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CHAPTER 1.
. /Trouble in Study No. 6.

i 1FTEEN to one against!”
F Jack Blake stopped dead in
the doorway of Study No. 6.

He was astonished.

Blake had come up to the study for
pis noble “chum, Arvthur Augustus
D’Arcy. He heard that remark as he
reached the door.

Arthur Augustus, the ornament of the
Fourth Form, was alone in the study.
He was evidently talking to himself.

The swell of St. Jim’s was quite una-
ware that Jack Blake had arrived in_the
open doorway, and was standing there
glaring at him. e was buried deep in
thought. There was a deep wrinkle in
his neble brow, and his_eyes were glued
upon a newspaper in his hand.

And clearly and distinetly there came
to Blake’s astonished ears the remark,
repeited slowly and thoughtfully :

“FKifteen to one against, bai Jove!”

“My only hat!” murmured Blake.

“Fifteen to one; and the chap says
that the horse is a winnah. I wondah
how he knows. These horsy ]0}1!11110:
know a lot of things, I suppose.

Arthur Augustus was still talking to
hmwe}f or to the newspaper. Blake
fairly gasped.

He would not have been surprised to
see Crooke or Racke reading over a
racing list in the newspaper, and pond
ing over the odds.

But D’Arcy of ‘the Fourth—the - great

Arthur Augustus, whose scorn- -and cof--

tempt for the ‘““horsy” set kirew no
bounds!

Bluke was almost dazed.

* Fifteen to one against h)lly Woger,”
\wnt on the swell of the Scheol House.

Bai Jove! If a fellow laid ten pounds
on Jolly Woger he would bag a hundwed
and fifty pounds in a lump! fhat is
w Mlly a vewy large sum of money.

‘Gussy !” Shrieked Blake.

Arthur Augustus started
and jumped up.

For the moment his stately manners
Jost the repose which stamps the caste of
Vere de Vere. 5

Hurriedly he thrust the pink paper
under his jacket, and stood facing his
chum with a crimson flush in his cheeks.

He was evidently taken utterly aback.

Jack Blake gave him an aceusing
glare. He was astonished, and he was
shocked. He really felt a slight doubt
as to whether the Hon. Arthur Augustus
was quite in his right mind iust then.

“Gussy |7 gasped Blake.

“Ya-a-as, deah boy?”

“What have you got there?”

“ Where?”

“That paper!”’ howled Blake.

“Oh! Ah! Abhem!”

That was Arthur Augustus D Arvey’s
reply, and it could not be called lucid
or explanatory.

“That's one of Racke’s
1);1]33‘}5!”’ exclaimed Blake.

violently

sporting

\\ hwt are you doing with it?”

‘Ah!
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“What do you know about Jolly
Roger and fifteen to one against?” de-
manded Blake witheringly.

¢ Ahem !”

“Are you potty?”’ roared Blake, his
astonishment mingled ~with anger now.

“Are you fairly off your silly
crumpet?”

“Weally, Blake—"".

“What do you mean, then?”

“M-m-mean?”’

“What have you got ‘that paper for?”

““P.p-paper?”’

“ Are you going to back a horse fifteen
to one agamst 2 demanded Blake, with
angry sarcasm.

‘B-b-back a horse!”
Avrthur Augustus.

“You fellows coming??
Helues from the passage.

(zmt a move on,” ecame Digby’s
voice. - ““We're not going to stay the
whole aftemoon on the staucaﬂe, if you
don’t mind.’

Blake stepped out of the study.

“Come here, you chapg;” he called out

to Herries and Dighy. -

“Oh, rats! You comé here. We're

waiting.” 3
“Come here, I tell you!”

stammered

shouted

“Look here, are wé going down to’

Rylcombe, or are we not going down to
R-ylcomhe«‘.’” demanded Herries warmly.
‘ Bother Rylcombe! Come here.”

Herries snorted, and ‘Dig.grunted ; but
they came alul‘g the passage from the
staircase.  The serious explessxon on
Jack Blake’s face rather’ ;tmtled them
as thev joined him. ;

\x.ythmg up?”’ asked I}l bv
es. Come into the study.”

"But what the thump—\ =
IIexuee

“Come in, I tell you. X\@ dow’ & want
all the School House to hear,” said
Blake gruffty. “There’s that- sneakmcr
worm Trimble in the passage yonder!”
~ Herries and Dig, in gieat astonish-
ment, came into the study, and Jack
Blake closed the door carefully. Arthur
Augustus was putting on his elegant and
spotless gloves.

“I am weady. deah boys,” he re-
marked mildly. *“What are you shuttin’
the door for, Blake?”

“We're going to have
growled Blake.

“Have what out?”’ demanded Herries.

“Gussy’s making a sxll\ fool of him-
self 1

"\’\ eally, Blake

“Not much mal\mg wanted,” com-

2

began

this out,”

939

mented Herries.

“Weally, Hewwies i

“The frabjous ass,” said Blake, in
measured tones. “has got a sporting

[E)

paper there!
“What?”
“Te was babbling about Jolly Roger
—a racehorse, I suppose—and fifteen to

one against, - when I came into the
room.”

“ Great Scott!”
. “Now he’s: got to explain,” said
Blake. “We don’t allow any sportsmen

of Racke’s )
“If you mean to infer,

kind in this study.”

Blake, that I
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bear the wemotest wesemblance to

Wacke of the Shell—" began Arthuz
l Augustus hotly.

“That’s one of Racke’s
papers?’> -

“Yaas,” said D’Arcy hesitatingly.

“What were vou deoing with it?”

“Weadin’ it.”

“And what the dickens were you read-
ing-a sporting paper for?” demanded
Herries, staring at the swell of St. Jim's
in astonishment.

No reply.

“Will you explain?” demanded Blake.

A hele is nothin’ to explain, deah
boy.’

“He can’t be idiot
taking up Racke’s
fool bets on
wonder.

iy behe\e he’s idiot enough for any-
thing,” said Blake wrathfully. “ Just
the kind of silly idiot to be led into some-
thing shady by some cad!™

“1 wefuse to be called a sillay idiot,
Blake.’

“Tell us \\hat you've got that paper
for, Gussy,” said Dig. “You can tel
§0ux own pals can’t you?”?

Arthur Augustus shook his head.

“I am sowwy, Dig, that I cannot con-
fide the mattah to you.

“Why not?” snorted Herries.

“Because I cannot vewy well wely
upon the discwetion of you youngstahs.”

That 1ep1v was evidently intended te
satisfy the three chums that further ques-
tioning was futile. As a matter of fact,
it had a most exasperating effect on
Blake & Co.

“You fzabmus ass!” ejaculated Blake.

“You frumchious chump !” said Digby.

“ You burbling dummy ! said Herries.

“Weally, deah boys, your mannahs
are wathah lackin® in. polish,” said
Arthur Augustus calmly. “I wepeas
that I am weady to walk down to
Wylcombe. Ave you fellows comin’?”

“Not till this matter’s settled!” zn-
swered Blake. “You can look on us as
your keepers, Gussy !

“You uttah ass!” shouted Arthur
Augustus indignantly. “1I uttahly wefuse
to wegard you as my keepahs !

“What are you doing with Racke’s
racing paper ¢”’ :

“Wats 1?

“Wha-a-t27”

“1 -wepeat, ‘wats!’
dowu to Wylcombe.”

Jack Blake drew a deep breath.

“I don’t know what this ineans,” he
said, “‘It looks to me as if Racke of the
Shell is trying to get Gussy into his <11adv
games, and Gussy is unLL(‘lle enougn to
let him. This study isn’t going to be d
graced, I know that! Give me that paper,
Gussy, and T'll take it back to Racke,
with the compliments of Study Ne. 6.”

“I am sowwy I cannoi give you the
pq}nh Blake.”

* And why nm

“1 wequiah it.’

sporting

enough to be
games, and makmx,
races." said  Dighy, i

Now let us go

19~

93

¢ Then you’re betting on horses!”
velled Herries.

“ Weally, Hewwies —7”

“Arve you making bets on borse-
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¢ Ave you going

races?” =hueked Dig.
shady, gambling cad

to be a quea.{mg
like Racke?”

“I wegard that question as an insult,
Dig! TUndah the cires, I must wcfuse
to discuss the mattah furthah. Now,”
._d'lcd Arthur Augustus, in a stately man-
aer, “if you fe‘ltms are weady. we will
start for W ylconibe.”

“We're not quite ready yet!” said
Blake grimly. “Give me that paper!”

“ Wubbish !”

“Then T'll jolly well take it !”

Arthur Augustus backed away.

“T twust, Blake, that you will not com-
pel me to give you a feahful thwashin’ !’
he exclaimed warningly.

“1 trust not!” grinned Blake.
a hand, you fellows!”

“You bet !”

Blake and Herries and Digby closed
in upon the swell of the Fourth at once.
They were (Gussy’s chums, and as bhis
chuins they had a natural right to handle
Lim for his own good. The bare idea of
CGussy, in his simplicity of mind, being
led into Racke’s shady }‘memts was
exasperating to them; and they were
nearly as much exasperated with Gussy
as with the cad of the Shell.

Arthur Augnstus put up his hands as
they collared him; he was wrathful, toc.
But in a t\mxkl'ng he was bumpvng on
the carpet.

“Yawooh !”* he roared.

The pink paper slid from under his

“ Lend

jacket and fell on the carpet. Jack Blake
Laught it up.
‘W em..so me!” shrieked Arthur

““Bai Jove, I will thwash you
Get off my waistcoat, Dig,
Weturn that papah at once,

‘Augustus.
all wound !
vou wottah !
Blake !”

“Sit on him !”? said Blake.
to see Racke!”

“ Welease me——

Blake strode out of the study with the
pink paper crumpled in his hand. Arthur
Augustus made a desperate ath empt e
vise, and Herries and Dig sat on him
without cer emony. T he Tonourable
Arthur Augustus liad no chanece of inter-
vening in Blake’s interview with Racke

of the Shell.

“T'm going

3}

CHAPTER 2.

Rough on Racke,
(1 ALT!”

H Blake was striding along the
Shell passage with heavy steps
and a frowning brow when

Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther
came out of their study.

The Terrible Three playfully lined up
across the passage and breught him to
2 halt.

Blake glared at them., He was in no
humour for playfulness just then.

“ et me pass, you asses !’ he snapped.

“My dear man, you look excited!”
said Monty Lowther _soothingly.  “TLet
not your angry passi ions rise, my good
little boy !’

“Fathead I roared Blake.

bm Monty Lowther persisted in being
soothing. Perhaps he knew that it was
the most e\asbuatmg thing he could do.

¢ Shush 1”” he murmured, with a gentle
wave of the hand.

“Calin yourself, dear boy!” grinned
"aneb

“Mustn’t get c\mtod"’ murmured
Tom Merry. “Can’t have obstreperous
fags bdlgln” about ths Shell passage!

Shum 12

“You silly chumps, I've come here to
thrash one of your Shell beauties!”
roared Blake wrathfully.

“Shush !” murmured Lowther reprov-
ingly. “‘Let Huns delight to bark and
bite, it is their natme to—-""

$Will you—-"
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“Tet Turks and Bulgars growl and
[ﬁght, it is their nature, too,” continued
Monty Lowther calmly.

ou—you——-""

“But Fourth Form fags should never
let their angry passions rise,”” added the
humorist of the Shell. * Their Little fists
were never meant to black a fellow’s
eyes!”

“1 want to see Racke!” said Blake,
restraining an impulse to rush on the
Terrible Three. “The low cad’s beer
up to his tricks again, and I'm going
to smash him !’

“Phew! What's the trouble?”’ asked
Tom Merry.

Blake held up tne racing paper.

“TLook at that !’

“My dear child!” said Lowther,
shocked tone. “In war- time, too'!
surpnsed at you, Blake!”

“You silly “idiot! I found Gussy moon-
ing over this, and it’s Racke’s. I'm going
to take it back to him, and talk to him.
Now, let me pass, or I'll biff you!”

‘The Terrible Three, reduced to serious-
ness at last, broke up their defenswe line.

“We'll come with you,” said Tom
Merry.

THE BUTTERFLY.

Perhaps you don't know Cheerful Charlie.
It that is so, let us say that you ought not to
lose any time in making the acquamtance of
this sprightly young fellow. He is a fine

in a
;

I'm

soldier, a manly lad; but he is also a ventrilo-
quist, and he bubbles over with fun from
morning till night.

The pranks he get_?tup to by making use of
8L

his remarkable
exclusively in

appear every week

There are many other features in this bright
little journal which will make you laugh and
lighten your load of care in these anxious
times. You all know the eminent comedian,
T. E. Dunville. A page of pictures, showing
him in some side-splitting adventure, appears
also in the “Butterfly,” and “ Butterfly Bill »
has made his mark as one of thé funniest of
front-page characters in any comic paper.
Then there are many other screamingly funny
pictures; and the reading-matter, too, iz
excellent.

Altogether, if you are in want of a paper
which is 'J“(.h(‘d with the best of features in
fun and reqdmg matter, you should place an
order with your newragent to save for
you a copy of the “ Butterfly,” published every
Tuesday, price -

OANNNANNANNANNANNANNNANNANNNAN

Blake strode on to Racke’s study, and
the chums of the Shell followed him.

Blake kicked open the study door with
a erash,

There was an angry exc]amuticn
within.

Aub)ty Racke and Gerald Crocke, the
black sheep of the Shell, were both thelc,
<mokmg cigarettes and talking “ gee-
gees. 1hev jumped up as Jack Blake
burst in, with flashing eyes and a brow
of thunder.

Racke stared at him angrily. Crooke
was gasping and choking; hlS cigarette
had slipped into his mouth as he jumped
up in alarm.

“You silly fool!” roared Racke.
“What do you mean by bursting in like
a wild Hun? Get out oi my study !”

Blake thrust the racing paper under his
nose.

“Ts that yours 7’ he bellowed.

“Eh? Yes. That’s mine 1

“T’ve brought it back.

¥1s B Arcy done with it?” sneeved
Racke.

‘Blake panted with wrath.

“You sneaking, racing,

gambling,

Three-haltpence, 3

blackguardly worm !”’ he shouted. “I've
brout‘ht it back, and now I'm going to
tell you what T ‘think of you for lending
it to a chap in my study 1

“Hands off, you fool 1 yelled Racke
as Blake rushed at him.

Blake had said that he was going to tell
Racke what he thought of him; but he
was evidently dependmg on actions in
the place of words. Perhaps his meaning
was plain enough.

His fists crashed into Racke’s face, and
he received without heedgng the savage
blows that - Aubrey Racke struck in
return. B

Racke was a good deal bigger and older
than Blake ; but he did not seem to have
much chance against the sturdy Fourth-
Former. Slacking and smoking did not
conduce to fitness.

He went backwards round the study,
defending himself desperately, but not
very successfully.

Crooke, having ejected his cigarette,
stood looking on blankly. He did not
offer to interfere.

He mxgnt have lent his chum a hand
but for the presence of the Terrible
Three in the doorway. But Tom Merry
& Co. were there to see fair play.

- Crash!

Racke stumbled over a chalr, and went
to the floor.

Blake almost pranced round him as
he lay gasping, brandishing his fists, stiil
unsatisfied.

“Get up!” he roared.

“Yow-ow !I"

“TLet him alone!”: muttered Crooke.-
“Get out, you bully I” -

Smack !

The back of Blake’s hand caught
George Gerald Crooke across the face
and Crooke spun away. That was Blake’s
reply to Crooke.

The uproar in the study had drahn
several fellows along the passage to see
what the row was about. Talbot of the
Shell looked in.

“What's the row ?” he asked.

“Only a chap 1-'111:11(r Rael
swered Monty Lowther amene!\.
all right! He’s not dead yet! i

“(fet up and be finished, Racke!”
suggested Manners.

“Yow-ow-ow !”

“You snecaking funk,” roared Blake,

‘you're not lick ced ve 1 Cet up, or I'll
use my boots on you!”

“ Here, draw it “mild,” said Gl andy of
the Shell frox n the passage. “None of
that, Blake! I don’t allow it.”

“MMind vour own business, you fool!”

