keep my opinion to myself. I won't shove my oar in again,
D’Arcy, and you can keep your wool on, and go to the gddy
bow-wows without any advice from me.”

And Kangaroo put his hands in his pockets; and sauntercd
away whistling.

“So you've been fighting about Banks?” said Blake grimly,

Axrthur Augustus gave him a stecly look.

“Pway do not addwess .me, Blake! I wefuse to speak
to you!”

“Dash it all, Gussy, Banks isn't
claimed Hammond.

“Not exactly a fwiend, Hammou
wespect for him, and I wefuse to hea
bious names!”

“Well, my ’at!” ejaculated Hamn
astonishment,

Arthur Aungustus walked away, leaving the juniors in a
buzz of excitement. For a fellow to admit publicly such an
acquaintance was amazing. And the swell of St. Jim's did
not seem in the least ashamed of it. To most of the fellows
it looked as if he was lost to all seuse of shame.

After Kangaroo's experience, the fellows let the subject
alone. If D’Arcy meant to fly out at a disparaging word
about Mr. Banks, it was evidently useless to reason with hin:.
The juniors wisely decided to let him **gang his ain gait’
without troubling him with good advice, which would most
likely lead to fistieu )

But at tea-time Kangaroo came into Tom Merry's study,
with a thoughtful exj on on his face.

“You fellows ready for a scrap?” he asked.

¢ Any old thin said Tom Merry,
on the New House?”

“Oh, blow the New House! I'm thinking of that rotter

a friend of yours?” ex-

5 but 1 ’m\"»" a g
h him called by op:

overcome  Wiii

D

“VWhat is it—a raid

Banks.”

The captain of the Shell looked very grave,

“He's in Rylcombe now,” he said. “ DI've seen him about
there, I heard from Wharton, of Greyfriars, that the rotter
had got mixed up with somebody there, and had to clear out
of the neighbourhood. He’s come back to Rylcombe—to
stay, it scems.”

“He's got (:H“)' under his thumb somechow,” said Kan-
garoo. ‘‘Gussy is a good little ass, though he’s playing the
giddy ox now. That rotter has got an influence over him
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choice of friends!”
“What the deuce " began Blake,
“Don’t you fellows run away with t!
slanging anybody behind his back,
flushing. “1 was speaking of Banks.
“ Banks "
“Yes, Banks. Gussy didn’t like my calling him a sco
I think most of the fellows here will agree with me a
that.”
*Yes, rather!”

idea that T've been
aimed Kangarco,
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0w,  He fired up when I called the man a scoan-

crer;
“The man 1s a sconndrel,” said Tom. .
“Well, supposc we chip in??’ suggested the Cornstalk.
“The rotter has no_ right to meddle with a St. Jim’s chap!
Levison’s saying that Gussy has an appointment with him
for Saturday. He heard them speaking of it in Study No. 6,
I belteve. At this rate, Gussy will get the sack. He’s made
himself the talk of the Lower School already, and it won’t
e long before some of the prefeets get to hear of it!  That
means bemg hanled up before the beaks,. and flogged or
sicked !
“‘I know,” suid Tom, looking worried.

“You can’t blame

Blauke for getting fed-up; but, as a matter of fact, what
Gussy needs just now is a pal to see him through, and save

Lim from making a fool of himself. 1 simply can’t under-
stand him.  Pd never have believed it, excenting from his
own mouth!”

“ Well, suppose we chip in and stop that giddy appointment
for Saturday

“ But how?

“By going to lock for Banks, and giving him such a
thundering hiding that he won’t be able to keep any appoint-
nients 17

Tom Merry langhed.  The Cornstall’s plan was a little
drastie, but it guite chimed in with the ideas of the Terrible
T'hree.  They were concerned about the swell of the School
House, and certainly an unserupulous rascal who was leading
w schoolboy on the road to ruin deserved no merey.

“Fmoon!” said Tom. *““The rotter ought to be made ar
evample of ! Gussy will certain
goes on, 1t isn't only that he’s
jolly reckless about it!"

*“'Then when youwre done tea we'll go on the warpath!”
grinned Kangarco. “We'll save Gussy from the giddy road
to ruin without asking his permission !

* Right-ho ! '

After tea the Shell fellows started.  (lifton Dane and
jernard Glyn, Kangaroo’s chums, joined them.  And the
SIY luniors went to look for Mr. Banks full of grim deter-
mination to make him sorry that he had honoured Ryleombe
with bis presence once more.

 get it in the neck if this
slaying the fool, but he’s so

—

CHAPTER 9.

A Painful Duty Well Dcne,

¢« Y hat! What luck !

Kangaroo uttered that exclamation.

'The chums of St. Jim’s were sauntering down
the lane to Rylecombe., They knew where Mr.
ianks, the bookmaker, was to be found—at the

Green Man, in the village, Not that they intended to
venture into that disreputable haunt; but they hoped to find
the rascal hanging about somewhere where they could handle
him, and before they were half-way to the village Kangaroo
pointed across the fields towards the towing-path.

A fat figure was visible there, in the sunny autumn evening,
1t was Mr. Banks. the bookmaker, and he was strolling
wlong, with his bowler hat on the back of his head, smoking

gar,
* What huek ! There’s our bird ! said Kangaroo.

“Come on!” exclaimed Tom Merry.

The six juniors pushed through the hedge. and broke into
w run towards the river.

Mpr. Banks did not observe them. He was sauntering
hack now at an easy pace, evidently pacing to and fro on the
towing-path while waiting for somebody to join him. The
Jjuniors could not help wondering whether it was Arthur
Augustus D’ Arcy whom the fat rascal was there to meet.

They eame out on the towing-path with a run, and Mr,
Danks etopped in his walk and looked at them,

* Bvenin’, young gents!” he said affably.

* Waiting for somebody—what?” asked Tom grimly,

Me. Banks nodded,

“ A St. Jim's chap, perhaps??® said Lowther.

’s telling!” smiled Mr. Banks. . “Never tell tales
out of school, young gents—that’s a good maxim !

“Are you waiting for a S Jim’s chap?” demanded Tom.

“Find out!” retorted Mr. Banks,

“Well, we doy’'t need to find out—we know!” said Tom.
“You've been away from this neighbourhood for some time,
Mr. Banks. It would be better for your health if you were
to go away again!”

“That’s my business, T suppose?’ said the bookmaker,
staving -at him,

“Not_entirely ! grinned Kangaroo, “Wc're making it
our business, too,  Would vou like to take a vacation, and
ficep away from this distriet altogether?”

*“No, T wouldn’t ! said Mr. Banks,
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“Tt would be betier for your health,” s2 ' Wangarco.

“1 don’t see it.  Whatter you mean??

“1 mean that you're not going to be allowea W gpet St.
Jim’s chaps into mischief!  You're going to clear off, or
tike the consequences!”

“Py’aps you're goin’ to make me?” sneered Vv, Banks.

“ Exactly !”

Banks backed away a pace or two, and gripped his

“You touch me——"" he began,

“We're going to rag you,” said Tom Merry. “You're
going to give us your word to clear off, or else we're going
to duck you in the river!”

“You checky yoang ‘ound!”
nanily.

* Are you going?”

“No blooming fear!” said Mr, Banks emphatically.
“And if you lays a *and on me, I'll thrash yer, and then come
up to your ’eadmaster and complain!”

“ Collar him!” said Tom.

The juniors made a rush, and Mr. Banks’ stick lashed at
them savagely, Kangarco caught his arm, and wrenched the
stick away.  The next moment the fat bookmaker was on his
back in the grass.

He lay there somewhat like an overturned turtle, and
roared.

“Tn with him!” shouted Kangarco.

“CEIp!”? roared Mr. Banks.  *“Perlice! °Ein!”?

But there was no help for the sporting gentleman, e was
birled up, heavy weight as he was, in six pairs of young,
strong hands.

The juniors rushed him into the reeds, and held him
suspended over the shallow, muddy water of the river's
margin,  Mr. Banks’ eyes almost bulged from his head.

“Put me down!” he roared.  *You young raskils, put me
down!”

roared Mr, Banks indigs

ce going to—into the water!” grinned Clifton Dane,

“You don’t dare!” shricked Mr, Banks.

“Will you promise, honour bright, not to have anvthing
more to do with any St. Jim’s chap?”’ asked Tom Merry
quieily.

“Go and chop chips!”
dare 1?

“In with him!”

Splash !

There was a squelching splash as Mr. Banks™ heavy, bulky
form dropped into the water.

The fat bookmaker squelched and rolled in mud. There
were only six inches or so of water, but the mud was decp
und thick. =

Mr. Banks sat up in the water, smothered with ooze.

*“ Gerrrooooghhh 1™ .

“That's tha first lesson,” said Tom Merry, cyeing him
geily.  “We'll look for you again on Saturday, Banks.
If we find you anywhere near St. Jim’s, Jook out for another
ducking | i

* Groooogh !*? ;

Mr. Banks serambled and floundered wildly out of the
water.  Tom Merry & Co. walked away along the towing-
path towards the school.  They felt that they had done their
duty, and done it well.  The unfortunate My, Banks felt that
they had done it only too well.