“Wha-a-at?”’ :

“Keep off the grass, Grundy,” said
Tom Merry. “Youre” not wanted
here.”

“Will you gei up, Rum\e

“No,” panted chko “T won’t! Get
out of my study, you cad! Tl go to Mr.

Railton about this. Ow!”

“Take your racing papers with you
when you go,” chuclded Monty Lowt}‘er
“QOur Leloved Housemaster will be in-
terested in them.”

Blake drew back his boot.
deadly earnest, and Aubrey
]ux-med up. He preferred Blake’s
to his boots.

“Go it,

1 an-

*“Fils

993

He was in
Racke
fists

yve cripples!” grinned Kan-

garoo of the Shell from over Tom
Merry’s shoulder at the dool “Crooke,
old scouf, as a sportin’ mp will you
give ten to one on Blake?” :

““In, ha, ha®’

Tramp, tramp, tramp! Crash!

Aubrey Racke was putting up a good

fight now; he had no choice. But he
was driven round the study under a
shower of hard hitting. Blake’s face

savage, and he had no

mercy. Racke's dingy blackguardism

was nothing to him so long as Aubrey
Tur Gem LiBrary.—No. 544.

was set and
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kept it to himself, but when he extended
it to Study No. 6 it was time for drastic
measures. And there was no doubt that
Blake’s measures were drastic enough.
Racke went down again, at last, and
lay gasping and palpitating. This time
it was genuine; he couldn’t go on.
There was a scuffle in the passage as
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy forced his way
through the crowd of juniors there and
burst into the study.
“Blake, you sillay
alone !” he shouted.
“T1 let him alone now,”

let Wacke

ass,

said _Blake

grimly. e :
“You uttah ass, yow are labahin’
undah a misappwehension,”  gasped

Arvthur Augustus. ‘“ Wacke lent me that
papah at my own wequest.”

4“What?”

“I came heah of my own accord to
bowwow that papah of Wacke!” ex-
claimed Arthur Augustus. ‘‘He is not to
blame in any way. He simply allowed
me to take the papah at my wequest.”

Blake blinked at him.

“You—you—you,” he gasped—“you
mean to tell me that you're going in for
this kind of thing of your own accord,
without being led into it7”’

. “I do not mean to tell you anythin’,
Blake. I wegard you as buttin’ into a
mattah that doesn’t concern you.”

‘““Oh1? gasped Blake,

Aubrey Racke, groaning, scrambled to
his feet. Gussy’s explanation had come
too late to save him from a terrific lick-
ing. Perhaps Blake had been a little
hasty. But he was not sorry. What
was a fellow doing with racing papers in
a St. Jim’s study, anyway? Racke de-
served all that he had recerved.

‘“You silly fool,” hissed Racke, “get
ot r,),f my study! Ow! Hang you, get
out ¥’

“J am sowwy, Wacke, that that sillay
duffah has given you a feahful thwashin’
for nothin’.”

“Oh, get out!” snarled Racke un-
gratefully.

“ Weally, Wacke——"’

‘“Get out, you fool!I”

Arthur Augustus’ noble eye gleamed
for a moment, but he answered calmly:

‘‘Undah the cires, Wacke, I will excuse
that extwemely oppwobwious expwes-
sion, as you are wathah excited. I will
wetiah.”

And he did.

He was followed by wondering stares
from all the juniors there. The amazing
incident was the talk of the School House.
in a quarter of an hour. By that time
every junior in the House knew that
Arthur Augustus D’Axcy, the once spot-
less and lofty swell of the Fourth, was
taking up “Racke’s games,” and starting
in life as a “merry blade” and a “gay
dog ” and a “goer.” The astonishment
was great, and the news was welcome to
Trimble and Mellish and Scrope, and
cther fellows of the shady set. But to
other fellows the news was very far from
welcome, and there were a great many
juniors in the School House who were
shocked and concerned and anxious
sbout Gussy.

CHAPTER 3.
Baggy’s Latest.

AGGY TRIMBLE of the Fourth
came into the Common-room that
evening with a very important
expression upon his fat face.

He had a sheet of paper in his hand,
which he proceeded to tack up on the
wall; a proceeding that was watched
with curiosity by a good many eyes.

There was a buzz of talk in the
Common-room ; and, as a matter of fact,
the talk mostly ran upon the latest and
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most astonishing development in
Augustus D’Arcy.

The circumstance that  Arthur
Augustus was following in Racke’s foot-
steps was, as many fellows remarked,
flabbergasting.

The swell of St. Jim’s had never con-
cealed his contempt for Aubrey Racke
and-his shady. ways,-and had never hesi-
tated about expressing it.

He had been heard to make strong
remarks upon the iniquity of carrying on
racing in war-time, too.

And yet here he was, on his own con--
fession, "imitating the sportive Aubrey.

For what could he want with a racing
paper save to imitate Racke in his pur-
suits? He had not even denied it.

Blake’s assumption that Racke had
been trying to lead the wealthy Gussy
into his own ways was natural enoughf
but it had been a mistake. It appeared
that D’Arcy had actually asked Racke
for the loan of his pink paper without
any previous overtures from Racke. ;

Indeed, Gussy, as his friends had
always known him, would have been a
dangerous person to make overtures to
in such matters as gambling and betting
on races.

What was the matter with lim?

After such a show-up the junmiors did
not expect to see D’Arcy in the Com-
mon-room that evening. But he came
in quietly and sedately, looking a little
more reserved and lofty than usual.

His chums were not with him. In.the
Common-room it was observed that
Blake and Herries and Digby did not
approach their chum. There was a rift
in the lute—not surprising, as matters
stood.

Tom Merry looked very curiously at
Gussy as he came in. Gussy, apparently
not noticing the defection of his chums,
was reading quietly in an armchair.
Certainly he did not look like a fellow
with a guilty conscience.

But the entrance of Baggy Trimble,
and his curious proceedings, drew the
general attention off the zwell of Bt.
Jim’s.

Even Arthur Augustus glanced up
from his book as the fat junior fastened
up the paper on the wall of the Common-
room.

Arthur ]

Baggy stepped back and smirked as |-

he found nearly all the eyes in the room
turned upon him.

“Look at that!” he said.

The juniors looked. The paper was
daubed - with large capital letters—
daubed with a brush in Baggy’s far from
artistic hand. And it ran:

“NOTICE!
Roll up!

THE COTTAGE HOSPITAL AT
RYLCOMBE IS A HUNDRED
POUNDS SHORT!

; £100! £100! £100!
Contribewtions to the Fund will be
receeved by B. Trimble, Eskquire, IVth
Form, to enny amount. Reseats given
in each case.
ROLL UP AND CONTRIBEWT!
(Sined) BAGGY TRIMBLE.”

Baggy Trimble blinked at the School
House juniors to ascertain the effect of
that announcement upon them.

“Bai Jove!” said ;\rthur Augustus.
1

“You silly ass!” exclaimed Tom
Merry.

“You spoofing fraud!”  hooted
Grundy.

“Rats!”

“Take it downt”’

“Lock here, you fellows,” said
Trimble warmly, ‘you’ve seen the
appeals in the local paper. The Cottage
Hospital is a hundred quid short. They
take in wounded Tominies there. It’s
up to St. Jim’s to lend a hand.”

NowW ON
SALE,

“There’s a collecting-box downstairs,”
said Tom Merry. “‘I think nearly every-
body has shoved something in.”

“I haven’t noticed Trimble near it,”
grinned Lowther.

Trimble coughed.

“T'm getting up a fund of my own,”
he said. “I hope to raise at least
twenty pounds to put into the——’2

“Tuckshop?”’ asked Blake.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“No, you ass; the Cottage Hospital !
hooted Trimble. “I think all the fellows
ought to do their bit. I suppose you can
trust me?”’

‘““Ha, ha, ha!*”

“I shall give you a receipt for every
contribution, of course. Now, how
much are you fellows going to stand?”’
asked Trimble encouragingly.

“Bai Jove! You cheeky ass!”

“You had better put in something
handsome, D’Arcy. Better than putting
it on horses, I should think !

“That’s one for Trimble,” grinned
Mellish.

Arthur Augustus flushed, but he made
no rejoinder to that remark.

“What about you, Grundy ?”

Grundy snorted.

“I should want to know where the
money was going !”” he said.

“It’s going to the Cottage Hospital,
of course. Can’t you read?”

“You’re not starting a tuckshop fund
for the sole benefit of Baggy Trimble 7
asked Dick Julian.

“If you think I’'m capable of that,
Julian—" :
“I do, rather!” grinned Julian.

“As a matter of fact, Julian, you
ought to contribute something decent,”
said Trimble. “Your uncle, old Moses,
is rolling in money, and you've got lots.
Now, shell out, old chap, and show these
fellows that a Jew can part with money.”

Dick Julian laughed.

“I don’t think you’ll get either Jew or
Gentile to trust you with cash, Baggy,”
he remariced.

LT say, Tom Merry 2

“Oh, cheese it!” said the captain of
the Shell gruffly. “Take that rubbish
down off the wall, and dry up.”

“Chuck it!” said Blake. “Don’t we
know you, you fat spoofer 77

Baggy Trimble glared at the juniors
in great wrath. Ie had evidently taken
a great deal of trouble over that daubed
notice, though he had not gone to the
length of consulting a dictionary for the
spelling.

Apparently he had expected it to pro-
duce a great ¢ffect vpon the Schocl
House fellows.

There were always subscriptions from
St. Jim’s for the local Cottage Hespital,
and there had been-a good deal of dis-
cussion lately on the deficit in the
accounts. Several fellows had remarked
that it was a chance for a millionaire,
who could casily spare a hundred pounds.

Indeed,. seme fellows had suggested to
Aubrey Racke to write to his father, the
celebrated war profiteer, and give him a
tip to send a cheque along—a suggestion
which only made Aubrey sniff.

Baggy, having noted the general in-
terest taken in the subject, had plainly
seen a chauce to do a little war profiteer-
ing himself, or thought so, at all events.

He was disappointed.

The expression on Baggy’s podgy face
was of contempt and disgust and dis-
appointment all rolled in one.

“You—you mean to say that you
won’t trust me with the funds?” he ex-
claimed at last, in great indignation.

“Ha, ha, hal”

There was a roar of laughter at the
idea.

“You duffer!” yelled Wilkins. “Do
you think anybody would trust you with
an empty sardine-tin ?”
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“T’d rathér trust a Hun myself,” said
Gunn.

“I suppose you fellows are joking,”
said Baggy. “Of course, I shall give
you a receipt, and every shilling will be
handed over to the Cottage Hospital.”

“What about the
grinned Lowther.

FHa.s has hail”

“The half-crowns, too, you ass! Are
you going to stand half-a-crown, Low-
ther 2

“ After the war,” answered Lowther
cheerfully. . “I shall be getting three
half-crowns a week then for nothing, and
T'll let you have one.”

Trimble snorted. He did not want to
wait for a “whack ” in Monty Lowther’s
old-age pension.

“Well, T think this is pretty mean,”
he said. “What about you, Roylance?
As a Colonial chap, you're called upon
to set an example to the Old Country.”

“T’ll set the example of locking after
my tin,” answered the New Zealand
junior, laughing.

“What . about you,
Africa leads, you know,” said Trimble
encouragingly. ;

‘In this case South Africa follows
New Zealand,” chuckled Sidney Clive.

“T say, Levison >

“Rats 1?2

¢ Cardew, old chap——"

“Go an’ eat coke !”

“Well, of all the mean rotters!™ ex-
claimed Trimble, in disgust.  Here's a
Cottage Hospital in need of funds—out
in the accounts to the tune of a hundred
quid—and not a fellow here will stand a
bob towards it! I'm really shocked!
Why, they mayn’t be able to take in
the wounded Tommies if they don’t get
the accounts squared up. Come now,
if—

“T'm coming!” said Grundy.

9

half-crowns ?

Clive? South

He strode towards the fat Fourth-
Former.

“Good!” said Trimble. “You're a
Briton, Grundy. - You Yarooch !
Wharrer you at? Yoooop!”

George Alfred Grundy did not explain
what he was ““at,” but Trimble really
did not need telling. Grundy grasped
him by the collar and shook him, and
Trimble howled and gasped spasmodi-
cally. The great Grundy had apparently
thought the matter out, and decided to
take a hand, and, as usual, he took a
heavy hand.

CHAPTER 4,
Only Two Confributions.

L1 ELP! Yoop! Yow-ow! Wooop”
Thus Baggy Trimble.

But there was no help for

Trimble.  This  particularly

barefaced attempt to exploit a worthy

institution for the sake of “raising the

wind ” quite deprived Baggy of any
sympathy.

Grundy shook him till even Grundy’s
powerful arm ached. Trimble’s weight
told, which was fortunate for Trimble.
He looked like a quivering jelly when
Grundy ceased to shake him at last.

““Groo-hooh-hoo-woooh !’ mumbled
Trimble feebly.

“You fat villain!” said Grundy, still
grasping him. “You want us to shell
out for the Cottage Hospital, and pocket
the funds. I know you. You've played

that kind of trick before.”

“Groooh !

“Who's authorised you to collect
money ?”’ 4

“Wooop !

“Don’t you know it’s against the law
to collect money without being properly
authorised 77

“Grococh !

“ Now, you're asking us to shell out,”
continued Grundy, whose proceedings

@
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Any contributions ? Not likely! :
(See Chapter 8.)

i

were watched with much interest by the

fellows in the Common-room. - * How
much were you going to shell out your-
self 27

¥ al

serrogh ! s

“Now, then, speak up before I start
again.”

s en pounds !” gasped Trimble.
“What! You mean tenpence, I sup-
se 77
“Ha; ha, ha!? ?
“Ten pounds,” spluttered Baggy. - “I

say ten pounds, and I mean ten pounds.”

“ (ot it about you?” grinned Cardew.

“T'm expecting a cheque from Trimble
Hall—"

“Ha, ha, hat!”

“QOh, bai Jove!” ejaculated D’Arcy.
“Weally Twimble, you know——"

“You spoofing - Hun!”  growled
Grundy. * Never mind the cheque from
Trimble Hall—if there is such a place.
How much cash are you going to put
in?”’

3 IHI“I"—,’ :

“So you weren’t going to contribute
yourself 2’ roared Grundy.

“Yes!” gasped the terrified Baggy.
“I—I was going to put in half-a-crown.
I haven’t got any more, owing to lend-
ing my money to a' New House fellow.”

“Vou were going to contribute half-a-
crown to the Cottage Hospital 7”

“Yow! Yes”
“Cood ! said Grundy. “If you do, I
will.”?

Trimble brightened.

“Right you are! Leggo my collar!
T'll give you a receipt &

“Grundy, you "ass!” exclaimed Wil-
kins. “Do you think your half-crown
will ever get as far as Rylcombe if you
give it to Trimble ?”

“T'm not going to give it to Trimble,”
replied Grundy calmly. “I’'m going to
put it in the box downstairs along with
Trimble’s.” ¢

“Oh, I—T1 see!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors,
much entertained by the expression on

Baggy Trimble’s face as Grundy marched
him towards the door. :

Trimble wriggled in the Shell fellow’s
powerful grasp. He might as well have
struggled in the coils of a boa-con-
strictor. g

“ What are you wriggling about?” de-
manded Grundy. “This is the way to
the collecting-box.”

ap g

“Oh, get a move on!”

“I—I’m going to do it to-morrow !”
roared Trimble. “I—I'd rather leave it
till the cheque comes.”

“ Ha. 'ha, hat”

“You won't leave it a minute!” an-
swered Grundy. “ You're coming to the
box now, and if you make a fuss I'll take
that precious paper of yours to Mr. Rail-
ton, and sce what he thinks about your
starting a fund to spend in the tuck-
shop.”

e
Oh, dear!”

Trimble disappeared from the Com-
mon-room, marched along by the neck,
A crowd of fellows rushed after them.

Baggy’s scheme of spoiling the Egyp-
tians had not been a success, and having
to make a contribution to the institution,
the name of which he had nefariously
used, was a just punishment.