“Hallo!" ejaculated Lowther, “Cutts, by Jove "

“ Cutts! repeated Tom Merry.  “My hat!” . -

Gerald Cutts, the dandy of the Fifth, was coming towards
them with a hurried stride.  He looked like a fellow who
e going to keep an appointment for whicl: he was already
ate. -

Catts of the Fifth gave the juniors a glance in passing, and
Jinrried on.

Kangaroo whistled.

“My hat!  Was Banks waiting there for Cutts, after all,
and not Glussy?” he said.

“Ha, ha! I shouldi’t wonder!
Lim ¢

“Well, he wanted a lesson, all the same. and he's 2ot I
said Manners.  “We know D’Arcy was going .to meet him
on Saturday, anyway !”

“Yes, that's so.”

=

howled Mr, Banks, “You don't

We know Cutts meets
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“1t will be rather a surprise for Cutts if he’s going to
meet him !” chuckled Lowther. “ He can help Banks get the
mud off !”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

The juniors walked on to the school gates.  As they
entered they sighted Arthur Augustus ’Arcy walking in the
quadrangle with Harry Hammond. Evidently the swell of
St Jim’s had no appointment with Mr, Banks for that
evening, at least.

Arthur Augustus bestowed a friendly nod upon Clifton
Dane and Bernard Glyn, and a steely look on the rest.  Tom
Merry & Co. were on the list of fellows whom Arthur
Augustus wasn’t speaking to. That list scomed likely to
increase.

Talbot met the Shell fellows as they came in.  He langhed
when they told him of the happenings to Mr. Banks.

“Well, he’s asked for it, even if he wasn’t there for
D'Arey,” said Talbot. It seems to be an open secret that
D’Arcy is going to see him on Saturday !”

“Banks may think bettér of it after that ducking,” said
Kangaroo. o

“It's a jolly duees business,” said Talbot musingly. I
can’t help fancying there is a mistake somewhere. It's rather
a risky business talking to Gussy about it, according to your
experience, Kangy.”

Kangaroo chuckled. ,

“You'll only come fo punching nosecs, if you speak about
Banks,” he caid. ‘‘Better let the yvoung ass rip.”

Talbot nodded. But he was thinking very seriously over
the matter. In spite of the apparently conclusive evidence on
the subject, Talbot was not eatisfied. Yet how there could
be a mistake somewhere, baffled even Talbot's clear brain.
Arthur Augustus’ own word could not be doubted, and Art}
Augustus had admitted everything, But Talbot was not satis-
fied, nevertheles

CHAPTER 10.
The Cold Shoulder.

EILLY of the Fourth came into No. 5 Studs with a
somewhat grim expression on his face. No
belonged to Reilly, Julian, Hammond, and Kerr
but there were five in the study now. Sarry m-
mond had insisted upon U’Arcy sharing his quarters

now that he had left No. 6. His study-mates had gracefully
concurred, hoping that the swell of St. Jim’s would soon make
it up with his chums, for five was certainly a crowd in a
junior study.

As for D'Arcy’s disgrace, Julian & Co. did not make s
remark on that. They considered that it was no business
theirs. 1In fact, they had shown almost a painful politencss in
avoiding any reference to D’Arcy’s undesirable acquaintan
But Reilly was looking quite grim as he came in now. Tea
was going on in the study. Arthur Augustus was seated at
;hln table, urbane as usual, though looking somewhat thought-
ul.

“A word wid ye, Gussy !” said Reilly.

Arthur Augustus looked up.

“Yaas, deah boy.”

“I've just heard some jaw downstairs,”
direct way. “I hope there’s nothing in it.
But I'd rather you told me.”

“Pway go on, Weilly!”

“They’re saying that you’ve got an appointment with Mr.

Pt

said Reillv, in his

I know Levison !

NOW ON
SALE.

Arthur Augustus raised his eyebrows. )

“I weally fail to see why my pwivate affaihs should intewes$
the fellows as they appeah to do,” he remarked. “Itis vewy
surpwisin’ to me.” ) ;

“Sure your private affairs don't interest me,” said Reilly,
rather tartly, *‘But I'd like to know whether that’s true cr
not ?”

“Yaas, it is quite cowweet. I suppose one of those eaves-
dwoppin’ boundahs heard me say so in Studay No. 6 when [
was speakin’ to Blake.”

“You're going to meet Banks on Saturda

CQY&as‘7!

“ Howly mother av Moses!” exclaimed Reilly,
up to it as cool as a graven image!”

‘I see no weason for concealin’ it, Weilly.”

Reilly grunted.

“ Hammond asked us to let you into this study,
turned you out,” he said, “It's
don’t mind that.”

“ Look ’ere——" began Hammond. )

“You misundahstand, Weilly,” said Arthur Augusius, with
a great deal of dignity. “I was not turncd out of Studay
No. 6: T wefused to wemain theré. I shook the dust of that
studay fwom my feet.”

“Sure, an' you can shake the dust of this study from your
feet, too,” said Reilly grimly. “Your pri affairs don’t
matter to me a twopenny rap, but if you're iz to keep on
blagging i

“What 7"

‘ After disgracing your own study, you can’t expect to be
aliowed to disgrace ours,” said Reilly.

“Gweat Scott ! <

“I thonght you'd played the fo6! just once. and that was an
end of it,” said the Irish junior. “If you're keeping it up,
we'd prefer your room to your company.”

*“1f you do not appweciate my company in this studay,
Weilly, T should be the last persen to wemain,” he said icily.

“Well, good-bye!” said Reilly, quite uumoved by the
elegant Fourth-Former's chilly dignity.

“'0Old on!” exclaimed Hammond. not goin’,
D’Arcy ! You can shut up, Reilly] G pal.”

“1 advise you to be a bit more particular about your pals,
Tammoend.”

“T'll ask you for advice when T want it. T.cok ’ere

“Order!” rapped out Dick Julian. * Reilly’s in the right,
and I back him up. Gussy ought to chuck up that kind of
thing. If he does, he’s welcome here—welcome as the flowers
in May. If he doesn’t, the sooner he goes, the better.”

“Hear, hear!” said Kerruish heartily.

“Well, T don’t say so!” said Hammond dog
‘ere is my study. Wotever Master I)’Arcy
goin’ to stay ’ere.”’

“Thank you vewy much, Hammond,” said Avthur Augustus,
“But it is imposs for me to wemain anywhah where my
pwesence is unwelcome. Your fwiends seem to have altahed
their opinion of me, for some weason I cannat quite com-
pwehend. If they wepeat such wemarks outside this study I
shall call them to account. I do not wish to make a wow in
anothah fellow's quartahs, but I must wemark that any person
who accuses me  of questionable conduct is a  wotten
slandewah !”

Reilly Bushed red.

“That’s for me, I suppose!” he exclaimed. “But, sure, T
don’t call your conduct questionable—there isn’t much ques-
tion about it! On what you say yourself, youre a shady

“You own

as your pals
rather a squeeze, but we

v
go

d

ou

.

gedly. ““This
ave done, he's

Banks for Saturday afternoon.”
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“You uttah wottah-—7

“Aund Pl rep: 2t that outside this study, if you want me
to,” said Reilly. “T’ll repeat.it in the passage, and shout xf in
the quad, and sing it over in the New House, if vou like.’

“Vewy well. T shall ask you to come into the gym,” emd
Arthur Auguahu quivt y. “You also, Juhan, and you,
l\n\n\msh, and any fellow \\ho considahs that there is any-
lhm shady in my r‘ondm\t

*“Oh, Mastow (rl-\\ ' faltered Hammond.

Arthur Augaostus wnofullv adjusted his eyeglass, and turned
it on the Cockney junior.

“Hammond, you have made a wemark which appeuhs to me
io wequiah some cxplanation. You wemarked that 1 should
be welecome heah whateval® I had done. I am vewy much
obliged to yon, but I must a:l\ you ‘to explain that wemark.
Ave you undah the impwession that T have done anythin’ to
be ashamed of 77

Hammond cculd only &tare.

“You have always been a fwiend of mine,” continued
Arthur Augustus. “*Pway do not suppose that I desiah to
quawwel with you, H.munond. But I mu.t weally ask you to
answa ah that question.’

“I—I——" stammered Hammond blankly.

Arthur Augustus’ eye glittered behind his monocle.

“Do you agwee with Weilly’s wotten wemarks, Iam-
mond 77

“No, I don't,” said Hammeond sturdily. ‘ Whatever you
done, I stand by v And whatever you does again, I stand
by you, though T wish youw’d think better of it.”

“You are implyin’, Hlammond, that you believe me guiliy
of shady conduct ?”

“Well, you—you see stuttered IHammond. “You
always looked on that there kmd of thing as shady yourself,
D’Arcy. When I first come ’ere, you told me so. I always
looked up to you. Now you gone and done it yourself.”

Arthur Augustus looked at him fixedly.

“There appeahs to me to be a gwowin’ pwejudice against
me in this House,” he s “You are the vewy last person,
Hammond, I should have (\pnctnd to believe a wotten slandah
against me. T should have welied upon you even more than
upon my formah fwiends.”

Hammond locked bewildered, as well he might.

“But-—but it ain’t a slander, if you admit it yourself !"" he
faltered.

“T admit nothin’ of the sori.”

i
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“But—but yon have admitted it!” stammered Hammond.
“Unless I'm dreamin’, you ’ave.”

“Then you are certamly dweamin’, ITammond !

“Blessed if I understand the sxl}y spalpeen at all,” said
Reilly, puzzled. “D’Arcy knows as well as we do what all the
follows think of what he’s done.”

“T wefuse to speak to you, Weilly! T will not*addwess a
single word to you undah auy cireumstances whatevah ™

Reilly grimned.

“But I am sowwy, Hammond, to sce that you arc undah a
mistaken mmpwession. You have allowed some slandewin’
cad to deceive you, T pwesume. But until you change your
opinion of me, and expwess your wegwet for havin’ entah-
tained it at all, T am sowwy to say that I must dwop your
acquaintance.”

“DArcy !’

Arthur Augustus turned his back, and walked out of the
study.

The chums of No. 5 ctared at one another as the door closed
behind the aristocratic figure of the swell of St. Jim's.
Hammond rubbed his nose.

‘“This "ere beats nie,” he said slowly,

Reilly snorted.

“I suppose ev er ybody’s got to change his views at the same
time as 1’Arcy,” he said sarcastically, “ When father says
turn, we all turn! Pooof |7

“Well, it does look like it!” eaid Julian, in perplexiiy.
“Gussy seeme to think we're all bound to swaliow Banks
becayge he’s swallowed him. Why, only the other week he
joined in ragging that Iyd«l\pml d Weeks, for getting Skim-
pole into a fix. Now he’s changed his views, but he really
can’t expect us to follow suit.”

“He'l be disappointed if he does!” growled Reilly.

Hammond left the study, with a subdued and troubled face.
e was redds to stand by the noble Gussy, even if it came
to the sack for the swell of St. Jim’s. But to believe that
he was doing right when he knew that he was doing wrong—
that was rathor too great a strain even for the faithful
Hammond. He looked for Arthur Augustus, and found him
in the quadrangle.  But he had no chance of speaking to
him. Arthur Augustus gave him one steely glare entirely
without recognition, and walked in another direction.
Hammond stood dismayed. Even Hammond had been added
to the list of fellows whom Arthur Augustus no longer
1\”1"‘\\'.
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CHAPTER 11,
Before the Beaks!

(4] REAT Christopher Columbus!”
“Banks, by thunder!”
“And here!”
Mr. Banks did not seem at ali discomposed by
the sensation he made, as he came lounging across
the quadrangle from the gates in the cool evening.

Tom Merry & Co. spotted him, and staved.

Mr. Banks had threatened to come to their headmaster, and
complain of the rough handling he had received that after-
noon.  But that the dwreputablo rascal would have the nerve
to come to St. Jim’s and face the grave and reverend Head
they bad never dreamed.

But he had come! Here he was—newly swept and
garnished after his muddy ducking, but looking as fat and
boozy and coarse and dl\reputabi(\ as ever,

Mr. Banks was evidently out for vengeance,

The juniors exchanged glances.  Their treatment of Mr.
Banks had been high-handed, they could not deny that—but
they felt that it was justified. Almost any means were
justified in driving away an unscrupulons rascal, who was
seeking to lead a thoughtless schoolboy into vicious ways.
They believed that the Head himsclf would not blame them
if he knew the facts.

Iut it occurred to Tom Merry & Co. now that there was

“ but.”

If they explained to the Head that they had ducked Mr.
Banks for leading a St. Jim's fellow into his own rascally
ways, Dr. Holmes would certainly take a lenient view of the
matter—provided they proved their assertion. If they had
acted on suspicion, the Head was bound to wvisit cun(llr_‘;n
punishment upon them. They cculd prove their assertion
easily enough—but only by giving Arthur Auvgustus away.
And that was not to be thought of for a moment.

Mr. Banks came up to the § and gave the
chums a leering look as he pas: I\‘ was clear that
the vengeful rascal considered his hour of triumph -had
come,

“I told von T'd come, young feller-meJad!™ he said
jeeringly. “ We'll see wot your 'eadmaster has to say about
ducking a man—wot?”

Tom Merry gave him a contemptuous look. .

“We're quite ready to answer for it,” he said. And
you'll get another ducking if we catch you near this school
again!”

““And a bumping along with it.” said Lowiher,

“We'll sece about that.” said Mr. Banks. “We'll see!™

And he strode on.

Levison spotted him from the deorivay, and Levi-on chortled
with glee. This was such a showing-up as Levison had never
hoped for.

‘“Hallo, Bankey!” he exclaimed.
D’Arcy?”

I come to see the "Ead,” said Mr. Banks surlily.

Levison looked startled. As a matter of fact, ﬂm worthy
Levison had had his own dealings with Mz, Banks in his time,
and he alweys had a lurking fear that something might come
to light.

“To see the Head!” he exclaimed.

Mr. Banks read the uncasy thought in his mind, and lLe
grinned.

“I got to (ompidm to the *Ead,” he said. “T been “andled
1vv a gang of young ‘ooligans!”

“Oh, I'see! I wish you luck!" said Levison.

Mr. Banks passed in at the open doorway.

*What do you want here?”

It was a sharp voice. Mr. Railton had seen the fat book-
maker, from his study window, and he came out into the hall
to meet him.

Mr. Banks faced the Housemaster coolly.

mI ve called to. see the 'Bad,” ho replied.

Then it is unparalleled impudence on your part!” ex-
claimed the Housemaster. “You have no bu ~mc~b with Dr,
Holmes!”

“1 been ducl\od by a gang: of young uo’wam belonging Lo
ihis ‘ere school,” said Mr. Banks sullen “TE T don’i soe
the 'eadmaster, I'm going to the poalice to lay a charge of
assault!”

& You sm’ that boys belonging to this school have molested
you? e\r- aimed Mr. Rallton, taken aback.

“Yes, I does, and if you think I'm goin’ to take ii lyin’

“Have you come to sce

dm\'n—- -
“That will do. In those circumstances, vou have a
to lay a complaint before Dr. Foim Tollow mn‘.'
Mr. Banks, abashed in spite of his impudence, followed the
Housemaster. He was taken into the Head’s study.
Tue Gex LiBrARY.—No. 456.

Jack Blake joined the Terrible Three in the gquad.  Blike
was looking almost scared.

“You've seen that beast?” he asked, veferying fo the
estimable Mr. Banks.

“Yes, He's gone to the Head.”

“Does that mean that it's all up with D' Arey?
biting his lip. “Ha~ the cad gone to give him awa

“No, no! It's us i

“Eh? You haven’t been blagging with Banks, I suppose?”

Tom Merry laughed.

“No: we gave him a ducking, as a warning to keep clear
of 8. Jim's—same as you kids did with fhat rotter who
swindled Skimpole !”

Blake looked relieved.

“Ob, T see! And he's got the nerve to come here and
complain !”

“Looks like it. I—T suppose he knows we sha'n't mention

21,1

Giussy's name, and so weé haven't miich excuse for handling
him.
Monty Lowther rubbed his bands anticipatively.
“Querv—caning or flogging?” he w-nm;.wd “Reall

Blake. vou might have kept your prize idiot in better mdct
\“u\ landed n something now. I never thought the cad
would have the cheek to come here!”

“Well, I'm glad it's nothing worse,” said Blake.

“Worse, vou ass! What could be worse than a licking el
round for us?” demanded Manners indignantiy.

“Well, I thought it was all up with D'Arey, whe
that rotter coming in,  Of course, you can't give Gus-y
away.”

*Of counrse not, ass!”

“D’Arcy ought,really to own vp, and sce you clear,” =aid
Blake uneasily. “It’s up to him!"”

Tom Merry shook his head.

“Don’t speak to him. He doesn’t know anything about
it so far. \vf‘ dont \wnt to drag him into a serious row to
get out of a licking.’

“We did it of our-own accord, without asking Ciussy’s per-
mission,” erinned Lowther. “T1t wouldn’t be fair to dra «
Gussy into it now. But really I do wish you'd get the prize
duffer on a chain!”

Kangaroo came up, looking quite cheery.

“We're in for it!” he remarked. * Weil, it was worth if,
vou know. And we’ll take it out of Banks ancther time.”

Mr. Railton looked out of the School House, and beciconed
to the group of juniors. They approached reluctantly.

“Merry, vou are wanted in Dr. Holmes' study; you, and
all the juniors who were with you when yon assaulted Mr.
Banks.”

“We didn’t assault him, sir,” said Tom.
Rim 1¥

“We ducked

“1 think it comes to the same thing,” said Mr. Railten.
“You will be allowed to explam your covduct, if you can. Go
fo the IIud s study at once.’

‘“Yes, sir.”

Clifton Dane and Bernard Glyn were sent for, and the whole
party followed the Housemaster to the Tead's study. Ther
found Mr. Banks there, looking surly. The Head was very
grave,

“ Are these the boys, Mr, Banks?"” he asked.

The Head's manner towards the fat rascal was:one of grave
courtesy. His private opinion of Mr. Banks did not Tnake
any difference to that.

“They're the young raskils, sir,” said M
was six of them; and I 10(-kon they're the
to three of 'em, anyway.”