Half-crowns were few and far between
with Baggy Trimble, in spite of his de-
scriptions of the splendours and glories
of Trimble Hall.

But Baggy’s last half-crown had to go;
Grundy was determined on that. It was
making the punishment fit the crime.

Trimble’s expression was almost
agonised as he was brought up to the col-
lecting-box.

“There you are!” said Grundy.

“I—1I say, Grundy—-"

“There goes my half-crown!” said
Grundy, dropping in the coin with his
free hand. “ Now shove in yours! Sharp’s
the word !”

“But; I—1 say 2
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“I give you half a minute before I
hang your napper on the hox!” said
Grundy. “Time me, will you, Wilkins?”

“Certainly ! gr inned Wilkins, taking
out his watch.

. ““Oh, dear! I—I say—"

“Go it, Baggy! Ha, ha!”

“Twenty seconds !” said \/Vxlkmq

“Look here, Grlundy

“Twenty-five

Clink !

Baggy Trimble, w ith an expression of
a victim suﬁ'eung’ under ;a peculiarly
hard-hearted dentist, droppcd his half-
crown into the box. ;

Grundy released him.

“Good man!” he said. “That shows
you mean what you say, Trimble !”

“Oh, dear!

“When you’ve somebody holding you
by the neck!” grinned Grundy. “Next
time you try to raise a subseription for
anythmg, you can rely on me to help you
like this!’

““ O w ! l”

Trimble rolled away disconsolately.

The juniors returned, chuckling, to the
Common-room, where Grundy detached
Trimble’s notice from the wall and shoved
it into the fire. Trimble’s dodges for
raising the wind were oftener failures
than successes; but this one had been the
most ghastly failure of Baggy’s experi-
ence.

The unfortmnate spoofer looked de-
cidedly glum that evening. He was think-
ing of his half-crown; a*]d like Rachel
of old, he mourned, and would not be
comforted—not that anybody wanted to
comfort him.

When. Arthur Augustus D’Avey left
the Common-room, alone, Baggy Trimble
rolled after him into the passage. - He
caught the swell of St. Jim’s by the
sleeve.

“1 say, Gussy—"

“Pway, do not addwess me as Gussy,
Twimble! I object to it!” -

“Look here, you know, will you lend
me half-a-crown 7" asked Trimble. “Tve
been swindled out of half-a-erown?”

“Wats 1”7

“T’ll settle up when I get back a bound
T lent to Figgins of the New House.”

“¥ wefuse to cwedit that Figgins would
bowwow money of you, Twimble !

“T—1 mean Redfern 2

‘“ Wubbish !’

“Look here, D’Arey,” said Trimble,
adopting a threatening tone, much to the
wrath and astonishment of Arthur Augus-
tus, “you had better let me have that
half-crown, I tell you!”

“1 wefuse to do anything of the sort,
Twimble !

“Better than betting it on a horse!”
sneered Trimble.

“Weally, you young wascal

“I know what your friends think about
your goings-on,”> said Baggy. ‘They’ Te
shocked, and I'm shocked—disgusted, in
fact! I really don’t know whether 1
ought to mention it to the Housemaster.”

‘“Bai Jove!”

“Can you lend me half-a-crown?”
grinned Trimble.

Arthur Augustus drew a deep breath.

“You howwid little beast!” he said,
in measured tones. ‘I wefuse to have
anythin’ whatevah to do with you!  You
make me feel quite sick, Twimble !

“You'd like me to tell Kildare, per-
baps, that you're going in for horse.
racing 7”7 jeered Trimble.

“What’s that 77

Kildare of the Sixth was coming along
the corridor as Trimble made that re-
mark. The captain of St. Jim’s halted,
and stared at the two“juniors.

Arthur Augustus reddened.

“What do you mean by
Trimble ?”” demanded Kildare.

ToE GeEM Lisrarvy.—No. 544,

that,
“How

dare you accuse D’Arcy of anythmg of
the kind, you young rascal?”

‘““Ask him if it isn’t true, then!”
growled Trimble.

Kildare looked at D’Arcy.

“I don’t think I need ask you, D’Arcy.
I am sure you have never done anything
of the sort!” he said.

‘I have certainly nevah done anythin’
of the sort so fah, Kildare!” answered
Arthur Augustus, with dignity.

Kildare smiled.

“So far?” he repeated. “T recommend

you never to do anything of the sort,-

D’Arcy. Trimble, you had better take
care what you say, or you will find your-
self in trouble !

He walked on, and D’Arcy, with a
glance of utter contempt at Trimble,
went on his way, Baggy Trimble snorted.
The unscrupulous young rascal had been
quite prepared to ‘‘squeeze’ the noble
Gussy for a loan, under the threat of re-
vealing his supposed ‘delinquency; but
evidently that was no use.

For some time afterwards Baggy was
seen haunting the hall near the hospital-
box, wherein reposed his half-crown—
no longer his. The thought even crossed
his fat mind of recovering his half-crown
by burglarious methods. Fortunately for
Baggy, he stopped short of that extreme.

CHAPTER 5.
Astounding !

ICK JULIAN tapped Arthur
D Augustus ‘on the sleeve as the
Fourth Form came out after

lessons the next morning.

Gussy gave him a benignant smile.
He rather liked Julian, and they had
always been on good torms. Just now
Gussy was not on the best of terms with
with his old chums. = The incident of
Jolly Roger and the racing paper
worried Blake & Co , and made them a
little *“edge-wise.’

Gussy, 1n fact, was presenting a great
problem to his old friends now.

It was simply incredible that the great
Gussy could descend -into the petty,
dingy blackguardism of Racke &
And yet, apparently, he was doing it.

J ulmn who liked the noble Gussy im-
mensc]y, was concerned about him. A
good many of the fellows were.

“Do you mind if I speak to you,
Gussy?”’ asked Julian, rather hesitat-
ingly. ‘As a friend, I mean?”

“T twust you will always speak to me:

129

as a fwiend, deah boy!” answered the
Honourable Arthur Augustus graciously.

“You won’t think it cheek 77

“(lertainly not !”

“ Well, look here, D’Arcy,” said Julian
bluntly, there’s been no end of talk
about your borrowing that rotten racing
paper from Racke. Of course, every
fellow who knows you knows that you're
incapable of shady things; but you're
laying yourself open to misunderstand-
ing.

“Weally, Julian, I wish the fellows
would not wowwy "about things that do
not mattah to them !”

“But it does matter to them, D’ Arey !”

“T fail to see how, deah boy!”

“Perhaps you den’t know that a lot
of fellows look up to you, and that your
example has a good deal of mﬂuence e
said Julian, with a smile.

“Bai Jove! It had nevah occurred to
me, Julian; but that is certainly vewy
wight and pwopah!” answered Arthur
Augustus innocently.

“Well, then, if you get mixed up in
shady thmga, you can see it may do harm
to others as well as yourself !

“Yaas, I see the ‘point, Julian! But I
twust you do not mean to imply that I
am capable of doin’ anythin’ shady‘”’
said D’ Arcy severely.

Now 0
SALE.“

“I know you're not! But what the
thump did you want with a racing
paper 7’ demanded Juliar “What did
you mean by babbling about Jclly Roger
and the odds?”

No reply.

“Crooke says that Jolly Roger is a
racehorse, entered for the Traffield Race
on. Saturday,” went on Julian. ‘‘He’s
a rank outsider, Crooke says, though
some sporting tipster fancies him as a
winner. You don’t care anything about
Jolly Rogel, or any such silly, ehady rot,
D’Arcy?  I’'ve_heard you say it’s dis-
glacefu! for racing to be kept on in war-
tune

“That is my opmlon Julian !”?

““Well, then, can’t you say out plain
what you are up to?. Your own pals are
worried about it. Why can’t you say -out
plain that you’re not intending for a
minute to back a silly horse for a silly

race 777

“I—I could not vewy well make that
statement, Julian,” answered Arthur
Augustus, after a long pause. :

Dick Julian jumped.

“You don’t mean to say that 5011 ‘are
thinking of it?” he exclaimed 111c1edu-
lously.

e \\egald it as best to 52y nothm on
the subject at all, Julian.”

Julian stared ab him.

There was only one possible conclusion
to .be drawn from Arthur Augustus’
words. It was no wonder that Julian
was astounded.

“Oh,” he said at last, ‘“‘in—in that
case I'm sorry I spoke! T ‘thought it was
all a misunderstanding.”

“He, he, he!”
That cachinnation proceeded  from
Baggy Trimble. Dick Julian spun

round on him angrily. He had not ob-
served the eavesdropping Baggy .lurk-
ing close at hand.

“You've been listening, fat
rotter ! he exclaimed.

“T suppose I can walk in the quad if T
like 7” retorted Trimble. “I say, are
you roally going to back Jolly Roger,
Gussy 77

“T wefuse to speak to you, Twimble !

“Better not- let Railton hear of it!”
chuckled Trimble. ‘“Fancy gectting
sacked from the school, Gussy!”

“You wottah !”

Dick * Julian made a stride towards
Baggy, who promptly retreated, still
chuckling. It was not till he was at a
safe distance that he called out defiantly
“Sheeny!” and then he was careful not
to call loud enough for Julian to hear.

you

| Baggy was a prudent youth in some

ways.

Julian had a troubled look.

“If you don’t mind my asking you,
D’Arcy ” he said, “is this your own idea,

93

“ Weally, Julian, I am not the kind of
fellow to be led bv the nose by any-

it ?

body 27’ answered Arthur Augustus, WIth
dignity.
“Ahem! Then it is your own 1dea?”

“ Entiahly.”

“Racke didn’t suggest it?”

“I certainly should not listen to any
suggestion fwom a shady, gamblin’
boundah like Wacke !”

“But—but if you bet on races, aren’t
you becoming a gambling boundel your-
self 7 demanded Julian.

“Nothin’ of the sort. I feah that I
cannot explain fully, Julian. A young-
stah like you would hardly undahstand
that—"

g 011 ],9

“You sce, deah boy,” said Arthur
Augustus, in quite a fatherly manner, o

rweat deal depends on a chap’s motne

Suppose a chap did a thing that is gene-
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wally wcgmded quite wightly, as shady,

but suppose it was for patwiotic
weasons——""
‘‘ Patriotic reasons !” murmured

Julian, quite dazedly.
“Yaas.”

“There’s an old text, D’Arcy, that a
fellow should not do evil that good may
come of it,” said Julian.

“ Quite mghf as a wule, Julian. er
less a chap had plenty of ‘weal tact and
judgment it would be wisky to depart
from the ordinawy wules. But this is
not an ordinawy case. You see, some-
times it can’t be helped. F’instance, war
is a howwid, beastly thing, and vewy
evil, but it is the only way of dealin’
with wasca]ly Pwussians. There are
other cases.

“But—but——" - Julian stammered.
“D’Arcy, old man, it can’t be right for
any reason whatever to get mixed up in
betting and gambling.”

“I quite agwee with you. I wegard
this is as painful and unpleasant dutay for
a good object.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“T twust, Julian, that I have quite
satisfied you, as I am suah you were
speakin’ in a fwiendly spiwit.”

“You've jolly well mystified me,” said
Julian. “I’'m blessed if I can under-
stand you; but-it's your own bizrey, L
suppose. Will you come over to Way-
land with me this afternoon, D’Arcy?
I'm going to my uncle’ 8, and he would
be glad to see you again.

“I should vewy much like to see Mr.
Moses again, deah boy, but-I am sowwy
I am booked for this afternoon. Anothah
time, if you w 111 be so kind as to wepeat
your invitation.’

“Right you are!” said Julian.

And he left D’Arcy feeling that it was
useless ‘to pursye the subject further.
Julian said nothing of D’Arcy's as-
tounding confession, but Trimble did;
and the looks that were cast at Arthur
Augustus at the dinner-table that day
were many and expressive.

After dinner Blake and Herries and
Digby joined him. The swell of St.
Jim’s met them with a somcwhat
severe look.

But Blake & Co. did not mind that.
They were anxious about their chum,
and  had wisely decided not to take
offence when apparently D’Arcy was in
need of his friends to keep him from
getting into trouble. As Blake had
sagely remarked, they could quarrel with
Gussy any other time when he didu't
need them to look after him.

“Come on, old scout!” said- Jack
Blake, with forced good-humour. “Tom
Merry's making up a war-party this
afternoon.”

“Figgins & Co.
out,” said Herries.
raid them, and leave the New
bounders stranded.”

are having a boat
‘“We’re going to
House

“Everybody's got to join up,” said
Digby.

“Bai Jove! 1 am sowwy I can’t
come, deah boys!”

“ Nothing on this afternoon?” asked

Blake.

“Yaas, as it happens.”

“Well, if it’s anything good we'll
come with you instead of going on the

war-path. Anything to oblige. What's
on?”

¢ Ahem !’

“Going to see Cousin: Ethel?” asked
Dig.

¢ Nunno !”

“Don’t say it's your tailor !” grunted
Herries.

“Tt is not my tailah, Hewwies!”

“Well, '‘what i3 it?” demanded Blake
bluntly.
suppose, if we're coming -with you?”

“Ahem!  The—the fact is, Blake, T
am bound to be alone this aftahnoon,”

“You're going to tell us, I
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sald Arthur Augustus, turning very red.
“1 am sowwy—'
Blake reddened, too.

“You don't want us?” he snapped.
“Pway.do not put it like that, Blake,’
said D’ Arcy gontly. “T happen to ha\e
alwathah pwivate cngagement, that is

a

Blal\e breathed hard.
“Look here, D’Arcy, I’ve already
heard that you've asked. Racke where
Banks, the bookic, can be found. Are

.you going to visit him this afterncon?”

Blake expected—and sincerely hoped
for—an indignant reply. - He would
have been more pleased than otherwise
if Arthur Augustus had punched his nose
for making such a suggestion.

But Arthur Augustus did not even
speak. He only stood silent, with his
face growing more and more crimson.

The three chums blmked at him, faxrly
stupefied.

“You—you—then you are going to sce
that swindling blackguard ?” fairly stut-
tered Blake

Arthur  Augustus head

raised his

g loftily.

“It is wathah bad form to ask a fellow

questions, Blake. I am sowwy to have
to pomt this out to you.”’
“Are you going to see Banks?”

shrieked ‘Blake.

“T wefuse to weply.”

“Well, he won’t want us if he’s going
bo the Green Man,™ snapped Herries.

“Give our regards to your pal there,
Gussy, and tell “him we hope he’ll soon bo
in prison. Br-r-re!”

Herries walked away.  Blake and
Dig stood angry and astonished and un-
decided, and Arthur Augustus walked
off and left them standing:

“Well, my hat!” said “Blake.

“My onlv aunt !” murn"ured Dig.

“Hc's potty, Dig ¥’

““ Potty as the Kaiser !” agreod Dig.

“Going to sce Banks!” said Blake
dazedly. “Going to the Green Man—a
low pub! Why, it would be a flogging
if he were caught there !”

“Or the sack!”

“He's mad!”

“Mad as a hatter!”

‘““And he’s not going !” -said Blake,
setting his teeth. “I don’t know what's
gone wrong with his brain, but he’s not

going to make a shady fool of himself.

He’s going to be stopped.”

Good ! said Dig.

“Let’s go and tell Tom Merry we can’t
come with his gang, and then we'll get
Gussv ,up to the study and keep him
there.”

“Jolly good wheeze !” ;

And Blake and Dig went into the
School House to look for Tom Merry.
Unfortunately for their friendly plans,
Arthur Augusfuﬂ was walking out of the
gates of St. Jim's while they were look-
ing for Tom Merry.

CHAPTER 6.
Taking the Plunge.
I weally don’t like

Al Jove!
goin’ in!”
| Arthur Augustus had stopped

at some little distance from that
delectable resort, the Green Man at
Rylcombe.

He was hesitating. !

He had ledmcd a good deal from
Aubrey Racke of the Shell. Perhaps by
way of avenging the licking he had. re-
ceived from Blake, Racke was eager to
do all he could in helping to bring Gussy
up in the way he should not go.

Racke - had been astonished, but
pleased. Arthur Augustus was a most
desirable recruit for the ahadv seb.