= ’\Ie vou and your companions appear fo Liave attacked
Mr. Banks in an utt(-tly lawless and unjustifiable manner,”
said Dr. Holmes. “Have you any (-\nlnmhnn to offer?
desire t(r hiear both sides of the matter.

“We ducked himn, sir,” said Tom Merr y.

“You admit it?”

“ft's true, siv. We thought wo were justified.”

“&ou mean that Mr. Banks gave you provocation?™
“Yes, sir.’

“It's a lie!” growled Mr, Banks. “Never said a word!”

“What provocation did Mr. Banks give you, Merry?"” ask(-r]
ihe Head, apparently not hearing the bookmalker's inter-
jection,

“We thought a rotter, hke that oughtn’t to be allowed io
hang round the school, sir.”

“Merry!  You ventured to take the law into your own
hands in such an outrageous wag y——"

“It was really my idea, sir,’ mlH] Kangaroo,
of it, and asked these fellows to join ane.”

& \\'u were all willing,” said Glyn.,  ** We thought the rotter
Ou'rht to be ~ioppo(L and we think so still!”

“Stopped 777 repeated the IIead

“Ile was up to no good, sir,”

Banks. “There
. I could swear

“1 thought
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“You must explain a lttle more fully than that,” said the
Head, regarding the juniors very curiously. *“Of what do
you accuse Mr. Banks?”

“He was getting a St. Jim's chap to bet and blag with
him ! blurted out Tom Merry desperately.

“Blag!” repeated the Head. The reverend gentleman
knew half a dozen languages, but he had no acquaintance
"7 \What can you possibly meen,

Meyry ?”

Tom colonred.

“J—J1 mean to—to be a blackguard, sir,” he stammered.
“We call it blagging.”

“PBless my soul! What a very remarkable expression !”
said the Head, “I presume that that is eome kind of
elang 77

“ Ye-es, sir.”

“Your statement is very ecrious, Merry. You imply that
come boy belonging to this school has had dealings of a
questionable character with Mr. Banke:™

“That's no secret, sir.”

“Tt was certainly a secret to me. Who is the boy you
epeak of 77 2 .

Tom Merry’s lips closed hard.

“T am waiting for your answer, Merry,” said the Head
charply. ’

“I can’t give you the name, sir,” said Tom at last. “Wo
chipped in to save a chap from making a fool of himself, not
to get him into a row. We'd rather be flogged than give
him away, if—if you'll excuse us saying so, sir.”

There was a pause. Ar. Railton looked out of the window.
Dr. Holmes drummed on his desk for a moment or two, then
he turned to Mr. Baniks.

“Mr. Banks, is it the fact that you had dealings with 2
boy belonging to this school 77

“No; it ain't,” said Mr. Banks sullenly. @

““That’s not true!” said Monty Lowther. ‘“Tle was wait-
on the towing-path for a chap to join him, when iwe
ducked him, eir. As it happens, it wasn't the chap we were
—were looking after. It was another chap. But there was
ho doubt about it. We saw the chap hurrying to meet him.
And we know he’s done it before!”

Mr. Banks' expression changed. He had not suspected
{hat his connection with Cutts of the Fifth was known. Mr.
Banks’ connection with the Fifth-Form dandy was far too
profitable for him to wish to risk anything coming to light.
For the first time, the bookmaker understood that it was in
the power of the juniors to ‘‘give away” the whole game, if
they chose, so far as Cutts was concerned.  The prospect was
dismaying to the bookmaker.w

The Head's keen eyes noted the change in his fat face.
His eyes met Mr. Railton’s, and the Houscmaster nodded.

“T will not ask you the name of the hoy you speak of,
Jowther,” said the Head quietly. ‘It has always been my
ohject to discourage anything in the nature of informing.
But I do not doubt vour statement. A very strict inquiry
will be made. Mr. Banks, this lets in a new light on the
matter. I do not justify these boys in taking the law into
{!mr own hands. They should certainiy not have done so,
yat——?

A tap at the door interrupted the Head.

CHAPTER 12,
Up to D’Arcy!

€ ERE he is!”
While the interview was going on in the Head's
study, Levison & Co. were locking for Arthur
Augustus D’Arey.
They found the swell of St. Jim’s sauntering
uader the elms in the quadrangle in solitary state,

[t was rather a new experience for the Honourable Arthur
Augustus to be lonely; but he was certainly feeling lonely
HOW,

There were &0 many feliows who had incurred his noble
wrath, and whose acquaintance he had dropped in con-
sequence, that Arthur Augustus was beginning to have a
feeling as if he were the only possible pebble on the beach.

But he did not look pleased when Levison and Mellish
and Crooke and Racke came up.

e regarded them with a lofty stave.

‘Here he 1is!” chuckied Crooke.
Gussy 1” .

“ Weally, Cwooke

“Tt's time for you to own up,” chortled Mellish. “I
vemember you called me names for not owning up when
J.athom ragged Lumley-Lumley for splitting his cane, Well,
now you can show me a noble example

‘“Ha; ha, hal”

“You're wanted
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You've simply got to own up,” grinned Racke. “No
eood sticking out here on your lonesome and pretending you
don’t know anything about it. We’'ve eome to tell youw, Mr.
Lofty Adolphue!” .

1 fail to compwehend you, Wacke!”

“Then T'll jolly well explain,” grinned Racke. “If youn
don’t own up, you jolly well won't be able to pretend you
didu’t know. Banks has come here!™

Arthur Zugustus started,

“Do vou mean my twiend Banks™ he axclaimed,

“tla, ha, ha!

“Yes, your friend Banks!” chortled Tevison. *“Tom
Merry and his gang have been ducking him, and he’s come
to complain.”

“They have been duckin’ my fwiend Banks!”
Arthur Augustus.

““Ha, ha! Yes."

“Imposst?

“They collared him on the towing-path, and ducked him,”
inned Crooke. *“Why, you did the same liud of thing
urself once with Weekes, the bookie, when that idiot
Skimpole got into a scrape with him.”

“That was vewy diffewent. Weekes was a wascal!”

“\Vell, perhaps he was the bigger rascal of the two,” said
Levison, “Never mind that. Not much to choose between
them, I faney. Anyway, your dear friend Banke has been
ducked, and he’s come to complain, and Tom Merry and
the vest ave in the Head's study now, hauled up before the
beaks.”

“Serve them wight ! exclaimed Arthur Ai ti
fully. *‘If they have laid a fingah on poor old Banl
give them a feahful thwashin’ all weuand.” y

“Poor old Banks!” repeated Levison. “Ile’s not so jolly
old. Just about old enough to dodge conscription, 1 fandy.2

“You uttah ass, he is sixtv, at least!”

“What rot! But never mind his age.™ Are you going to
own up? They chipped in on your account, and- it's up to
vou to say so. They won’t mention your name. You know
that. But it’'s up to you.”

“T weally do not undahstand you, Levison. And I wefuse
to beliove that Tom: Merry wounld lay a wuff hand on a man
old enough to.- be his grandfather. especially h a vewy
wespectable and worthy old gentleman as my fwiend Banks!?
¢ Ha; ha, ha!”

“That means that you're not going to own up?” speered
Racke. “Well, all the fellows will know what to think of
vou, if you don’t!”

Arthur Augustus did not veply. e turned his back on the
eads of the School House. and hurried away towards tho
. Talbot of the Shell had just come out, and D’Arcy
astened towards 1} Talbot looked at him very quietly.

“Talbot, deah boy.” Talbot was still a dear boy. Arthur
Augustus had not quarrelled with him yet, doubtless owing
to Talbot’s tact in refraining from mentioning controversiai
matters. *‘Talbot, dcah boy, has my fwiend Banks come
heah? Levison says so; but he is such a Pwassian!”

“Mr. Banks has come here,” said Talbot.' “‘He’s in the
Head's study now, with Tom Merry and the rest. They
ducked him !

Arthur Augustus breathed hard.

“¥ cannot doubt your word, Talbot; but it appeahs imposs,
What did they duck the poor old chap for?”

“Because he asked for it, Y suppose,” said Talbot drily.
“And if you regard him as a poor old chap, yvou're quite
alone in your opinion.”

““Are you awah, Talbot, that that worthy ofd gentleman
has thwee sons at the Fwont?” exclaimed Arthur Augustus.

Talbot stared.

“No. certainly not;
different from him.
ass 1

“He has acquainted me with the circumstances, Talbot,”
said Arvthur Augustus sternly. “T twust you are not joinin’
in this inexplicable and unreasonable pwejudice against my
fwiend Banks!” .

“Oh, my hat!” was all Talbot could say.

“Tf vou have anythin’ to say against my {wiend Banks,
Talbot. T shall be obliged to dwop vour acquaintance as
have dwopped that of the cthah wottahs,” exclaimed Avthur
Augustus excitedly.

“Shut up, vou " whispered Talbot hurriedly. PS

Kildare of the Sixth was coming towards them. and he
had caught D’Arey’s words, and he glanced quickly at tho
two juniors. But D’Arey did not see the prefect, who was
behind him. And he went on in wrathful tones.

“1 wefuse to shut up! Evewy detwactah of that vewy
worthy old gentleman is a wottah. T am surpwised ab you,
Talbot. My fwiend Banks ”

Arthur Augustus broke off as a hand dropped on his collar.
“Rai Jowe! Leggo, Kildare!”
Tue Gex LiBrary.—No. 456.
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Kildare Iscked at him grimly.

“So Bauks is your friend, is he 7" the captain of St. Jim’s
asked.

*Yaah, wathah!” replied Arthur Augustus undauntediy.
¢*1 gee nmo weason for concealin’ tno fact, Kildare.”

“You may sce a reason after you've heard what the Head
has. to say ‘about it,” the prefect remarked drily. * Come
with me! Some of your friends have got into frouble for
ducking your friend Banks, and I rather “think your evidence

will be useful.”

“ If they have laid a fingah on my fwiend Banks, T wegard
them with uttah dmpmonAI mean contempt, and T shall
thwash them all wound!” exclaimed Arthur Augustos hotly.

“ Yo you're in the habit of secing Mr. Banks—what?" said
Kildare,

“ Not exactly, Kildare. I have seen him fmro, and T have
to see him again on Saturday aftahnoon-

“You hd\f} business with hun do you mean?”
. “Yaas—about a horse.”

 Great Scott!”

Wildare was too astounded to say anything further. Tt
was surprising enough that Arthur Auvgustus 1)’ Arey should
be mixed up in such things; but that he should say so coolly
to ‘the head prefect of the house was almost unnerving.
Kildare marched him away to the Head's study, and tapped
at the door. Even then Arthur Augustus showed no signs of
uneasiness. ILis nerve was unshaken as l'ﬂ entered the awful
presence of the Iead.

CHAPTER 13,
Light at Last!

£ OME in!”
Dr. Holmes lookel surprised as Kildare came
in, with his hand on the I{onourable Arthur
Augustus’ shoulder.
¢ Excuse my interrupting you, sir,’”” said Kil-
dare. “D’Arcy can throw some licht on this
matter, I think.”
“Indeed! Then I shall be glad to Lear him,” said Dr.
Holmes.
Tom Merry & Co. exchanged glances of dismay.
They had kept the secret, at risk to themsely es, but it was
all up now, Kildare t-ndenth knew, and the prefect's aur\
vas to report the reckless young rascal. The game was up!
. Arthur Augustus did not even glance at Mr, Banks. The
juniors naruzall\ expected some sign of guilt or alarm at
the sight of the bookmaker; but D Arcy scemed almost un-
aware of his presence in the study.
Dv, Holmes looked sharply at the Fourth-Former.
“ Do you know anything about this matter, D’ \Lu 27
“T am wathah in the dark, sir,”’ said Arthur | Avgustus
calinly. I have been mformcd that these fellows ha\o been
du(km my fand Banks
* What v’
lom Moerry suppressed a groan. Was the swell of St.
Jlm s out of his senses? He had talked in this strain among

the juniors; but to the Head—~ Such reckless hardihood
vas simply unimaginable.
Dr, Holmes’ brow was like a thunderclond. Mr. Railton

looked startied, but Arthur Augustm went on cheer fully :

“ My fwiend Banks, sir——"

“ You speak of Mr. "Banks as vour friend, D'Arcy ?

“Certainly, sit! T wegard him as a vewy \(‘Spf‘("‘:ﬂ)lr old
gentleman, aud any man “who has thwee sons at the Fwont is
wy fwiend.”

Mr. Banks looked astounded.

*Orf ’is onion!” he murmured.

‘1 think the matter grows clear " said the ITead drily.
“D'Arcy is the boy here with whora Myr. Banks has had
dealings, I presume? As he admits it. you need not hesitate
to spoak out, Merry?’

“ Well, yes, sir!” almost groaned Tom. < But--but Gussy
couldn’t ‘have meant any harm, sir. He's simply a silly ass,
air ! I—I mean—-'

‘“Weally, Tom Mewwy—""

. Eve.ybudv in the School Houso Lnows that D'Arvey 1s a
silly idiot, sir!” said I\angmoo *Not really quite respon-
n!)lo for his actions, sir, 5

* Kangawooh, you uttah wottah

“ Blessed if I catch on to this!” ejaculated Mr. Banks,
“ 1 don’ b know nothing about that young gent—ain’t never
spoke to 'im, that I remembers. It was another young gent.
i I mean, it wasn’t nobody——-"

¢ Do you recognise this man as a friend, D’Avey 7" asked
the Head, in a voice that resembled thinder.

Avthur Augustus turned his eyeglass upon Mr, Banks with
2 \\nl)ermg Took.

That man, sir? (‘ertamly not !
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¢ Are you out of vour senses, boy ?”’

1 twust not!”

“You are aware that this man is Mr. Banks, T suppose,
whom you have spoken of as your friend 7"

Arthur Augustus started.

“ Bai Jow Yaas, I “emom‘uah now that the wottah’s
name is Banks, sir!" hé said. I had weally forgotten all
about it, I am not in the habit of takin’ any notice of such
disweputable persons, er takin’ the twouble to wemembah
their names.” ¢

The Head looked bewildered. Tom Merry & Co. wondered
whether they were dreaming. But Mr. Railton struck in
qmotlv

‘Are you 'ltfum'nh with some other man of the same
name, DAI( .'

“Yaas, sir.

“()h ”’ ﬂaspod Tom Merry.

“0h!” stuttered the comrades blankly.

¥ luu were alluding to some other person as your friend
Banks 7’ exclaimed the Head.

“ Weally, Dr. Holmes, I am surpwised at that question!
Is it possible that you would suppose for one moment that [
would wecognise that disweputable person as a fwiend? L
am weally surpwised {"’

¢ Answer my question, boy !

“Yaas, sir, My fwiend Banks is a vewy \\'(q)r\(‘t"u\xle old
gontleman. He has thwee sons at the Fwont.’

‘ Bless my soul !’ said the Head.

¢ Oh, my. heye!"” murmmed Mr. Banks.

"Oh holy smoke ! gasped Tom Merry.

“D'Arcy, kindly explain who your friend Banks is. and
vour dealings with him, and how you made his acquaint-
unco,” said the Head sternly

1 have no objection, sir, I did not mean to say anythin’
about it, but it is no seewet. I first heard of him at the
vicah’s, sir, when I went t& the vicawage to tea. The vicah
happened to mention poor old Banks,” said Arthur Augustus
innocently, “ He is an old soldier, sir, and he has fallen on
wathah hard times. All his sons are mawwied men, go their
allowances go to their wxves. and the poor old bov is left
stwanded. The vicah is seein’ about gettin’ him some allow-
ance from the W ar Office, but it takes time, and poor old
Banks is stony—--"

“ What 7"’

“T mean -he is hard-up, sir. e lives in a little cottage
near Wayland, and I went oveh to see him.”

Thon»—thon it was an old soldier chap you sent that
pound to?"” shrieked Tom Merry.

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy, I wish you would not dwag out
twiflin’ details like that! That has nothin’ to do with it.
You see, sir, old Banks could get a job as cawwiah, now the
Wayland cawwiah has gone to the wah, and if he had a horse

ho could earn an honest livin"—--""

“ A—a horse?” stuttered Kangaroo. * That was in the
letter. You went to see him about a horse—--’

“ Naturally, I went to see him about it, Kangawooh, as T
had promised to manage it for him somehow 1 have asked
my father, sir, to find the money to buy a hotse for poor old
Banks, and Lord Eastwood has been makin’ inquiwies, and
he is goin’ to do it,”’ said Arthur Augustus. ‘ My fwiend
Banks will be set on his feet, and he will be able to catn his
livin’ till his sons come home fwom IMlandahs. I considahed
it my duty, sir, to look aftah the old chap, considewin’ that
he had thwee sons fightin’ the wotten Huns—— P

“1 suppose your father will bear out your statements,
D’Arey ?” said the Head, looking very curiously at Arthur
Augustus.

‘Xana, sir; my patah would bear ont my statements if
necessary. Buf, of course, 1 expect you to wely on my word
without ‘cowwobowation.'

The Head coughed, and Mr. Railton smiled, and Kildare
minncd Arthur Au,»'.(ushls was a little too much for them.

“ It appears, then,” said the Head, *“that there has been a
mistake. You b03~, heard of D'Arcy’s connection with this
very estimable Mr. Bauks, and fancied that it was the book-
malker, w 1th w hom he was connected.”

“Yes, sir,” said Tom. “How could we think anything
clse? We'd never heard of any other Banks!”

“Gweat Scott!" yelled Arthur Augustus. “Do you weally
mean to say, you uttah asses, that you pwesumed that I was
ucquamted with this boundah ?”

“How could we think anything else, when you never said
a word about any other Banks, you crass idiot ?”

“Ahem!” said the Head. ¢ You may lgave this argument
tnll after you_ have left my study.”

“Sowwy, sir; but, weally, these awful duffahs——"

“Mr. Banks”—the Head turned to the bookmaker—
‘“these boys assailed you under a misapprehension.  But it is
clear to me that you have had dealings with a boy belonging

(Continued on page iii. of cover,
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The Previous Instalments Told How

Old TOM HILDER, a cattle-farmer of Katfarit, Australia,
is faced with ruin for the want of £1,000. He goes to a
friend in Sydney, HENRY NORMAN, from whom he
obtains the money, but is afterwards robbed, and, in recovers
ing the notes, hecomes mixed up, in the eyes of the police,
with a gang of scoundrels.