D’Arcy certainly seemed to be quite
unaware that there was anything shady
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in his proceedings. But he was the only
fellow who was unaware of it

Perhaps Gussy was acting on .the rule ,
that to. the pure all thmgs are pure.
Racke’s -opinion- was that Lord Hast-
wood’s son wanted to go the pace, and
Racke was keen to help him on that
honourablg path.

He had \\1llmgl§, placed all his know-
ledge at D’Arcy’s disposal, and Aubrey
Racke knew a great deal about book-
makers, and the odds, and the dates and
places of -racing,-and winners, and out-
siders, and so forth though not so much
as he thought he kncw perhaps.

He knew enough, at any rate, to make
the downwaxd step easy for the guileless
Gussy.

He told him. where to find Mzr. Joseph
Banks, and at what time. Assured him
that Mr. Banks would be only too happy
to oblige him, and even seut a note pri-
vately to Mr. Banks apprising him that
a very valuable pigeon was about to
flutter into the net. . That latter circum-
stance, needless to say, Aubrey did not
mention to the swell of St. Jim’s.

But now that he had arrived at the
delectable spot where Mr. Banks, for the
present, had pitched his tent, a very

natural hesitation came over Arthur
Augustus.

He knew the penalty attached to fre-
quenting such a place as the Green Man,
but he was not thinking of the danger.
He was feeling a natural 1epugnance to
setting his foot in such a place.

And the thought of Mr. Banks 'in-
spired him with repulsion. He had seen
the fat, -loudly-dressed man hanging
about Rylcombe, and had not liked his
looks. And, in spite of his present
strange ploceedmgs, Gussy’s antipathy
to gamblmg and gamblers was as strong
as ever.

As he stood hesitating in the lane,
within sight of the public-house, a lad
came through the hedge, grinned at him,
and.touched a ragged cap.

“Foller me, sir!” he said.

Arthur Auguqtus brought his eyeglass
to bear on the youth in surprise.

“Bai Jove! Why should I follow you,
deah boy?” he asked.

“Mr. Banks sent me, sir.”

“Bai Jove!”

“He seed you flom the winder,” ex-
plained the youth. ‘You foller me, and
I'll take you in at the back, quiet-like.”

“Bai Jove! Mr. Banks must have
known that I was comin’ to see him!”

ejaculated Arthur Augustus. * He must
be a thought-wedah. Pewwaps Wackae
howevah. I—

has given him a hivt,
T

He still hesitated.
his way, sir,” said the boy, staring
at him.

“Ya-a-as; but I weally do not care to
entah any place in a suw weptitious-
mannah Howevah, I suppose I had
bettah be wathah careful Pway lead
the way, my lad

The lad gunned, and led the way.

Keeping under the trees, Arthur
Augustus followed him, and was let into
the garden of the public- house by a side
gate.

“Come into the ’'cuse, or wait ’ere,
sir?” asked the lad.

“If Mr. Banks w ould be so vewy kind
as to come out

“T'11 tell him, sir.’

The boy vanished thmu zh the rough,
tangled thickets in the nm mden
Arthur Augustus waited under the trees,
somewhat relieved in his mind. He was
very glad to avcid entering the public-
homo 1tse1f

“ Weally, murmured Arthur
Augustus, "I do mnot like to see
that youngstah bein’ brought up in these
suwwoundin's. . His pav»ents are weally
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vewy much to blame. It cannot be for
his good to associate with such persons
as Mr. Banks and Mr. Joliffe.”

And Arthur Augustus shook his head.

He had only a few minutes to wait for
Mr. Banks. That gentleman’s fat, red
face came in sight through the trees very
soon.

Mr. Banks was geniality itself.

He could scarcely believe in his good
luck at netting such a pigeon as the son
of Lord Eastwood. Mr. Banks’ business
Lad suffered from the war, and what he
picked up from foolish and reckless
young fellows who thought they knew a
thing or. two was a valuable considera-
tion to him. But the Hon. Arthur
Augustus was a richer prize than he had
ever thought of bagging. Properly
handled, he considered, the unfortunate
Gussy might be a regular income to him.

“Very glad to see you, sir,” said Mr.
Banks effusively. ‘“So kind of you, sir,
to give me a look in, This is an honour,
Master D’Arcy. Anythin’ I can do for
you, sir? Quite at your service.”

“You are vewy kind, Mr. Banks,”
said Arthur Augustus, somewhat em-
barrassed.

“Not at all, sir. Young gentlemen
like a flutter every now and then. Bless
your ’eart, sir, I've been a boy myself !
beamed Mr. Banks. “I thought you'd
rather drop in quietly, sir.”

“Yaas, wathah!”’

“ Another time you'll know your way
better, sir,” said Mr. Banks jocularly.

“Bai Jove! T shall not be comin’ any
more.”’

“I hope you will, sir. Very welcome
at any time. Perhaps you’d be so kind
as to step into my little snuggery—very
guiet and private-like?”’ suggested Mr.
Banks.

“1f agweeable to you, Mr. Banks, I
Ix‘ou}id wathah twansact the business
heah.” .

““Just as you wish, sir.”

The bookmaker leaned against a tree,
and lighted a fat cigar. He offered his
case to Arthur Augustus, who repressed
a shudder and shook his head.

“To come to business, Mr. Banks, I
undahstand that you take bets on waces
an’ things?”

“That’s my business, Master D’Arcy.
Caly too happy to oblige you.”

Mr. Banks did not add that the Green
Man was “not a place within the mean-
ing of the Act.” Arthur Augustus was
evidently under the impression that a
betting-man could make bets anywhere
he pleased.

“I don’t know very much about such
things,” confessed Arthur Augustus;
“but Wacke says you will take bets.”

“We live and learn, sir,” answered
Myr. Banks, who really did not need tell-
ing that D’Arcy did not know much
about such things.

“Pewwaps you know all about the
Twaffield Races next Satahday, Mr.
Banks?”

“T shall be there, sir,” answered Mr.
Banks.  “Anything I can put on for
you?”

“Have you heard of a horse named
Jolly Woger?”

*“You bet!”

“I undahstand that odds of fifteen to
one are offahed against that horse, Mr.
Banks?”

“That’s the figure.”

“Then if I lay a soveweign on the
cweature, T am paid fiftcen pounds if he

wins the wace?”
“ Exactly—if he does,” said Mr.
Banks, without stating his opinion as to
the huge dimensions of the ‘if.”
“Then if T want to win a hundwed
pounds L
13 Eh?”
“ A hundwed pounds——*’
TeE GEM LiBrary.—No. 544.

“You—you want to—to win a hundred
pounds?”’

“Yaag.” :

“Oh !’ murmured Mr. Banks, eyeing
Arthur Augustus. “N-n-no reason why
you shouldn’t, sir, if you have the luck.”

“I am wathah lucky sometimes,” said
Arthur Augustus innocently. “Last
Chwistmas I won a gweat many nuts at
a wound game,”

“Nuts I’ murmured Mr. Banks,
almost overcome. ‘Oh, yes, yes; I—I
see. - Nuts!” '

“Yaag."

“I ’ope you ’ave the luck when there’s
somethin’ better than nuts on the game,
Master D’Arcy,” smiled the fat gentle-
man. |

“What? I twust, sir, that-you do not |
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This is the best way for a patriotic
boy to put money by. Won’t you try it ?

suppose that I have evah played cards
for money !” exclaimed D’Arey.

“Wha-a-at?”

“Howevah,” went on Arthur
Augustus hastily, “to come {o the point.
If T want to win a hundwed pounds, I
shall have to put, say, seven pounds on
the horse?” :

“As near as a toucher, sir,” replied
Mr. Banks. ““About that. A little
less; but—but make it seven.”

“Will you take the bet, Mr. Banks?”

“Oh, crumbs !’

“What did you say?”

“I—I said, certainly, Master D’Arcy.
Only too happy to oblige a really sportin’
young gent.”

“One moment, howevah. A chap in
a papah says he thinks that Jolly Woger
will win the thwee o’clock wace.”

“Does he?”’

“Yaas. A chap who
Tippy Tipster, in a
¢ Wacin’ Tips.” ?

“I—I dessay he knows swhat he's
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talkin’ about,” murmured Mr. Banks,
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“Yaas. I suppose a chap who w'ites
for wacin’ papahs knows all about horses
and things?”

“Oh, yes!’ smiled Mr. Banks. “A
tipster has to give some horse, and if he
doesn’t have any fancy, he may toss up a
penny to see which name he shall recom-
mend as the winner, and sometimes it
comes off. But, of course, nothin’ of
that kind with Tippy Tipster of ‘ Racin,
Tips.’ He’s a knowing card, he is—aFl
there, with the wool on, and no mistake.
I—I dessay he’s got the information
from the stable—straight from the
‘orse’s mouth, sir,”

*“Yaas. The chap w’ites in such a
positive way that I felt quite convinced
be knows all about it,” said Arthur
Augustus.  “What is your opinion, Mr.
Banks?”

“ Mum-mum-my opinion ?”

“Yaas. As a pwofessional man in
that kind of business, I suppose you know
all about it?” :

“Ye-e-es, certainly !”

“Then pewwaps you will tell me your
opinion of Jolly Woger’s chances.”’

Mzr. Banks did not reply for a moment
gr t1;w0. He had to recover his breath

rst.

CHAPTER 7.
Wrathful Pals.
RTHUR AUGUSTUS D‘ARCY
waited. ;
Mpr. Banks was simply blinking
at him.
Whether Gussy was a sublimely inno-

.l cent youth, or whether he was a parti-

cularly “downy ” bird, Joseph Banks
could not make up his mind.

Certainly, so much innocence of the
world had never come in Mr. Banks’ way
before. Innocence of any kind did not
flourish in such surroundings as Joseph
Banks was accustomed to.

That D’Arcy should suppose he would
lay fifteen to one in “quids”’ against a
horse, if he thought that horse likely to
win, was really a ‘“corker.”

Apparently Arthur Augustus thought
it was a bookmaker’s business to make
bets, irrespective of any question of profit
or loss.

What the bookmakers and the whole
racing fraternity lived on, in that case,
was evidently a question D’Arcy had not
yet considered.

“Well, sir,” said Arthur Augustus,
surprised at the fat gentleman’s silence,
“I twust you do not object to givin’ me
your opinien ?”’

‘“ Sus-sus-certainly not!” stuttered Mr.
Banks.

“Pewwaps you have seen the horse?”

“Oh yes! I—I've seen him !”

“Ts he a good horse 7"

“Topping !” gasped Mr. Banks.

“Likely to win the wace, you con-
sidah 77’

“Oh, my eye!” murmured Mr. Banks
weakly.  Aloud, he went on: “Quite
likely, sir, I should say! Of course, you
can never tell. There’s chances for and
chances agin. But if T was a young gent
lockin’ for a flutter, I—I should certainly
put my money on Jolly Roger!”

“Vewy good!” said Arthur Augustus.

“But isn’t it wathah queeah, Mr.
Banks, that if Jolly Woger is pwactically
certain of winnin’, the bookmakahs offah
such vewy heavy long odds against him 7"’

‘“Oh, they—they’re a sportin’ lot !”’ said
Mr. Banks, gasping. “Never was such
a thorough-goin’ lot of sportsmen as the
bookies, sir. Look at me, f'rinstance! T
think Jolly Roger’s a good ’orse—a
toppin® good *orse—but I’'m willin’ to take
your money, and chance it!”

That statement was quite true; Mr.
Banks was not only willing—he was eager
—to take the schoolboy’s money ! As for
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the “echance,”

the better.

“That is weally vewy sportin’ of you,
Mr. Banks!” said Arthur Augustus, feel-
ing his opinion of the fat gentleman
Tising.

““Oh, business, sir, business ! answered
Mr. Banks. ““Happy to oblige, sir! You
lay your bet, and if Jolly Roger wins
there’s a hundred of the best for you on
Saturday afternoon !”

Arthur Augustus paused a little.

Innocent as he was, Arthur Augustus
could not fail to be aware that Mr. Banks
did not look as if he could produce a hun-
dred pounds on demand. He looked, in-
deed, as if a demand for a hundred shil-
lings would strain his finances.

Perhaps Mr. Banks guessed his
thought—Gussy’s face was very expres-
sive— for he went on quickly :

“You see, sir, a bookie has a lot of
irons in the fire. If I lose money cn Jolly
Roger I win money on another horse;
I may drop a ’undred quids on one gee,
and bag double as much on another.
What a man loses on the swings he gets
back on the roundabouts, you see !*’

“I see,” assented Arthur Augustus.
“That makes it quite cleah! T think I
will make that bet, Mr. Banks. Of
course, I am not goin’ to keep the
money I win!”

“Not k-k-keep it !”?

“Oh, no! I should wegard that as
gamblin’ I

“Oh !” gasped Mr. Banks.

“You see, I wequiah a hundwed
pounds for a vewy particulah purpose,”
explained Arthur Augustus. ““ Undah the
cires, I wegard the end as justifyin’ the
means. I admit that that is wathah a
dangewous wule to follow; but, bein’ a
fellow of some tact and judgment, I can
wely upon my own discwetion.”

‘“ Pip-pip-precisely !’  stuttered Mr.
Banks, wondering whether he was dream-
ing.

“Then I will hand you seven pounds,
Mr. Banks, and call on Saturday for the
winnin’s.”’

“That’s right, Master D’ Arcy !”

“ Unfortunately, I do not happen to
have the money——"

“¥h?”

“Pewwaps you could awwange it like
this, howevah. You make the bet, and
when Jolly Woger has won, you hand
me ninety-thwee pounds instead of a
hundwed. That wiil come to the same
thing, won’t it 7"’ 3

Mr. Banks looked at the Honourahle
Arthur Augustus.

His suspicion was strengthening that
that elegant young gentleman was, after
aill. a “downy bird,” and was bent on
pulling his leg.

But he was not sare, and so he an-
swered with great politeness:

“T'm afraid that wouldn’t do, Master
D’Arcy. You see, it's one of the rules,
unless the actual money is staked the bet
deesn’t hold good.”

“Oh, that is wathah unfortunate. Then
it will be stwictly necessawy for me to
hznd you seven pcunds?”

‘‘ Business can’t be done without, sir!”’

“Vewy well.” Arthur Augustus took
cut his pocket-book. “I have thwee
pounds at pwesent, Mr. Banks. T will

‘gend on the othah four. Will that do?”

“ Any time up to the actual hour of the
race, sir.”’

“Vewy good! Pway take these thwee
notes ’

Mr. Banks almost grabbed them.

“T will sent the west to-mowwow at
the latest, Mr. Banks. That will be all
wight ?”

“Right as rain, Master D’Arcy !” said
Mr. Banks heartily, convinced at last
{hat the schoolboy was not a downy bird,

the less said about that
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Qussy says ‘“ No ! ¥
(See Chapter 11.)

but the most unsuspicious pigeon he had
ever plucked. “That bet’s made, sir !

“Thank you vewy much, Mr. Banks!
I am weally vewy much obliged to you!
Good-aftahnoon !’

“Good-afternoon, sir!”

Arthur Augustus left the inn garden,
glad to get out of it. Mr. Joseph Banks
stood staring after him, and then at three
currency notes in his hand almost
dazedly.

“My heye!” '
“My heye! Strike me pink!
green and yaller! My heye!”

And the fat gentleman toddled off to
the Green Man at once and stood himself
a drink, which he felt that he deserved
for keeping his face straight during that
talk with the amateur sportsman.

Arthur Augustus came out inte the
lane again, and sauntered away towards
St. Jim’s, feeling satisfied in his mind.

There was a sudden shout as he came
round the bend in the lane.

“Here he is!1?

The next moment Arthur Augustus
was surrounded by Blake & Co. and the
Terrible Three. Tom Merry & Co., in
the kindness of their hearts, had giver
up the raid on the New House fellows
that afternoon in order to look after
Gussy—rather too late, as it happened.

“Yaas, here I am, deah boys,” said
D’Arcy calmly. “ Anythin’ wanted ?”

“Yes; you're wanted!” said Tom
Merry. “We’ve been hunting for you!”

“] weally do not see why you should
hunt for me, Tom Mewwy !’