His son BOB reccives the money from his father, and
takes it to SUMMERS, the bank manager, who is in league
“ii'tllr} BOARDMAN, a scoundrel who has plotted to ruin old

ilder.

Bob is afterwards arvested, and charged with passing false
notes at the bank, but is liberated from his prison-cell by
CAPTAIN DASHWOOD, a notorious outlaw.

Bob learns from him that his father was robbed by a man
named SUTHERLAND, the leader of another gang of out-
laws, and he sets out in pursuit of him. He traces the villain
to an hotel, where he also sees his father. A fight ensues, and
the place is burnt down. Bob narrowly escapes with his life,
believing his father to be dead.

Later, old Hilder appears upon the scene again, and he and
Bob and Dashwood succeed in capturing Sutherland, who had
been in league with Boardnrmu.  Shortly afterwards, “Bob
finds GELL, another accomplice of Boardman’s, who, full of
remorse, signs a confession of his guilt in connection with the
rvuining of Bob and his father. Boardman manages to wound
Bob, and steal the document.

Bob and Gell set off to meet the vest of the party at Mono-
moo, and BOGONG, Dashwood’s black servant, who has
appeared upon the scene, stays behind to wateh the villain.

Bob becomes too ill, through the effects of his wound, to
complete the journey, and Gell goes on alone and meets Dash-
wood, who at once sets off to the place where Bob is Iying.
On his arrival, he finds that the lad has been taken amfy.

(Now read on.)

Dashwood had to go very slowly, and to be out in the open
in daylight was a big visk.  After a while he saw a homestead
in the distance, and he rode up to it. 'The men were at
work. A woman came to the door, and he asked her if she
knew anything abcut a sick lad. She could not give him
any information, so he rode on.

Soon the path widened into a rough road, a sure indication
that he was approaching a bush town, which, of course, it
would have been folly for him to enter whilst daylight lasted.
But if Bob had been taken to the itown, he was in great
danger. Before long he would be recognised from his
likeness, which had been posted up outside every police-
station.

Prudence urged Dashwood to clear off at once, but friend-
ship would not allow of that. If necessary, he would stay on
the_ outskirts of the town all day, and ecarch there when
night fell.  But, meanwhile, he could make more inquiries.
Around every town there are several homesteads. 3

So he rode on, glad to know that he was riding Bob's
gallant steed, which was in eplendid fettle, and could outpace

NEXT
WEDNESDAY:

“ALL THE WINNERS!”

alnost any other horse in the continent, If the worst came,
she could carry him into safety.

At the next house he got news that gave him a clue. No
one knew of a sick lad, but a doctor had passed that way in
Lis buggy that morning.

Dashwood turned back, and took a path over a hill. As
ithe top he could see a homestead a mile away. He put Brave
Bess over the fence, and cantered through a paddock. When
near the house he tethered her to a iree, and advanced on
foot. Here, too, the men were out at work: he could hear
the crack of whips. Thes had started rounding up bullocks
to carry wood to the town A pleasant-faced woman answered
his knock,

Yes, Bob was there!

“And he's very bad, poor lad,” she gaid. ““My husband
chanced to find him as he was riding home from Greystown,
wlhere he stopped last night. It’s the luck of the world he
did, for when the doctor came, he said he was desperate ill,
And if any of us could find the scoundrel as shot him-

Despite his great self-control Dashwood started. He had
fergotten about the bullet-wound.  That would arouse
indignation and inquiry. Was he too late already?

“Oh, that’s easily explained!” he cut in. “I've come to
fetch him along, and T'll look after him well, T promise.
He'll ba best at home. 8o, if you don’t mind, I'll take him
away now.”’

Her kindly face became full of horror and reproach.

“Is it to take him out of the bed where he is comfortable.
and the doctor saying he's not to be moved on any account?”
sho protested  ““You’ll do nothing of the sort! Vou'll leave
Lim here!” A look of fear shot into her eyes. ‘‘ Besides, I
don’t know you,” she continued; “the lad is zafe with us,
anyhow, and how am I to tell who fired that bullet?"

There was an_ominous glint in her eyes as she uttered
this dark hint. She made to close the door. Dashwood was
desperate on Bob’s account.

“That was an accident,” he urged.

“An accident!” she scoffed. ‘““Mebbe it was!
go about the bush firing off revolvers, don’t they? If you
want to know any more, go and ask my hushand. He's out
yonder, in the small paddock, yoking up the bullocks. An
weeident! The lad ain’t muttering and talking as if it was
one! We'll know, though, when the police come.”

“The police! You have sent for them?”

“They'll be here any minute. Ha!
coming over the hill?”

Dashwood turned. Two troopers were on the crest of the
hill.  The situation was terrible. Bob, lying helpless in tho
bed, would he captured. Nothing but the most extreme
measures could eave him. If left thus, years, and perhaps a
lifetime, of imprisonment lay before him.

*“He must come with me!” Dashwood insisted. “I've the
right to fetch him, and I'm going to take him! Now, don't
stand in the way, but let- me pass! I take all responsibility !”

But ¢he did not budge. On the contrary, she gripped the
door more firmly, and shouted loud:

“Harry! Harry!” .

An anewering voice came from the paddock.
; THE GEM LiBRARY.—No. 456,
A Magnificent New, Long, Complete School Tale of
Tom Merry & Co. gy MARTIN CLIFFORD,
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“Harry, hurry!” ghe erfed.  “Ielp, Lelp!”

Jashwood heard a smothered shout, a clatter as a bullock-
yoke was dropped, and he knew that the farmer and his men
had started at a run for the house. To get Bob away was
impossible,

For a moment he stood half-dazed. Then he took to his
heels, the woman shouting all the louder, and the men
running the faster. He raced across to the tiee, unhitched
Brave Bess, and vaulted on to her back,

“Now for it!” he muttered.

His resolution was taken. At all costs he would save Beb.
Drawing his revolver, he rode straight for-the troopers, wha,
hiearing the. shouts, had broken into a gallop.

“4 don’t count for much,” he muttered, “and I haven’t
always run straight. My life don’t matter, I'll save that
iad or die!”

On he tore.
arm.

“Hands up!” he thundered, as he tore down on the
troopers, Drave Bess's hoofs scattering the stones. * Hands
up, I say! I'm Dashwood, the outlaw, and I never miss my
mark "

He flashed on to the road and raised his

A Stunning Blew!

Bob, lying in bed, heard Dashwood's voice. He heard
his shout, and, half-delirious, he tumbled out of bed and
staggered to the window.

es, there was Dashwood heading straight for the two
troopers, and he had defied them to come on. Bob saw his
ravolver gleaming in the sunlight, he saw the troopers rein
up and draw their carbings from their rests.

Bang!

Dashwood fired. They separated as he dashed in between
them, lying low over the mare’s neck. Wheeling round, they
sont half o dozen bullets after him, and then started with a
«wallop in pursuit. Up the hill Brave Bess flashed, and, as she
reached the top, Dashwood turned round, -and his mocking
laugh floeted back to the valley. Ten seconds later the
troopers were over the crest in hot pursuit.

The farmer and his assistants, hearing first the woman’s cry
and the shots so soon after, had run as fast as they could to
the house. They were before the doov, their voices raised.
The woman was trying to explain what had happened. She
mentioned Dashwood’s name. Bob heard her menation his.
He must not stay another minute.

He rushed back and dressed hurriedly. Faint, and his
head throbbing madly, he groped his way to the back, and
went unsteadily across the yard. Out into the first paddock
he crawled and along a by-path, and so to a clump. There
he. lay down and tried hard to think.

Everything he looked at seemed to be swaying about. His
thoughts kept flashing on all subjects, beyvond his power to
hold them in check., -Yet through all this he had a certainty
tuat Dashwood had come there to save him from danger, and
had then sought it himself to lure the police away.

And ther ith the fresh air fanning his temples, the lad
bLegan to think more clearly. He remembered that, with
Ciell, he had been on the way to meet his father, and thai
he had collapsed from the wound in his shoulder. That
wound! Ah, he remembered that Boardman had fired on
bim !

Yes, and he had sent Bogéng {o track down Boardman.
And when he was lying, unconscious, after Gell had gone on
alone, someone must have found him and carried him to this
house. And then Dashwood had come, and so the good folk
would know that he and the outlaw were friends. They
would call in the police. Perhaps they had already summoned
them, and that explained how the two troopers had been near
the house. He staggered again to his feet. The farmer
might be searching for him already. At ali risks he must get
farther away.

With limbs trembling and eyesight blurred, he went cn
and on, just managing to keep on his feet vntil again he
feit he could go no further. He sank down on a tree-stump,
annd rested his head in his hands. There he sat, hearing the
tinkling of the bells as the cows, after milking, were being
turned out to pasture, and he came to the conclusion that
tiose employved in the sheds had gone back to finish their
work.

fle heard the crack of whips, and guessed that the farmor
and some others had started on the road with waggon-teams.
Then he was not being hunted down. Perhaps they did not
yet know that he had left his room.

He was getting stronger, the fresh air was helping him a
lot, and after some minutes he moved on once more. He
ot to the top of the hill over which Dashwood had raced, and
there, some yards from the road, he lay down in the scrub.
ife could see the long, white ribbon of road over which
Dashwood had raced. He and the troopers had vanished long

since.  And ho looked bacl, past the house and down the
valley, and after a while he saw a tiny, black speck in the
distance. - >

In a few minutes it changed into a man on horseback,
cantering at a steady pace, He passed the house, and came
up the hill, and, as he drew near, Bob sat up and rubbed his
eyes, for he could not yet see quite clearlv.  Then, with a
gasp, he sank back his length, wishing that the scrub was
even higher; hoping, with his heart beating fast, that he
swould not be detected.

For the man was Boardman.
black beard against his chest, his square face was pallid, his
dark eves showed both weariness and fear, and he was nrging
on a jaded steed. He came within twenty yards of the lad,
and, fortunately, he kept his gaze fixed on the road ahead, as
if the end of his journey was to bring him either safety or
despair.

He had passed. Bob very cauticusly looked after him.
Down the hill he went, and away and away till he looked like
a black speck on the road again. With a deep sigh of relief,
the tad ventured to sit up.

And then he heard horse-hoofs, and, startled once more, he
looked towards the house. Another horsemaan was passing
it, riding at a steady canter, too. And now the lad’s heart
began to thump with excitement, and the nearer the rider
came, the more his eagerness increased. At last he had made
sure. He stood up and waved his arm.

“Bogong !’ he cried, and he was surprised at the weakncss
of his voice.

But the black tracker heard. He turned the horse off the
voad, and came across the serub towards him.

“Golly! But its Mister Hilder!” ho veplied, his white
jffsreth glistening, and his eyes flashing with joy in his dark
ace.

“Bogong, that cur Boardman has gone on!”

“Me know.” Bogong replied, jumping fo the ground. “ Me
have a tale to tell. Me track him down and follow him, ever
<ince you told me.”

‘“And, Bogong, your master has been here, and has been
chased by the police, and I'm certain he's taken the risk to
shake them off me.”

The black tracker began to tremble with an extraordinary
agitation he had never shown before,

“Has m s doom come?” he murmured.

“What do you know, that makes you say that?” Bob
asked, feeling a sudden chill.

““We black felows know when danger is nigh
can’t tell why,” Bogong replied, still shaking.
the wild things know. Was massa riding hard?”

“He was on Brave Bess,”

Bogong drew a deep breath.

“Then bis hotir may not ba yet.” he said. “That is gocd
news. But that evil one, with the black beard, may ca
his destruction. We must go, and you must come, tco, if
massa is to be saved.”

“TI haven’t got a horsa! And how can I save him?

“You take mine! Me run beside,” Bogong replied. * It
is fate that you save massa; you and massa linked up.”

The suggestion was a wise one. Thus only could he get
away; so he mounted and jogged along, Bogong, with oune
hand on the stirrup, keeping pace with the horse easily. And
as they nrogressed they talked.

g ‘{\Vhat tale have you to tell about Boardman?” asked the
ad.

“Me go to his house last night,” Bogong explained.
“Other man there, one of Sutherland’s gang. That bad man
tell that Sutherland with your father. Then Boardman knew
all. He hurry away to catch your father.”

Bob needed mno further explanation. Boardman had
realised the dire peril in which he stood.  Sutherland was
willing to give evidence against him, and Gell only liyed for
the chance.. With these two as witnesses, his guilt could be
conclusively proved. All for which he had schemed would
fall away, his many crimes would be proved. Instead of
owning old Tom Hilder's farm, it would be taken from him
and restored to its rightful owner; he would be flung into
gaol, both on the charge of attempting to destroy Bob, und
of robbing.

And that accounted for the fixed look of fear in his eyes
as he had ridden past the lad, less than an hour befora. So
the villain was playing his last card. He was hurrying to
have old Tom caught. And when he heard, as assuredly he
would, that the troopers were chasing Dashwood, he would
strive desperately hard to have him arrested, too.

Running light as a deer by the horse, Bogong kept up a
string of remarks, but Bob did not answer them. Wenk
though he was yet, much, if not all, depended upon him. To
maintain the strength he had, and push on to the spot where
his father had arranged to meet him, was the first essential.

(Continucd on page iii of cover.)

Tho wind was driving his
g

though we
We know, ¢s

)

inted and published by the Propristors at the Fleetway House, Fm-riugdp—n"Street, London, England, Agents for Australasia: Gordon & Goteh, Lid.,
Blelbourne. Sydney, Adelaide, Brisbane, and Wellington, N.Z.; for South Africa: Central News Agency, Ltd., Capd Town and Johanneshurg. “Subseription,
] 7s. per annum. Saturday, Novamber 4th, 1915,

y ¢

3
2



T e

No. 456,

LTLTPPDELLPIVBPBPVEPLBBPBDE

2 CORNSTALK BOB! %

(Continued from page 20.)
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Ii only he conld get there before Boardman, all would come
vight.” If he failed! His mouth grew rigid, as he fought

to keep back his weakness. He vowed hé would not-

give in.

Through the rrleat heat of the day lie sat the horse, though
drooping in the saddle, and they came towards a shanty
pitched on the side of the read. Around it hundreds of tents
were pitched, and he could hear the clatter of machinery, and
a sharp report occasionally. Here, for the nouce, a town of
tents had sprung up, and thousands of men werc working on
the extension of a railway.

The shanty, the only wooden structure, was the hotel, and
a horse was hooked by the bridle to a post outside. The
Lom animal’s head was bent lo\\, and its ribs were heaving.

ub recognised it.

“Boardman’s horse!” he gasped.  “The scoundrel is in
there, Bogong!”

“Ride to the left,” the black tracker whispered.

Bob turned into the scrub behind the shanty. In and ouf
amongst the tents he trotted, and took the road again half
a mile higher up. Bogong langhed.

“We are first!” he cried. “We only three miles to go!”

“Can you come along faster?” Bob asked.

“THE GEM"” LIBRARY. iif

The black tracked nodded.
Bob shook up the reins, and the willing steed, though tired,
broke into a quicker canter.  On they sped, and, Iookm"

‘b’tcl\. saw that the villain was still in the hotel.

Monomoo quite close now! Old man there!” Bogong
remarked.
They rode on. They saw the town. They l)..,avl to 1%&
ont for old Tom, for they knew well he would have pitched
his camp somewhere outside it. Pr esently Bo gong gave a cry

of joy. IIe pointed to a man who, fifty yords from the road,

was waving his sombrero.

“It’s Gell!” Bob cried. “He came on here to tell father
when I couldn’t travel any more. Bogong, we have beatei
Boardman! We're safe at last!”

With eyes shining with happiness, he cantered over the
scrub.

“Glad to see you, Gell!” he cried. “You've acted like a
brick! Where’s father? I've most urgent news!”’

But Gell did not return the «-hmx greeting. He did not
come forward to mect Bob. ITe kept 'ookmr to right and
left.

“Thank goodness you've cot through safe, anyhow!” he
said, as Bob reined up. .

“Why?  What's the matter?” the lad asked, a sudden
tremor seizing him. i

Gell half turned away.

T couldn’t get here in timé,” he, <aid.
caught the old man.

ago.

*The police have
They 101]"rll him in _(ml four hours

(Another grand instalment next week.)
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(Continued from page 18 )
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to this school, though not the boy they supposed.  That
being the c: 1se, 1 refuse to inflict any punishment for their
action. If you are not satisfied, you can take legal measures.
¥ have no more to say to you.”

Mr. Banks opened his fat lips for a_torrent of abuse. But
Mr. Railton’s grip closed on his arm like a vice, and he was
led out of the study—silent. Mr. Railton’s grip did not
relax till the bookmaker was outside the school gates. There
the fat rascal was left to tramp away cursing. and to take
legal measures if he liked. A very nnpmhdlvln proceeding
on the part of Mr. Banks, who was on the very worst of
terms with the law.

Tom Merry & Co. left the IMead's study with Arthur
Augustus D’Arey. In “the passage they collared him, and
vanked him away to Study No. 6. The true story of D’ \10\

dealings with “ Mr. Banks” was soon ]\nm\n. it spread over
the School House like wildfire. The juniors howled over it.
Nobody but Arthur Augustus D’Arcy would have been the
\unm “of such a ridiculous misunderstanding.

“Ye howlin® idiot !” roared Reilly, thumping D’ Arvcy on
the back. “What did ye take us all in for, pretendin’ to be
a 1)1ckgua)d iutii(\ly 77

“You silly ass!” shouted Julian.

“You burbling jabberwock ! howled Kerruish.

“Didn’t I say. so all along!” exclaimed ITammeond.
“Didn’t I tell you D’ Arey was all right 77

*“The thumping idiot!” shouted Kangaroo.
to be wnaggcd for takin® us in!”

“Gwooh I’ gasped Arthur Augustus in the midst of the
crowd. * Welease me, Tom Mewwy! Gewwaway, Lowthah!
I wefuse to \\Ccorrmso you! I do 'not know you! I have
dwopped your a(’qnamtwnu\' Gwooh! T wefuse to entah
that studay! I do not know anybody there!  Gwooh!
Yawooooh !

Avthur Augustus did enter No, 6—in a heap. e sat on
the hearthrug and roared. Blake and Herrics and Dighy
Jumpcd up from their preparation in amazement.