“Have you been to the Green Man?”
hooted Blake.

No answer.

“Have you seen Banks?” yelled Man-
ners.

“1 wefuse to weply.”

‘“Then you’ve bLeen!” said Blake.
aghast. ‘I—1I suppose you haven’s really
been idiot enough, and blackguard
enough, to make bets with that beast 7"

“T wefuse to weply to a fellow who

mux;mm‘ed Mr. Banks.
Strike me

uses such extwemely oppwobwious ex-
pwessions wegardin’ me !”’

“Have you made any bets with him ?”
demanded Lowther.

“Wats !

“He’s potty!” said Tom Meriy, in
wonder. ‘“He must be loose in the
crumpet. If he was sane he couldn’t act
the goat like Racke !”

“If you compare me with Wacke, Tom
Mewwy——""

“If you play shady tricks like Racke
you must expect to %e thought of as a
Rackels thought of !”” answered Tom.

The mattah is quite diffewent, you
ass !’

“Qh, rats!”

“The fact is, deah boys,” said Arthur
Augustus, looking round placidly at his
exasperated friends—‘‘the fact is, you
fellows are judgin’ in a mattah you don’t
weally undahstand at all. I am twyin’ to
be patient with you; but, weally, you
are vewy provokin’. Howevah, I am glad
I have met you, as I want to bowwow
some money !”’

“ Money !”

“Vaas. I wequiah four pounds.”

“What’s become of the remittance you
had yesterday ?” asked Dig.

“That was not suffish for my purpose,
Dig. I wequiah four pounds. I will
weturn it to you on Satahday.” i

“Do you want the money for making
bets with?” asked Tom Merry, in blank

- wonder.

“Tt would be more judicious not to ask
questions, Tom Mewwy, as I cannot
weply to them.”

“Well, you won’t borrow any money
from us to make bets,” said Blake
grimly—‘“not a ha’penny, you frabjous
ass!”

“T withdwaw my wequest,”
Arthur Augustus, with dignity.

“Youll also undertake not to make
any bets, or to see that scoundrel Banks
again, or yowll get bumped!” roared
Blake.

said
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“Wats!”

“Will you promise?”*

¢ Certainly not.”

“You mean to take up this black-
guardly rot, then, -and get yourself
known as a sncaking, gambling, dis-
graceful blackguard like Racke?” de-
manded Blake.

“ Wubbish !”

“He must be potty,” said Monty.
Lowther.

““Either that or he’s pulling our leg,”
said Blake. “In either case, he wants a
lesson, and he’s going to have one.
Bump him!”

Arthur Augustus jumped back.

“Weally, you fellows You uttah
asses, leggo! Oh, my hat!”

Tom Merry & Co. were exasperated,
which was not surprising under the cir-
cumstances. They collared Arthur
Augustus without ceremony, and swung
him off his feet, struggling.

““Now, will' you promise to keep clear
of that shady rotter and all his rot?”
shouted Blake.

“Wats!”

Bump !

“Yawooooh!”

Bump, bump, bump!

Then Tom Merry & Co., in  great
wrath and indignation, walked away,
leaving Arthur Augustus sitting in the
road, dusty and dishevelled and furious.
The way of the amateur sportsman was
hard, when he happened to have such
dovoted friends as Tom Merry & Co.

CHAPTER 8.
Misunderstood.
OM MERRY & CO. were puzzled
and worried..
The next day they were stili
thinking over the problem.

What to think of it beat them hollow,
as Blake remarked. It wasn’t merely
that the great Gussy had slid into shady
ways; that was bad enough. But he
seemed so perfectly satisfied with himself
all the time—so evidently regarded him-
self as being, like Cmsar’s wife, above
reproach.

Although he ‘had obviously entered
into a betting transaction with a book-
maker—and a very particularly disre-
putable bookmaker—he seemed to be
quite unaware that he had fallen tg the
level of Racke and Crooke and Clampe.

The slightest hint that he resembled
Aubrey Racke in the remotest degree
was sufficient to raise his wrath.

It was really a puzzle.

Racke & Co. themselves were
astonished and perplexed. They. were
quite prepared to take the new recruit
to their hearts, and acknowledge him as
one of themselves—in fact, to make
much of him, and stand him no end of
cigarettes in the study, and beam upon
him at banker and nap.

But Arthur Augustus had apparently
set himself a limit, which was not very
reasonable, but was very fixed and firm.

When Racke offered him a smoke, he
gave Racke a crushing look, turned on
his heel, and walked away without speak-

ing. :

When Clampe asked him to his study
in the New House for a quiet game, he
told Clampe what he thought of him and
his quiet games; and what he thought
was not at all complimentary.

Lesliec Clampe was left quite speech-
less. Clampe couldn’t see why a fellow
who betted on horses couldn’t play nap
for half-crowns; and, really, there was
some excuse for Clampe there. He
couldn’t see any difference between the
two.

Apparently Arthur Augustus could.

Gussy refused a pressing invitation
#ito Racke’s study in the evening with
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something less than his customary polite-
ness.

He even gave Mellish of the Fourth
a fatherly lecture when he found that
weedy youth poring over a racing paper.
This sublime cheek, as Mellish regarded
it, took Percy’s breath quite away.

Tom Merry & Co. observed all this,
and it made them wonder more and
more. Really it looked as if D’Arcy
considered that a thing was right if he
did it, his lofty touch turning black
into white. 5

He was somewhat cold to his old
chums.

They were wrathful; but D’Arcy's
expression was more of sorrow than of
anger, like that of a fellow cruelly mis-
understood.

But what was there to misunderstand?
Blake asked his chums, in hopeless wrath
and amazement. The facts were the
facts, weren’t they?_

Herries and Dig agreed that the facts
were the facts, and that the facts spoke
for themselves.

Yet it was clear that Gussy looked
upon himself as being misunderstood
and misjudged, and he was very lofty
about it indeed.

Blake confessed that it beat him, and
he gave it up.

Dick Julian had some thinking to do
about the matter, as well as Gussy’s
more immediate friends. For it was
to Julian that Gussy had recourse for the
four pounds he still required.

He requested that loan in a cheerful
manner, without the slightest sign of a
guilty conscience.

Julian had plenty of money, being well
supplied by his uncle, Mr. Moses, of
Wayland. He would willingly have lent

D’Arcy anything. But he hesitated
now.

“Til  Satahday,” added Arthur
Augustus. . “I shall weturn the sum on
Satahday, deah boy, aftah ‘thwee
o’clock.”

Julian paused.

He had only too clear an idea what
the money was wanted for; but he could
not refuse Arthur Augustus, and he felt
he could not ask questions. - It was
really an honour to be borrowed of by
Gussy. There were very few fellows
upon whom the swell of St. Jim’s would
have conferred that distinction. Aubrey
Racke would have lent him fivers with-
out demur, and would have rejoiced to
get on such intimate terms with Lord
Kastwood’s  son..  But nothing would
have induced the great Gussy to touch
the ill-gotten wealth of the war-profi-
teer’s son and heir. -

Dick Julian handed over four currency
notes, after that brief pausé. Arthur
Augustus gracefully -acknowledged the
loan, and went up to Study No. 6 for an
envelope. He had finished enclosing the
notes when Dick looked in.

‘“Excuse me, Gussy——"" began Julian.

“Yaas, deah boy. Twot in.”

“I don’t want to interfere, of course;
but—but if you’re sending that cash to
somebody we're mnot allowed to
know——"’

“Bai Jove!”

“I'm not going to give you advice
about that, D’Arcy,” said Julian hastily.
*“But if that letter’s to Mr. Banks, don’t
drop it in the school letter-box. It might
be spotted there, and get you iuto
trouble.”

Arthur Augustus started.

“Bai Jove! I nevah thought of that!”
he ejaculated.

It was as good as an’ admission that the
letter was to Mr. Banks, and Dick
Julian’s handsome face clouded.

“1 will walk down to the post-box in
the lane,” said Arthur Augustus, after a
moment’s thought. “Thank you wvery
much, Julian!”

“D’Arcy, old chap,” said Julian,
“must you send the letter? Wouldn’t it
be better to—to——""

“You do not undahstand, deah boy,”
said Arthur Augustus, with his fatherly
smile.. “It is all wight.” §

“ But—but 2

““You can wely on a fellow of tact and
judgment to look aftah himself,” said
Arthur Augustus reassuringly. I wepeat
that it is all wight.”

“You can’t touch pitch without being
defiled, D’Arcy.” :

‘“There are exceptional cases, deah
boy. This is one of them.”

Julian felt that it was hopeless. But,
though he could not save Gussy from the
false step itself, he wanted to save him
from possible ill consequences if he
could.

‘Excuse me once more, D’Arcy; but
have you put a note in that letter along
with the currency notes—anything in
your own hand?”

*“Yaas, natuwally.”

“Don’t do it, then. That man Banks
is an awful rascal. He will keep any-
thing he can get in your hand, to hold
over you another time.”

D’Arcy jumped.

“Gweat Scott! I am suah the man
would not be such a wascal, Julian.”

T think he would,”

‘“ But there is nothin’ w’ong in my note
—only a statement that I am enclosin’
four pounds, as awwanged,” said D’Arcy
innocent.

“What would the Head think of it if

he saw it, D’Arcy ¥’
CH'm D

“Take the letter out,” urged Julian.
“Put in the currency notes, and put on
a sheet of paper, in capital letters, not
your own hand &

“That would be showin’ distwust that
would be vewy insultin’ to Mr. Banks,
Julian,” said Arthur Augustus, shaking
his head.

““But it would be safe. If you must do
this, don’t put yourself under that man’s
thumb as well.”

“I could not possibly have dealin’s
with a man whom I wegarded with so
much distwust,” said. Arthur Augustus.
“I am vewy much obliged to you, Julian,
but you are weally wathah uneasy about
nothin’. That man Banks is not such a
bad sort, in his way—quite sportin’, in
fact, in his shady way. I do not approve
of him or his business %

“You—you don’t?”

“Certainly not.. I wegard bettin’ on
horses as low and immowal.”

“Oh!” gasped Julian.

“Bnt he is all wight in his way; quite

sportin’, accordin’ to his lights. This
fettah will be all wight. Don’t you
wowwy, deah boy.”

And with a reassuring smile Arthur

Augustus walked out of the study, letter
in hand, leaving Julian dumbfounded.

CHAPTER 9.
Wally' Takes a Hand.

¢ ALLO! What do you fags
want ?” :
. Tom Merry asked that ques-

tion the following evening.
The Terrible Three were on the land-
ing when Wally & Co. of the Third
made their appearance.
D!Arcy minor was followed by Levison

minor, Hobbs, and Joe FKrayne. The
fags were all grinning. e
“We’re going to see my major,” said

Wally loftily. “We've got to talk to
him, haven’t we, you chaps?”

“Yes, rather !” grinned Hobbs.

“You bet!” said Joe Frayne, with a
chuckle. : ¢

“You Shell bounders can come if you
like,” said Wally condescendingly. It
may do you good to hear us, if you've
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got any hankering after the downward
path and the road to ruin and the rest
of it.’

““Oh!” said Tom.

The fags marched on to Study No. o,
and the chums of the Shell, after ex-
changing a glance, followed them.

They could guess that the rumour of
D’Arcy’s delinquency had reached the
Third Form. Wally of the Third had
come to talk to his major about it.

D’ Arcy minor pitched open the door of
Study No. 6, where Blake & Co. were at
tea—a rather moody tea. D’Arey major
was looking very cold and lofty and mis-
judged, and his chums were troubled
and glum. They stared at the quartette
of fags in the doorway.

“Buzz off |7 said Jack Blake gruffly.

“Bow-wow !” answered Wally inde-
pendently. “ We’ve come here to talk to
Gussy.”

“Go ahead, deah boy!”
Augustus. -

*““Stand up !”’ rapped out Wally.

“What 77

“Stand up and look me in the face 17
said D’Arcy minor severely.

Arthur Augustus rose to his feet in
astonishment. )

“Weally, you young ass—-"
began.

“\ow you've got to answer for your-

said Arthur

he

self,” said Wally, in quite a magisterial
manner. ‘“‘I’ve brought my {riends to
hear you. There’s a rumour about you,

Gussy, and the rumour is that you've
taken up Racke’s game i

“Oh, wats!”

“Yes or no?” demanded Reggie Man-
ners.

**Wun away, do?’

“Mind, we're hore on busmcﬂs said
Wally. ‘“The Third Form ate shocked.
I’'m shocked. Joe’s shocked—ain’t you,
Joe?”

“T ham !” answered Frayne emphatic-
ally.

“You're shocked, young Levison?”

“Shocked and pained!” said Levison
minor solemnly.

‘“What about you, Hobbs?”

“T’m disgusted !” said Hobbs

“You see the effect you've produced
on us, Gussy. How do you think it looks
for me 4o have a major who dabbles in
racing and betting, like Racke, or Cutts
of the Fifth?” said Wally in,dignantly.
“T punched Piggott’s head when he told
me. I thought he was Hunning. It
turns out to be true. T'm ashamed of
you. How you can look me in the face
beats me!”

“Hollow !” said Reggie.

The Terrible Three in the doorway
grinned at the expression on Gussy's
aristocratic face. Blake & Co. grmnod
too. They thought Gussy deserved it,
and they were glad he was getting it.

“You cheekay young waseals I’ gasped
Arthur Augustus at last. “How dare
you tweat me with this feahful imperti-
nence !”

“ Oh,
ashamed of you.
it—see? Repent!”

“Wha-a-at ?”

“Reform !” said Levison minor.

“Turn over a new leaf !” said Reggie
Manners.

“You — you —you —" stuttered
Arthur Augustus.

“What would the pater say if he knew
the example you were setting me?”’ de-
manded Wally. ‘What would old Con-
way say if he came home on leave and
found you leading a riotous life 77

“Bai Jove! I—1—7

“How would you like me to drop in
at the Green Man and chum with
Banks?” continued Wally.

“You young wascal! If you go any-
whah neah the Gween Man I will give
you a feahful thwashin’ !”

come off I” said Wally. “T'm
You've got to chuck

.
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“What's sauce for the goose is sauce
fol the gander,” said Reggie Manners.
“Why shouldn’ bW ally go if you do?”
“Yes, answer that, you ass!” snapped

Jack Blake.
“It’s a {fair question,”
Merry, with a nod.
¥ You fellows uttahly fail to compwe-
hend answered - Arthur  Augustus.
“You are simply misjudgin’ a chap, like
thoughtless youngstahs. I have been
turnin’ it ovah in my mind whethah I
can quﬁicmmfly wely upon your discwe-
tmn to take you into my confidence——"
Fathead I was Herries’ remark.
“Weally, Hewwies
“Ass i said»Dig.
“Weally, Dig
“illomm‘ y rapne(l out Wally. “We
can’t stay here till calling- -over hearing
you fellows jaw. Gussy, you're called
upon to repent and reform, and if you

said Tom

don’t do it of your own accord we'll
jolly \\ell repent and reform you.
Savvy ?’

“Yot are an impertinent young ass,
Wally 17

“He's got to promise to give it up,”
said Hobbs.

“That’s it.”

“Pway wetiah fwom this studay, you
checkay fags!” said Arthur Augustus,
sitting down with glent dignity.

“Not finished yet,” answered Wally.
“If you won 't give us your promlxo to
reform we’re going to whack you.

“What 77 yollorl Arthur Augustas

“Whack you!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“That’s \why Ixe brought my palq
cxplained Wally; “otherwise I should
have kept this dlsgraco to the family
strictly private. We're going to give you
a jolly good hldmg, Gussy.  Frayne’s
got a stump.” )

Arthur Augustus’ noble eye almost
bulged through his eyeglass as Levison
minor produced a stump, which he had
hitherto been concealing behind him,
visible only to the Shell fellows in the
doorway.

Tom Merry & Co. burst into a roar.
Blake and Herries and Digby shrieked.
Gussy’s expression at that moment was
worth a guinea a box, or more.

“You fellows won’t interfere?” de-
manded Wally. “If you do I'll call up
a lot of the Third. I've got to perform
this painful duty as Gussy’s brother; in
fact, as his keeper.”