‘What the merry thunder——"" exclaimed Blake.

“It’s all serene,” said Tom Merry. *The silly ass was
only p}l]ﬂliﬂg our leg all the time, pretending to be blagging !

““What !

@

“'Ie ought

“You uttah ass, T was not pwetendin’ anythin’ of the
sort !” shricked Arthur Augustus.

“*He doesn’t know Banks!” shortled Kangaroo. ‘Doesn’t
know him from Adam! Forgotten that there was such a
person, by Jove! Ha, ha, ha!”

‘But he said he knew him!” howled Blake. “1Xe said he
was his friend—he was sending him a pound—going to see
him about a horse——-" !

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Tt was another Bauh&' !

“The idiot has dug up another chap named Banks,”

explained Tom Merry, gasping. ‘“He couldn’t say a ward
about it. Gussy is the kind of chap who does good by
stealth, you know. There’s an old soldier named Banks who
has three sons at the Fromt. lhnt s Gussy's Banks!”
“And a jolly good Banks, too!
good as the Bank of England!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Well, my hat!” ejaculated Blake,
“Why didn’t you tell us so, Gussy, yvou silly idiotr !” roaved
II(nioc
“Gwoooh ! cried Arthur Augustus D'Arey. “How could
I know you were labahin’ undah such a widiculous mis-
appwehension, you uttah asses? I had uttahly forgotten the
existence of that wascally bookmaler Banks. T did not know
he had eome back to Wylcombe at all. I am not in the
habit of thinkin’ about such wottahs in the slightest degwee.
There are lots of people named Banks, you uttah asses! And
I certainly should not have “\Dtlful a fwiend of mine to
suppose that I knew that wottah Banks——"
‘But you said you knew Banks ! yell ml Dig.
‘That was the othah Banks, von
“We didn’t know there was any
idiot 17
“I wefuse to be called a cwass idiot ! T wefuse to speak to
vou fellows at all! I undahstand the cause now of your
wemarkably idiotic conduct, but I cannot ovahlook the fact
that you have supposed that I was acquainted with Banks.
I therefore wefuse to wenew your acquaintance unless you
.lpnlouup all wound !”
‘We'll bump you instead,™
And they did!

139

other ])&Hl\'ll you crass

said Blake,

. . ° . O . ? B B

“Arthur Auguztus D Arvey did renew ihe nvqunintunw of his
old chums, and he took up ]n~ old quarters in Study N 6.
He persisted that they were to blame for the ab~md nu--
understanding, and they persisted that he was to blame. But
one point thov agreed upon—that Levison of the Fourth was
to blame for lm\mg purloined the letter in the first place,
and started the story that it was from the wrong Banks, So
Levison was bumped till he roared. full justice being done in
his case. More than justice had been done in Mr. Banks’
case. But Tom Merry & Clo. agreed that he deserved the
ducking, on genera! principles.

And on Saturday afternoon Arthur Augustus kept his
appointment with his friend Banks, and Tom Merry & Co.
went with him, and made the acquaintance of the old soldicr
—now in po:socsmn of the horse provided by Lord Eastwood,
and cart provided by the viear, and in business as a \ﬂlago
carrier. And the chums of St. Jim’s were so chummy with
Gussy’s friend Banks that Arthur Augustus felt that he conld
fully forgive them for the strange misunderstanding which
had brought him, for a time, into deep disgrace,

THE EXND.

= {
(Don’t miss next Wednesday's Great Story of
Tom Merry & Co. at St. Jim’s—*“ALL, THE
WINNERS !” by MARTIN CLIFFOKD,)

erinned Lowther, ¢ As.
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The commercial-travellar was in a desperate hurry. He
had only two or three minutes tc spare in which to catch his
train. In the hall of the hotel in which he had stayed, ho
suddenly remembered that.he had left a pmccl in his room.

“ Here, boy I he shouted to a page. “Run to Room 43,
end sec whéther I have left'aparcel’on one of the chairs. =

In a few minutes the page came rushing back.

“Yes, sir,”” he said. “It's cn the chair nearest the door !”
~—Sent in b» . Hughes, Liverpool.

DUTY DONE!
The car was crowded to the doors;
They-hung on by the straps;
And children, s:md\w iched in the LL ong,
Sat on the wemen’s laps.

Still the wild conductor took them bn,
Till, crushed down in the brunt
E en as lm died his or
as> move up.there in fxc'\t”

—5 in by W. L. Humbeutone, Dalston, N.E.
)

UNCOMPLIMENTARY !

Vi armer Giles: “Where be you going with the lantern,
Garge!? b

Garge: “I bo courtin’, measter. :

Varmer Giles: “Bah! Ye den't need & lantern. I didn't
when I was courtin’.”

Garge: “1 know'd that, measter, when I seed the missis |
~Sént in by Private A. G. Scurrah, Rochdale,

i)

ANOTHER WAY OUT!

“1 want to sue Dr. Blank for heavy damage !”
angry citizen, entering the lawyer’s office. -

“ What has he done?)” asked the attorney.

“When he opcratorl on me, he left a pair of surgical
geissors in me,” was the reply.  * How much-can I sue him
for?”

< Oh, don’t sue him a(‘ .dl’ g

the

THE GREENGROCER'S WOOING.

Dear Barbara,—I love you much. Oh, say you will be
mine! - A very happy PAIR we'll make; my heart for you
doth PINE. Oh, LETTUCE make a match, my.dear; most
MELANCcholy It If you TURN UP your nosc at me; you i

"RUE BARB if I die. Some say my ‘hair is CARROT red;

'tis really RUSSET brown. But what's outside my l\LT
my dear, need never earn your frown. For sorrow Tl care
not a FIG, if you'll BE TRUE-To me. So fix the DATE,
my little PLA(/H and let us happy be. The CURRENTS
of our married life shall always cmoothl» flow, if you will
wear the ORANGE flewers, and to the altar L;u Xnu are
so rosy, fat, and PLUMp—the APPLE of my eye! I'm
lunﬂmu' to caress you, dear; be sure you soon re ply. Dun't
scorn my offer at this THYME, and say it is a funny 'un;
bm (*mnt the prayer of one whose heart still LEAKS with

love.—BILL ONI0ON.”—Sent in by Miss D. Small, Birming- ,

ham.

FIRE | o g
A tmop of Irish rookies were drilling one day when
the order “Fire!” was given along the line. . One nf the
men was seen to leave the ranks.
"( ome back I thundered the colonel, his visage grow ing
“Where are you going 7"’
“To see the fir replied the innocent Pat.—Sent in by

A. R. Ankers, U.S. A.

KNOWN TO THE POLICE !

The old lady was putting in an application for an old-age
pension, and in the course of the examination was asked if
bh(‘ had ever had anything to do with the police.

“Well," replied the old lady, “I don’t know that it i3
any concern of yours, but I had once, and I am not ashamed
of ‘it neither. He was a sergeant.’ ’_Sent in by C. Abell
Western Australia.

TIHE LESSER EVIIL.
Theé little boy was evidently a firm believer in the old
adage: *“Of two evils, choose the least.”
Turnmrv the corner at full speed, he collided with ihe
mmmtu
“W hero are you running to, my little man?” asked ths
mmbter, when -he ‘had re-

gained his breath.
counselled the lawyer. ‘‘Just SN TN A AN NN NN NN N “Home!” panted the boy.

“Ma’s going to spank me!”

——Sent in by T. Stephens, As the “GEM” Storyette Corﬁpetition has « ; £ i
Australin. . proved so popular, it has been decided to run LBt ened. ;13;”; e

o5 this novel feature in conjunction with our
new Companion Paper,

THE BOYS' FRIEND, 1d,  § “‘io» dosted tho bos over

Pubhshed every Monday,

ir order to give more of our readers a chance
S Gabh of winnlng one of our useful Money Prizes.

-1 you know a really funny joke, or a short, |
interestmg paragraph, send italong (on a post-
card) before you forget -it, and address it -to: -
The Editor, THE BOYS' FRIEND and GEM,

SOME BILL.

-Aungustus - and.  Angeclina
wors  climbing . the . highes$
peak of the Alps, and she
stood above him some t\\(nty

“Ww hat,’ lm gasped—-*‘ w ‘hat
do you sec? :
« “Far, far below,” she cricd,

SIS t]uL hotel bill over-
taking us 1”’—S, i
L,ulpcgk Fol

N

to have your inother spank
you that you run Immo S0

his <h0uldor as he reiumul
his xloxxxc\\arnl flight; “but if
I don’t-get there -before pa,
he’'ll do "it{"—Sent in - by
-W. Jennings, Bradford.

" VERY RUDE!

stretching like a paper ribben " Grandpa: © ike ‘ou

back almost to o Potel Gough House, Gough Square, Fleet Street, E.C. “f:“‘l“‘;fl’;‘ e }itdl“;‘;m-‘:,"hf

- “Hal” - he - ojaculated. Look out for YOUR Prize Storyette in.next Willies - “ Well; theré’s no
week’s GEM or BOYS' FRIEND. ;

It's all beach {"—Sent in by
, H Pll(\trm Manchester,

IR ER

waves on your head, g grandpa.-

L L *‘

]
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