‘“My dear man, go ahead!” grinned
Blake. “We'll keep the ring. Give
him one each for us.”

“Hear, hear!” said
Three heartily.

Arthur Augustus jumped up again as
the fags hovered near him. Amazing as
it was, Wally & Co. were plainly in
carnest. The erring youth was to be
brought back to the straight and narrow
path by means of a cricket-stump—a
method which Wally considered would be
effective.

“You—you uttah young wuffian!”
stuttered Arthur Augustus, in wrath and
indignation. “I—I—I—7"

“Are you going to reform, then ?”’ de-
manded Wally.

the Terrible

“You feahful young ass, there is
nothin’* to weform! I have not been
dein’  anythin’ "w’ong, you young
duffah !”?

“Isn’t betting on races wrong?”

“Yaas, wathah!”

‘“ Haven’t you been doing it?”

“Yaas, but——"

“TIsn’t it wrong if you do it, as well as
if anvbody clse does it?” bawled Jack
Blake.

“Circumstances altah cases, Blake. I
wefuse to admit that I have done any-
thin’ w’ong in the slightest degwee. As
a chap with an example to set to the
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House, I should natuwally he vewy care:
ful not to do anythin’ w'ong.”

“Oh, my hat!”?

“I am vewy much anvoyed and exas-
pewated,” continued Arthur Augustus
warmly, ‘“at havin’ all this talk about
my pweeeedin’s. I wegard it as imper-
tinent. Fellows have been speakin’ to
me just as if T were goin’ out blaggin’
like Wackes?’

“Well, what bhave you been domg’
exclaimed Tomi Merry.

) hme been performin’
duta'v

“ Mum-mum-my only sainted aunt! Is
it a patriotic duty to bet on horses in
war-time like a racecourse loafer?”

““Undah certain- exceptional circum-
stances, yaas !’

Woally blinked at his major.

“My only Aunt® Jane!”’ he said.
“What’s wanted here is a strait-jacket, I

a patwiotic

think ! You fellows needn’t think it runs
in the family. = Gussy’s the only lunatic
we ve got!”

“Dwy up, Wally, you cheekay young
ass!” Arthur Augustus jammed his eye-
glass a little tighter into bis eye, and sur-
veyed the juniors with growing indigna-
tion. “Now that my minah has heard
the weckless and iwwesponsible chattah
on this subject, I suppose I am bound to
explain. Howevah, I shall wequiah you
fellows t.o keeD it dmk as it is a delicate
matiah.’

“Dark as the Kaiser’s conscience!”
said Monty Lowther. “Go ahead with
the tragic tale !”

“Shut the door, then! There is that
sneak Twimble in the passage.

Tom Merry closed the door.

“ Ain’t we going to stump him ?”’
quired Hobbs, in a disappointed tone.

“Shut up, young Hobbs!” said Wally
authoritatively. “Now, then, Gussy,
we’'ll hear what you've got to say !”

“T am not taking any notice of your
widiculous thweat, Wally, which I wegard
with uttah disdain!”

in-

“Get on with the washing!” said
Manners.
Arthar Augustus coughed. -All the

juniors in the study waited with great
interest to hear Arthur Augustus’ ex-
planation of his remarkable conduct.

CHAPTER 10.
The Only Way.
“ WAY, undahstand that T am not
P excusin’ myself,” began Arthur
Augmtm “T am simply ex-
plainin’ the mattah, because my
minah has heard the sﬂlay chattah of
sillay duffahs and has formed a w’ong
opinion.’
“That’s understood !”’ Sald Tom \Ienv,
with a smile. “Get on'!
“The Cottage Hospital—"

“What ?”
“The Cottage Hospital at Wyl
combe——"’

“ Who’s talking about the Cottage Hos-
pital at Rylcombe ?”’ shouted Blake,

“T am, deah boy !’

“Then don’t! Tell us what you were
playing the giddy ox for!”

“I wefuse to admit for one moment,
Blake, that I have been playing the
giddy ox!”

“T think he’d better have the stump!”
remarked Dig.

“Pway don’t be an ass, Dig! The Cot-
tage Hospital at W\lmmbe
‘“ There he goes again!”

UE you keep on intewwuptin’

me,

Dig

“Has the Cottage Hospital got any-
thing to do with your going to Banks?”
demanded Tom Merry.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Wandering !” said Manners sympas
TrE GeM Lisrary.—No, 8A |
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thetically. “Poor old Gussy ! I: it war-
worry that’s turned his nappel

“Weally, Mannahs -

“Go on!” rapped out Blake.

“It is wathah difficult to pwoceed when
I am bein’ intewwupted by silly kids,
Blake. Howevah, to wesume. The Cot-
tage Hospital at Wylcombe is a hundred
pounds out in its accounts. It is a vewy
deservin’ institution, and it takes in
wounded Tommies o

“We know all that,”

““ Are-you going to Start a subscription,
like Trimble?” sncrted Herries.

“T am not, Hewwies, because it would
be i imposs. to waise the wequmhed amount
by passin’ the hat wound in the school.
I wathah think some wich man ought to
come forward; but wich men seem to
have ovahlocked the mattah, somehow.
If the Cottage Hospital does not get the
money, they will have to clese down
some of the beds, which would be a gweat
shame. Havin’ thought the mattah out
vewy carefully, T decided that it was up
to me to waise the money.’

“Up to you!” stuttered Blake.

' Y'\(_q £

“How the thunder are you going to
raise a hundred pounds, you frabjous
jabberwock ?”

“1 wefuse to be called a fw ubjOllS jab-
bahwock, Blake. I am goin’ to waise
the mone to-mowwow aftahnoon—
Satahday; and I have already taken my
measures. Now,” said Arthur Augustus
crushingly, “pewwaps you compwehend
why I have stwetched a point, and con-
descended to touch such a wotten thing
as horse-wacin’ for once. It was for
patwiotic weasons!”’

The juniors gasped.

“You—you—you're going to raise a
hundred pounds for the Cottage Hospital
by a bet on a horse ?”” stammered Herries
dazedly.

“Yaas.”

“Oh, crumbs!”

| vmgard the end as justifyin’ the
means,” explained Arthur Augustus. “1I
weally could not allow two or ‘thwee beds
in.the hospital to be closed down, when
they ° are w equiahed for the chaps who
have heen keepin’ the Germans off. I
felt that I was bound to do it, though T
had nntm\n‘h a gweat wepugnance to
tomhm such a vewy rotten thing as
wacin’. . It was the only way.”

“The—the only way!” babbled Blake,
staring dumbfounded at his noble chum.

“Yaas. Undah the cires, I wegard my
pwoceedin’ as excusable. I have laid
that bet with a cleah conscience, not in-
tendin’ to touch any of the pwoceeds
myself, but to hand ovah the whole sum
at once to the hospital.” ;

#0h, crikey !>

“You—you—you think you will win a
hundred pounds on a horserace?* stut-
tered Tom Merry.

“Yaa=. You see, I have laid seven
pounds at fiftcen to one against, so when
Jolly Woger wins bag a hundwed
pounds, \Vl‘;(‘h is  just the amount
wequiahed,” explained Arthur Augustus.

“Seven pouvmq 1” vélled Lowther.

“Yaas.’

“Do yon think you'll ever see it
again?”’

“Of course! When I win, the stake is
weturned along with the winnin’s.”

“Oh, great Julius Ceesar!”

“Nad as a hatter I” murmured R";z;gle

“Now that I have explained,” re-
sumed Arthur Augustus, with crushing
dignity, “pewwaps you will admit that
you have misjudged me, like a set of
wnweflectin’ youngstahs, and I twust you
will have the gwace to apologise.”

D’Arcy’s chums did not apologise.

They blinked.

He had taken their breath away.
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Jack Blake found his voice at last.
“You've actually handed seven quids
to that bookie, Banks, expecting a hun-

dred pounds -on Saturday?” -he said
faintly.
‘““Yaas. Mr. Banks explained that the

bet would not bindin’ unless the stakes
were actually handed ovah.”

‘““ And—and you think the horse will
win?” asked Liowther.

“Oh, yaas !” y

“With fifteen to one against him?”
gasped Tom Merry. ¢ Why, he must be
the rankest of rank outsiders to start at
a price like that!”

“Qutsidahs sometimes womp home,
deah boy!” answered Arthur Augustus,
with an air of superior wisdom. * Jolly
Woger is goin’ to womp home!”

“How do you know? What do you
know about racin’?”

“Vewy little, I am glad to say! But
a tipster chap in Wacke’s papah says quite
plunlv that he is suah Joliy \Vover will
win.”

“So—so tht s
R'\c\e s paper?”

‘Yaas. Havin’ weflected on the mattah
I wealised that the only way of waisin’
the money was by a stwoke of this sort,
so I made up my mind to it, and went
into the thing thowoughly. I wegard it
as justifiable, considahin’ the purpose.”

“Tt might, or might not be,” said Tom.
“We'll believe that you meant well, you
unutterable ass! But do vou think you’ll
win, or that, if you do win, Banks will
hand you the money?”

“Oh, yaas!” :

“The fellow hasn't a tenth part of a
hundred quid !” yelled Dighy.

“What he loses on one wace, Dig, he
makes on anothah. The woundabouts
make up for the swings, vou know. Mr.

Banks told me so.”

“ And—and vou rely on a fool tipster
in a racing paper

“ Not entiahly. T obtained pwofessional
advice !”” said Arthur Augustus loftily.

“How—where 77

“T asked Mr. Banks. As a bookmakah,
it stands to weason he knows. He thought
vewy stwongly that the wacin’ tips man
knew what he was tatkin’ about.”

¢ And—and you think Banks would lay
fifteen to one against Jolly Roger if he
thought the horse would win ?”

“Te is bound to, deah boy! That is
his busiress. He is a bookmakah, you
know !

“Oh, great pip!”

Tom Merry & Co. fairly gasped.
were not angry with the nob GLMV any
move. His motives were top-hole, though
his methods were- more guestional:le than
he seemed to realise. If he deserved
punishment, it was pretty certain that he
would get i when he w ‘[ to collect his
hundred pounds.

why you borrowed

They

“And, now I hav“ t\pluncﬂ I am
waitin’ for an apolog 1 Arthur
Augnstus, in his loftiest manner.

not offered. Wally
h merriment,

Still the apology w
& Co. were doubled up w
much to Gu;s:r’s su prise.

‘“Poor old y !’ sohbed Wally.
“We might have known that he was only

potty !
“We might !”’ gasped Reggie.
“ Weally, Wally—"
“We'll let him off the stumping !”’ said

Wally. “I’'m sure he'll reform when that
race is run. Come away, chaps. This
study isn’t big enough to laugh in!”’

“Ha, ha, ha i

Almo‘:t weeping, Wally & Co. staggered
out of the study.

“1 fail fo see any cause for mewwi-
ment !” said Arthur Augustus stiffly.

“Oh, dear!” gasre(’ Tom Merry.
“(ussy, old man, you'll be the death of
me yet! Fifteen to one against; expert

be worried about that,” said Blake, witt
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advice from the bookie who’s after your
cash! Oh, my hat! Ha, ha, ha !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Terrible Three departed, - almost
sobbing. The matter was serious, in a
way; but the sublime innocence with
which Gussy was treading among the pit-
falls was too much for them.

“The only way !”” murmured Lowther.
“The only way—and what a way! I—I
think the Cottage Hospital will be seen
through novs —what ?”

*Ta, ‘ha, ha !

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, left alono
with his sh‘dy mates, eyed them shﬁ*)
Blake and Herries and Dighy were 1ocx-
ing in their chairs.

“When you have finished,” said
D’Arcy crushingly, “pewwaps you will
bek kind enough to take me into the
o

“I’I‘l, ha, ha, ha!”

“ You're the joke!”
“Oh, you frabjous
ling duffer!”

“Wats ! :

With that reply, Arthur Augustus
strode from the study, and closed the
door after him with more vigour than
was absolutely necessary. “Blake & Co.
wiped their eyes. Tt was impossible to
be angry with the ineffable Gussy; and
as they thought of the morrow, and of
Gussy’s prospect of handling the expected
hundred pounds, they yelled again.

yelled Blake.
chump ! Oh, you burb-

CHAPTER 11.
“ Also Ran.”

HE next day it was evident that
the rift in the lute had been
- mended—Arthur Augustus® was

no longer on cold terms with his
chums. His explanation, extraordinary
as it was, had at last relieved their
minds; there was no danger of Gussy
following in the footsteps of the festive
Racke. It was, as he had said, with
great repugnance that he had made up
his mind to “back a winner,” and thus
net the hundred pounds requued for the
Cottage Hospital. Perhaps he was mis-
taken in thinking that he could touch
pitch without being defiled- but, at all
events, it was pretty certain that he
would never offend again. If he needed
a lesson, undoubtedly he was going to
get one.

That afternoon, when Arthur Augustus
sallied forth to call on Mr. Banhs for his
winnings, his chums 101nnd him. Arthur
Augustus turned his eyeglass inquiringly
on Blake & Co. and the Terrible Three.

¢ Oh, we're coming !” said Tom Merry.
“We're gomg to see fair play, you know.
Besides, yow’ll want help to carry home
the quld:’

“I gwust that you will be discweet,
deah boys! It was weally my intention
to keep the whole mattah secwet, as the
hospital people might not like to take
money won On a wace. Betmh to =ay
nothin’ about that, I think,” said Arthur
Augustus sagely.

The juniors nearly exploded.

“T don’t think the hospital people will
1
a gurgle.

“You fellows had better go back. I
cannot appwove of your visitin’ such a
place as the Gween Man!” said D’Arcy
decidedly.

“No need,” said Tom.
over to Wayland instead,
evening paper at tlwe station.
of the race will be in that.”

“Bai Jove! That’s a good idea! I
dare say Mr. Banks will not be back
fwom the waces yet, anyway

And the party walked over bv the fields
and the wood to Wavland town.

The utter disbelief of Tom Merry &
Co. in the “win” was not to be con-

“TLet's go
and get the
The result
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cealed ; but Arthur Augustus only smiled
serenely. They would see what they
would see when they got the evening

aper.

Arthur Augustus’ confidence was really
sublime. Having brought his mighty
brain to bear upon the subject, he
cvidently regarded himself as being fully
qualified for the difficult task of spotting
winners. In fact, only principle held him
back from making a fortune by means of
his newly-discovered gift.

But he did not dally with that tempta-
tion. He had touched pitch, as it were,
once, for a generous and patriotic object.
He would never touch it again. His con-
tempt for gambling and gamblers was as
strong as ever,

The juniors arrived in Wayland, and
Blake went to the staticn for the paper,
and rejoined his chums in a quiet spot.

They did not care to be seen in public

conning over a racing list.

“Here you are !” said Blake.

Arthur Augustus took the paper, and
opened it sedately. His companions
watched him with great interest.

“Yaas, heah it 1s!”’ said Arthur Augus-
tus. “¢This Aftahnoon’s Wacin’.’
Wathah a howwid thing to be in a papah
now, deah boy, in war-time. I weally
considah that 1t ought to be stopped !”

‘“ What’s the result ?”’ howled Blake.

“T am lookin’ for it. ‘ Twaffield—three
o’clock’ That's the wace! Bai Jove!
There are thwee names pwinted in capital
lettahs——"’ :

“That’s right!” said Tom.
second, and third, of course!”

“Yaas; but it is vewy odd!” said
Arthur Augustus, with a puzzled look.
“The thwee names are Sunny Jim, Dia-
mond, and King John.”

“TIa, ha, ha!”?

“What are you fellows laughin’ at?”

“Ass!” howled Blake. *“Can’t you

ce?  Sunny Jim’s the winner, and
.'])iagl?,nd came in second, and King John
third.

*First,

THE GEM LIBRARY.

“Wats! Tt is vewy odd that Jolly
Woger is not mentioned.”

“Let’s have a look !” grinned Monty
Lowther. “Oh, here he 1s!”

“ Where, Lowthah?”

“In small type, underneath.- Look at
it !” Lowther read it out: ‘¢ Alsoc ran—
Tupper, Mark Tapley, Cherub, and Jolly
Roger.?

“ Also ran !” gurgled Blake.

“Also ran!” said Monty ZLowther,
weeping.  “Oh, dear! He’s also run
away with Gussy’s seven quid !”’

Arthur Augustus stared at the paper.
He adjusted his eyeglass, and stared
again. The horrid truth seemed to be
slowly borne in upon his mind.

“Also wan!” he murmured. “I—I
suppose that means that Jolly Woger
has not won the wace?”

‘“Ha, ha! Of course it is!”’

“That is vewy wemarkable. Mr. Banks
thought & .

““Ha, ha, ha!? :

“J am weally vewy much surpwised at
Mr. Banks’ ignowance of his own busi-
ness! . Bai Jove, I shall not get the
hundwed pounds now !’ -

“Just thought of that?”’ gasped Tem
Merry. ‘“Never mind! Banks will get
your seven quid, and that’s all he “was
worried about.”

“But—but I shall not be able to set
mattahs wight for the Cottage Hospital
now ! said Arthur Augustus, in dismay.

‘““Ha, ha, hal”

“Oh, wats!
funnay in this !’

But Tom Merry & Co. evidently did,
for they chuckled, on and off, all the way
home to St. Jim’s. Arthur Augustus
walked very silently and thoughtfully.
At the gate of St. Jim’s they met Dick
Julian.

‘“Julian, deah boy ”—Arthur Augus-
tus coloured—“may I wequest you to
allow your loan to stand ovah for a few
gays"; I—I am not able to settle up to-

ay.

I do not see anythin’
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Julian smiled.

‘“All serene, D'Arcy! Any time, you
know! Don’t bother. By the way, you
chaps will be pleased to hear that the
Cottage Hospital is out of its diffi-
culties |

“Bai Jove!l”

“ A man in Wayland has sent a cheque
for a bundred pounds,” said Julian,
smiling. ““I may as well tell you it’s my
uncle, as the name will be in the list.”

“Bravo !”

“PBai Jove! That is vewy kind and
genewous of Mr. Moses!” said Arthur
Augustus. “I am vewy glad indeed to
heah it, as I have failed to waise the
hundwed pounds aftah all!”

“Eh?” ejaculated Julian.

“Gussy was going to raise the quids
by backing a winner!”” chortled Blake
‘“That was the history of the mystery.”

“Oh, my hat!”

Julian tried not to laugh, but he could
not help it, and he roared.

Arthur Augustus did not smile. He
jammed in his eyeglass, and looked seri
ously at his chums.

“On weflection, deah boys, I am be-
ginnin’ to doubt whethah the end does
justify the means;” he said slowly. “I
wathah think it is bettah to wemembab
that a chap should not do evil that geod
may come of it. The good may not come,
and the evil wemains., I have committed
an ewwah 17 ;

“Go hon!” murmured Blake.

¢ And I twust,” said Arthur Augustus
solemnly—“I twust, deah boys, that this
will be a lesson to you!”

And he walked in at the gate. Tom
Merry & Co. did not wveply. They
couldn’t ! Avthur Augustus had left them
speechless !

THE END.

(Don’t miss next Wednesday’s Great

Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St. Jim's

—“LACY’S LOSS!” by Martin
Clifford.)
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HE Army COouncil has recently issued
an instruetion to officers commanding
Cadet TUnits, and to ail concerned,
that lads who are members of the
Boy Scout Association and other organisations
whose units are not administered under the
Cadet Regulations, are not to be enrolled as
Cadets unless the consent of the local govern-
ing body of such organisation has been
obtained for their enrolment. . We understand
that this has been reudered necessary by the
fact that in some places there has been a
considerable number of boys seeking trans-
ference from Cadet Units or Boy Scout Troops
without any satisfactory reason. It should
be noted that in future this is not to be done
without the authority of those responsible
for the numagemfut of*t»he unit concemfd.
* * X * * A

Almost every week we record in these notes
the formation of a new Cadet Corps or the
establishment of local committees for the
purpose of starting such corps in various
towns and cities. At the present moment
eftorts are heing made to form Cadet com-
panies in a large number of places, including,
beside those already referred.to, Minehead, in
Somerset ; Irlam, near Manchester, Southwick,
in Sussex; Disley, in Cheshire; and many
other places. Our readers who are not
already members of Cadet Corps, and would
like to join the Movement, should apply for
particulars of the nearest corps to the Central
Association of Volunteer' Regiments, Judges’
Quadrangle, Royal Courts of Justice, Strand,
London, W.C.2, who will send them all the
available information by return of post, and,
in the event of there being no Cadet Corps in
the mneighbourhood required, will tell them
how to take the necessary steps to get one
started. .

* * * £ % ol

The Bristol Cadet Asscciation, which has

been formed recently for the purpose of pro-

CADET NOTES.

viding healthy recreation and wholesome
spare-time occupation for the boys of the city,
has just published an appeal for funds and
members. The object of the association is to
organise the great mass of the 15,000 hoys in
Bristol who are at present unattached to
any boys’ organisation, and the promoters
hope to enrol at least 5,000 of them in the
newly-established = Cadet Movement. Of
course, it is realised that this will involve a
very heavy expenditure, and that at least £2
per boy will be required for uniform and ex-
penses, and an appeal for £10,000 for the pur-
pose has been issued, towards which an excel-
lent list of subseriptions has already been
secured. An inspection and review of the
Cadet Corps and Boys’ Organisations of the
city has been arranged, and various other
forms of activity are in contemplation for the
purpose of increasing the strength and the
resources of the association.
3 * * % % @ *

General Maxwell visited Nottingham on a
recent Saturday afternoon and inspected the
local battalion of the Boys’ Brigade. The
lads, under the command of Captain R. H.
Swayne, assembled at the Trent Bridge Cricket
Ground, where, after giving the General
Salute, they went through various parade
movements in a smart and soldierlike manner.
The battalion band attended, and played a
selection of music, and subsequently the
prizes were distributed to the most successful
Cadets by the Duchess of Portland. It is
worthy of record that the number of lads on
parade was very large and satisfactory, in-
cluding 877 boys, 36 officers, and 12 stafl-
sergeants; and General Maxwell congratulated
the lads heartily upon the smartness dis-
played and the large numbers in which they
f)xad turned out.
#* # % % #* # »*

The No. § (Uxbridge) Company of the 2nd
Territorial Cadet Battalion Middlesex Regi-

b %

ment recently had a ~ery special assembly on
a Sunday morning, when Colonel Phillips in-
spected them, and addressed o brief speech to
the N.C.0.’s and Cadets. The winners of the
three medals in the Whit-Monday sports—
Cadets Templeman and Chilvers—were pre-
sented with their grizes, and Lieutenant
Graves presented a handsome silver cup as
the prize for the hest shot in the company.
Captain Bolam accepted the cup, and called
for three cheers for Lieutenant Graves, who
is leaving the company and joining the
Regular Forces. The company is an excellent
one, and is making good progress, and readers
residing in that part of Middlesex ought to
join and support it.
* - £l #* £ »

About 200 members of the South-West
London Cadet- Battalion were paraded in
Battersea Park recently, under the command
of Major Hammon, who was assisted by Cap-
tain and Adjutant J. Leach, V.C.  The parade
included representative units from all the
companies of the battalion, which extends
from Wandsworth to St. Pancras. A special
matinee in aid of the funds of the battalion
was also held at the Southfields Lyceum
Cinema a week or so ago, and the ordinary
attractions of the house were enhanced by
contributions from a concert-party associated
with the R.A.F. Station at Roehampton, The
matinee was a great success, and should prove
a means of increasing the resources of the
hattalion.

*» * * * * #
Colonel Sir William Watts, ®.C.B., in-
speeted the I1st Cadet Battallon of the

London Scoitish at their headquarters im
‘Buckingham Gate on a recent Siturday after-
noon. The St. Paul's School Cadet Corps has
also had the honour of an inspection by
Brigadier-General Lord Seymour, ‘Wwho was
much impressed with the turn-out and the
appearance of the members of the corps.
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The twins are Philip Derwent, of Higheliffe, and his sister Philippa, of Cliff House.
been until recently with Flip (Philip) at Higheliffe, but is now at Cliff House.
him with Vavasour. His best chums, Merton and Tunstall,

FOR NEW READERS.
They
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have a cockatoo, named Coeky, which has

Flip has made an enemy of Gadsby, who is plo%ting againgt;
, are away from the school for a time, owing to a serious accident to one of Merton’s

eyes in a fight with Ponsonby. In their absence Flip gets too friendly with Pon and the rest of the nats, and, without any real taste for it
at the outset, takes to gambling. He goes with the nuts to a gambiing den at Courtfleld, quarrels with Pon, and is knocked senseless just as
the warning “ Police | ” is heard. Flip comes to himself in a cellar, bound hand and foot.

has run away from Greyfriars.
They meet an officer friend of Flip’s.

Oft the Road.

[13 AKE up!®
Mr. Low woke up with great
reluctance and some slowness,

But when he understood that
they had reached the village at which the
furniture was to be delivered he woke up very
thoroughly. There was no trace of the beer
about him now.

“You lads care to stay a bit an’ give me a
*and with it ?” he asked.

Hazel, who had also had to be aroused,
Iooked doubtful. But Flip said at once:

“Oh, rather! We owe you that for the lift
you've given us.”

“Not you, old pal! Wot with you findin’
that note wot Ben Jinks was so silly as to
drop, an’ drivin’ the ’‘osses all this way—an’
you can drive, that's a fact! They ain’t
turned a ’air—wot with one thing an’ another
an' the nex’ thing, I reckon it’s me that owes
you a bit. But if we're straight now, I shall
be down agin after you've ’elped me, an’ I'm
allowanced to shell out a trifie for ’elp. A
bob apiece an’ your beer, say. Is that fair?”

“We don't want beer!» Hazel said, not too
pleasantly.

“That’s a good thing! All the more for
them that does—an’ there ain't too much of
it about these days,” replied Mr. Low affably,

“Isn't there? I should have thought there
was!” Flip said, with a cheery grin. It was
not easy to feel too severe about the folly of
this decent, good-natured fellow with the
three wound-stripes on his arm,

“Ah, that was wot you might call a bit of
all right, runnin’ into Ben Jinks jest after
he’d got a barrel in from his brother, which
is a brewer. It ain’t a thing that’s always
'appenin’; an’ I've a long spell in the trenches
to make up for yet. Isita do?»

“0Oh, we’'ll help; and we'll take the bob
each!” answered Flip. “But the beer's off.”

“Rather a severious way of lookin’ at
things, old pal. But never mind that. With-
out the beer it will be eighteenpence.”

Hazel did not feel inclined for work ; but he
could not refuse, and before long Flip’s energy
woke some response in him. The man worked
like one possessed, sparing himself nothing.
He approved of Flip’s methods, and did not
grumble at Hazel's.

There was a fair amount of furniture to
get out of the van and into the house, and a
couple of hours had passed before the job was
put through. Then Mr. Low handed each of
the runaways a shilling and a sixpence, and
mentioned the fact that he had a thirst which
it was urgently necessary he should ©squench.”
He wanted them to come with him to the
Horseshoes, where, he said, beer that was beer
could be had; but they refused.

They shook hands with him, and parted.

“Good chap that!” said Flip.

“Do you think so? Silly, boozy beggar, 1
call him! I didn’'t care much about taking
the money. I'm not a furniture-remover!®
answered Hazel.

“Not? I am when I can get a job at it,»
said Flip cheerily. “Till we drop into better
jobs, T mean, of course. We need the cash.”

“Yes; I forgot that,” Hazel replied, half
sulkily. “As for getting a better job, I can't
see myself doing it. You may. But I can't
work like you can, so it’s no use pretending.»

“Oh, you'll improve !* said Flip. He fancied
that Hazel's deficiency was rather in will to
work than in ability ; and probably he was not
far wrong.

They hought some food, and ate it under a
hedge by the side of the road. Then they
started off again. <

“ Where are we making for?” Hazel asked.

“Nowhere in particular that I know of.

7 We're in Sussex now.

Tunstall returns.

Do you know anything
about the munition-works round this way

“The only thing I kuow of at all about this
district is that St. Jim's lies somewhere ahead
of us in a pretty straight line.”

“8t. Jim's?”

“School we always play at footer and
cricket. Your fellows don't meet them regu-.
thxlrly, though they have met them now and

en.”

“You know amyone there ?»

“0h, a bit! Not to know them really well.
And the chaps I do know wouldn't give us
away if they recognised me, I fancy.”

“Good! What's the nearest town?”

“To St. Jim's? Wayland. Not sure that
it’s the nearest from here.”

“ Any munition-works there?” Flip inquired
further. :

“I don't Lknow.
heard of some.”

“Let’s make for Wayland, then, It’s the
only certainty in that way; and I guess it will
do as well as anywhere else.”

The two tramped on. By-and-bye they came
into the downland region. Tt was a fine,
bright winter’s afternoon, the sun brilliant,
but with little warmth in it, and everything
promised another frost for the night.

Presently they came to a fork of the road.
One branch led straight on, the other went
up over the shoulder of the hill which loomed
above them.

“Which?” said Flip.

“As far as I ean make out by the signpost,
the road to the left ought to be the nesrest
way to Wayland,” Hazel answered. “I don’t
really know. I was never here bhefore. And
I don't see how we can get there to-night,
even after that lift. It's a longish way from
London.»

“Let’s take that road, then,” Flip said.

They took it. Before they had gone a mile
both were inclined to wish that they hadn’t.
For it soon became plain that this was no
high-road.” They met no one at all. The sur-
face was rutted and bad, and the road kept
on rising. Obviously, if it led to Wayland, it
did so over the downs that rose between,
which might be all right for anyone who
knew them, hut was hardly so for strangers to
them. And the sun was dropping fast. Soon
it would be dark.

Still, neither voiced a doubt. Flip’s optimism
made him expect that before long they must
strike a better road. Hazel's sulky temper
and his weariness made him loth to admit
that he bad heen wrong; snd he hated the
idea of turning back, as they must do if such
an admission were made.

The sun hung like a great ball of red fire
just above the crests of the western hill when
their road suddenly ceased to be a road. It
had been gradually getting worse all the time.
Now it became better in a sense—much easier
going, at least. For it was now a mere.
grassy track, winding along the side of a
rounded hill.

Flip stopped.

“I'm not saying this isn't right for Way-
land, Hazel,” he said; “but it will be dark
soon, and I'm a bit doubtful whether we can
stick to the track when we can’t see it. It
isn’t any different to your feet from the grass,
and we may wander off it at any moment.”

¢ Well, I don't see that it will matter much
if we do!” growled Hazel. “This isn't dan-
gerous,”

Flip looked round him. Certainly the mostly
gentle downland slopes seemed to present no
danger. There were no precipices to trap
the unwary walker. But as far ahead as he
could see in the red sumset light there was
nothing but the rolling downs and the grassy

Yes; I rother fancy I've

He is let out, however.
that the onTy thing for him to do is to run away, as returning to Highcliffe means certain expulsion.
Goggs of Franklingham comes to Highcliffe.
Hazel rung off and Flip follows.
ensues between Chiker, Goggs, the nuts, the Caterpillar, and Miss Gittins.

He makes up his mind
Then he meets Peter Hazeldene, who

Flip and Hazel go to FKonden, and are robbed by roughs.
Johnny Goggs meeta the pretty post-girl, and a general argument
Fiip and Hazel meet a Mr, Low, who gives them a 1ift,

track—no house, no barn, ne living soul, no
hard road.

“ We might get lost,” he said deubtfully.

“Do you want to turn back?” sunapped
Hazel.

“Well, it might be safest.” -

“I didn’t know you cared all that about
what is safest.”

“Come to that, I don't know thaf I do.
But we've got to sleep semewhere, and neither
barns nor haystacks seem very plentiful up
here. Plenty of gorse-bushes. We could sleep
in the lee of one of them at a pinch. But ik
wouldn’t be very warm.”

“1 suppose you mean that I'm too soft to
stand it 2>

“I didn't mean that at all,; old chap. But
we've got no tommy with us.”
“Oh, if you want to turn back!” Hazel

snapped.

“I.don’t if you don’t.”

“ Well, how many blessed times do you want
me to say that I don’t?»

“You haven't exactly said so yet, though I

could twig it all serene. Let's go cn. We're
only wasting time standing here, at best.»
. They went on, each against his better
judgment. Flip would not put’ pressure on
Hazel to turn back, and Hazel was too sulky
to admit that he knew they ought to turn.

He felt rather ashamed of himself all the
time. It was mot in him to meet the chances
of the road with Flip’s unfailing cheerfulness ;
but he might have done hetter than he was
doing if he had ouly heen capable of a sus-
tained effort. He did try, but he did not keep
on trying as he ought to have done, and he
knew it. Peter Hazeldene would always be
the same. There was good stuff in him, but
he lacked staying power. The lessons he was
learning now would fade from his mind if
ever he got back again to the old routine that
%m had- so often found dull, and now longed
or.

Not even to himseli—much less to Flip—
would he admit that he did long for it. But
it was so. It would he hard to face tho
reproachful looks of his friends, the gibes and
sneers of athers, the anger of the Head and
of Mr. Queleh; but he could have faced them
all now to be back at Greyfriars instead of
tramping along this unknown path that led
he knew not where, footsore, hungry, and
with the prospect of lying in the open under
the frosty stars.

He felt almost resentful with Flip for his
cheeriness and his patience. Flip seemed able
to put Higheliffe right behind him—ito think
of nothing but the needs of the hour. Of
course, Higheliffe did mot mean as much to
him as Greyfriars did to Hazeldene—so Hazel
thought. 1t did come into his mind that the
fact that Flip had two to think of counted
for something ; but he dismissed that quickly.
If he had known for how much Flip's promise
to Marjorie counted—how much Flip wished
that Hazel would make up his wayward mind
to go back to Greyfriars and face the music—
he would have felt more resentful than ever.

Only a few streaks in the western sky
remained now of the blazing, red sunset. Dusk
was coming on. The two still went forward
without talking; but even Flip was walking
wearily now, and the eyes of both searched
the gathering gloom on either side and ahead
for the sight of a house, or even a barn.

No such welcome sight came to put fresh
spirit into them. Houses are few and far apart
on the chalk downs; the difficulty of the
water supply accounts for that, though
neither Flip nor Hazel knew of that reasomn.
As for barns, they may be found here anc
there ; but they only occur where there is so
attempt at cultivating the soil, and all was
grass and gorse clumps here,
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The dusk thickened. Hazel trailed along
weariky.

Flip stopped again.

“ We're off that path,” he said.
shouldn’'t keep running inteo these
bushes if we had stuck to it.”

~Tell me something I dep't know!”
growled Hazel, dropping to the hatd, frozen
ground with a sigh of utter fatigue.

“Get up, old chap! XNo good
bhest,”

“Who's giving it best? 1 suppose I may
rest for a moment without being accused of
funk ?»

“ Not much good resting, as things are. And
1 didn't even think you funked anything.
Buck up, Hazel, and don’t grouse! That
isn’'t going to help.”

Hazel lifted himself with an effort.

“What are we going to do?” he
dejectedly.

~Find that path again to start with,”
replied Flip. © After that we can make up
our minds whether we go on or back—if we
know which is which when we strike it.”

= We shan’t know!” groaned Hazel. *It's
.m awful way back, and it may be twice as
far ahead before we get anywhere.”

= Or half as far. That’s just as likely.”

< Well,  half as far is more than I
ever do

3 \‘e
blessed

giving it

asked

shall

started to scarch for the path.

the stars were bright, they gave hut little
help. There was no moon. The tall gorse-
bushes loomed up like dark figures, and over
the short ones they stumbled
Huzel's temper was not the

improved by

resultant prickles, and his comversation did

not tend to make matters cheerier.

thing?” he asked, after a time. =1 though
You Australian (‘hdpb were so Jol]y clever at
that sort of thing!”

‘The sneer nettled Flip.

“I might if T knew what you knew!™ he
answered warmly. ©You
where the place we were making for is: I
Lhadn't. But even if I had I don't see how
I could start steering by the stars now, after
we've wandered about in thiz fashion.”

“Oh, don't get shirty, Flip! That would be
the L'.d ly limit. It's bad enough for one of
n\ to be grousing continually. If you start it

~h,xll crock up completely.”

“I'm not going to start it,
about my turn to grouse, 1 fdl](,$

“ Well, I'm going on. We must get some-
where if we go on. You can do as you like,”
said Hazel.

He started. After a moment's very natural
hesitation Flip followed. There was very
little sense in this sudden breakaway, but all
he could do was to follow the dim figure in
the gloom.

Suddenly there sounded a shriek of fear,
and the figure ahead was visible no more.

% Hayel' What’s happened?” shouted Flip.

No answer came. With wildly-beating heart
Flip ran forward, and pulled himself up in

tl ough it is

the very nick of time on the edge of a steep |

downfall.
Hazel had gone over.
doubt about that!

There

The Justice of WNir.

(1} T was Tunstall, sir,”
scowling.

Even the nuts did net

Meobbs.
answered Gadshy

give
people as openly as this in a genera

away

way

excuse; and Gaddy felt

2 bitterly resentful
with Tunstall,

After all, too, it was mot a. difficult thing
for Mr. Mobbs to guess who had thrashed
Gaddy, since Tunstall was still operating upon

vasour when he had come in.
* Really, Tunstall! Yon have only
tmuul to the school
*That’s why, sir!” ~ndpped Tunstall, who
h;ul no fear of the snobbish little master of
the Fourth.
«T quite fail to understand you.”
1t I had come back sooner 1 should have
- done it before! 1 don't know that I have
finished with them yet, for that matter. They
are low rotters, an’ I've a dashed good mind
lo split on them.”
“1t is of no use to employ such language
to me, Tunstall !» said Mr. I\IOI),)b angrily.
L 2 know it’s of no use sayin’ mythin' to you,
replied  Tunstall, shrugging his shoulders.
_“Perhaps it might be of some use if I went
m the Head, though!”
“Oh, 1 :ay" gasped the bruised and pant-
ing V. avaaour
And the face of Reginald Gadsby changed
from red to a sickly white, and from white to
a scasick green. Tunstall was very furious.

lllst re-

| You should hs

. accounted for this.

continually.

had some notion |

could he no |

But a master’s di!eet question made

| skipper
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They did not knew hew much be kne\x";_hnt
they were horribly afraid. Ponsenby also felt
anything but comfmtable But he was hardly

as deep in the mire as those two; and he did”

not show his funk quite as plainly.

“ 1 will not allow you to talk to me in that
impudent manner, Tunstall!® snapped Mr.
Mobbs.

Tunstall turned his back. He could not
speak eivilly to the Form-master. Mr. Mobbs
had not heen responsible for Flip's trouble,
or for Merton's, but he had always toadied to
Pon & Co. md just now Tunsta Al was sick to

L

aster turned with an aecid face upon
the others. They were all fellows whom he
disliked, thongh it was but seldom ke allowed
himself to show his dislike of the highiy-
connected De Coure)

* Courtenay, yi

e captain of the Form!

<[ am captain of the Form, sir, but I saw
no reason for interfering in this matter. I
consider Gadsby and Vavasour only got what
they have deserved !”

“That is not a point upon which you are
competent to judge!”

“~Excuse me, sie, but 1 ean scarcely exercize
any authority I may have as Form captain
without judging, to some extent, such

2 { things!»
But |
\ ight had quite gone now; and, thongh |

Frank Courtenay spoke like'a man trather
than a hoy of fifteen or so. Constant associa-
tion with the Caterpillar, no doubt, partly
But Frank’s tone in speak-
ing to Mr. Mobbs was usually the same. He
knew the master for his enemy. That had
heen shown long age. He took care not to
put himself in the wrong with him; but he

: i had a way of keeping him at arm’s-length.
an’t you steer by the stars or some-

f Mr. Mobbs had done as he would have
liked to do, Courtenay would never have got
through the day without a taste of the cane.
As it was, Mr, Mobbs never caned Courtenay.

No change Lere! No change to be got out
of the Caterpillar, who still lounged against
the wall, hamds in trousers-pockets, upon his

| face an expression of mild interest, totally

without fear of what Mr.

shit say or do.

enay and De Courey earried too many
the Form-master. Tumstall he did

1ot e to tackle again. But there remained

Goggs, Smithson, Yates, and Benson.

Mobbs did not feel timid in their cases.
“Goges,” he said sourly, ©whenever there

Mobbs or anyone
else mig

Court
guns {c

| is trouble, you seem to be in the midst of it !”

Johnuy
SUrprise.

+ Really, sir,” he said gently, “T think you
do me an nnmtue 1 assure you that suchn
is not in the least my character. I was pre-
sent at this—er—execution, so to eall it, it is
teue, but merely as a speetator. No, that is
not strictly correet. I gid hll\O a h.md, in a
very small and modest wa

Goggs gave

him a look of pained

You will now take five hundred lines,
Goggs ! rasped Mr. Mobbs,
“Very good, sir!
Smithson & Co. thought the moment a good

onie for a retreat.
Mr.

But they counted without

Maohbs. He called them back.

ou have Leen here for the feast,

- for the reckoning ! he said.

stic little beast !” muttered Yates.
was a feast, though,” replied Benson.

+ He's right there, anyway !”

you

“ W lmt are you saying?” snapped Mr.
fohbs. :
Naturally, neither Benson nor Yates an-

d that.
You have ne right out of your studies at
this heur. Yeu will also take five hundred
lines each!®

It was an absurdly heavy penalty for a very
slight offence;, and it made the trio look
blackly at the master. But to protest would
be useless. They knew that.

They waited. It seemed to the simple
minds of Smithson & Co. that the Caterpillar
and Tunstall were equal partners in guilt
with them. Frank Courtenay’s position as
of the Form might eclear him; but
neither Tunstall nor De Courcy had any more
right to be out of his study than Smithson
& Co. had to be out of theirs.

sut they hardly expected to hear what they
waited for. And they did not hear it.

Tunstall had turned again. He met the
look of Mr. Mobbs with a glare of open
defiance. The master opened his mouth tc
speak, gaped like a codfish, and shut it agam.
Then he wheeled and went, without another
gl:mce at the (‘ate:‘pillar.

“Funked it!” growled Smithson. And
\mrtlwm was rlght Mr. Mobbs had funked

“ That

s his notion of justice!” said Benson
b;ttwl)

when the three were back in No. 7.

Mr.
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“Not likely! He neve? had such a thing!»
replied Yates, no less bitterly.

“He's an absolutely pu’md little ead, and
it's about time we scored off him!» Smithson
said, looking fierce.

“Goggs is in it, too. Let's see if he will
take a hand,” suggested Benson.

“Goggs? What good is that meek-and-mild
ass?” growled Smithson. “I'm not saying I
don’t like the fellow, mind you. T like him
all right. But he couldn’t say ‘Bo!® to a
2008

“Rats! He was looking after Pon and Vav
while Tun dealt with Gaddy,” said Yates.
There aren’t any flies on Goggs, if you ask
me. His silly face is just a mask.”

“If it was mine, then, I'd jolly well take it
off!  Any face would be better than a mask
like that!” Smithson grunted.

“You don't like it hecause the chap ecalls
you Nohh) and the other fellows grin; that’s
what’s the matter with you, Smithy, old top,”
Benson replied. “ He did us all down that day.
We asked for it, and we got it. He can ecall
me what he jolly well likes; I sha'n't kick.
Goggs is all right ! 3

“I believe he did tumble those rotters over,”
said Smithson reﬂé‘cti\'ely. “Vav’s nothing at
all; but Pon isn't so easy to deal with. I
dﬂre say you chaps are right, after all. I'll
squint into the passage, and if Mobby ain't
lurking about we might go in and have a
yarn with Goggs., I can’t think of anything
to get home on Mobby with; and if he can,
so much the better.”

Smithson took a look into the passage, and
~'n€/ no sign of the enemy. The three passed
out.

Plots.

e & HAT do you fellows want?” asked
Tunstall, by no means agreeahly.
No. 6 and No. 7 of the Fourth

Form studies at Highclifie had
never exactly been on visiting terms. Iu the
days when Tunstall and Merton had ranked
as followers of Pon they had not been upon
good terms at all. But matters had improved
during Flip Derwent’s time. Nevertheless,
Tunstall was surprised to see Smithson & €Co.,
:Exlnd not too ready to extend a welcome to

1en.
He had not spoken a word to Goggs since
their return- together to the study. Goggs,

. seeing that he was in no mood to t'llk had

taken out his hooks and begun upon his prep.
He was disposed to like Tunstail. but he did
not mean to force himself upon him.
“We came to speak to G();zg~, said 8
son. “ But if you ohject

“Oh, I don’t object! Talk away!”

And Tunstall turned his back, as thoughs
marking his determination to bear no part in
the conversation.

= Goggs, that chap Mobby is
beast 1 blurted out Smithson.
added Yates.
should like to see him skinned alive!”
Benson hetly.

c hundred for being out of our studies!
Why. fifty would have been plenty 1»

“And the little funk daren’t say a giddy

\‘oul to Tuustall becanse he looked grim !»
*Or 1o the Caterpillar! He's afraid of the
(‘;\tt»‘rpi]l:\r every time!”

mith-

an utter

< All kinds of a beast !®
@

_An utter, rotten, cringing, snobbish, repul-
sive beast !” zaid Smithson.
“ Have you just made the (]Nnvely 2 asked

Goggs quietly. 71 should have given you all
credit for a little more discernment, than that,
({() you know.”

“Oh, of course, we've known it for ages!
But we didn't ]mow you knew. You do now,
thmwu

“I have not just discovered it,” said Goggs.

“Are yvou game to help us get even with
him?” asked Yates, point- blank.

Goggs bit the end of his pen.

“What is your plan for getting even with
him?” he inguired.

The three looked at one another.
Benson spoke.

“Faet of the matter is, we haven't a plan,”
he said. “We tlmuo}nc perhaps you m:oht
think out -one.”

“That is rather surprising. I was under
the impression that you all had rather a poor
opinion of my capabilities.”

“Well, we haven't,” said Smithson. “We
think you're a giddy fraud!”

“That,” said Goggs mildly, “is worse rather
than better. It is a )eﬂu’tlon upon—-—"

“Oh, eome off it! We think there’s a jolly
lot more in you than you let on about.”

“Possibly,” replicd Goggs, and then he
waited. %

Again the three looked at one another
This was not. exaetly encouraging,

Then
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“Can you think of anything?” asked Smith-.

l“p( ately.

‘any

¢ ‘vou that I mnever. have )
in 1md|m subjects for thought, if
what you mean. If your query-is

srtainment of whether I
g0 to speak, 1
that 1

directed to- the

hn\c anything -to think with,
without undue bU«lstllla,

eve m\ braiis ——"

“0h, do come off ll"'

“You can (.111\ a donkey's

‘I.nn\\ that.”

“Through the ocfcurrence of such casualtics

in tlm Tourth?” returned Goggs.

ats!

pleaded Smit-h:\'on.
s hind-leg off—~we all

1 you think of nmthm" to
:uql y? ’l hat's the question.”
 Many thmgs
= But——"" 7 P
“You hke tlw word out of my mouth,
enson. I was about to add--but I do m»t

qmlc SCE-
“Didn’t ln, give you five
snapped Smithgen
“That is true”
“Did you deserve them?”
“Vhat-an exccedingly unnec
You

]mndud lllk 57

¢ uestion!
and retiring dis-
ne my ever dmnrf

my modest
(‘m you m\

know

1 can, T should tlunk you must
driven lr~l1 the ma l\ttls at Lrlmk!m"h‘un

<1 assure you that I really h.n., 16 Teason
6 - bdlLu that "I drove even”one of thém
ifito. insanity.s We had nowMr. -Mobbs at
3 anl\lmﬂhfuu, Smithson.’ ae
“Ave you going to du -those
,m: .
“Tam. - T suplmso }’rvu will also do yours?”
“We can't get-out of it.- Mobby's only teo
ot ~an _excuse to mn»_ u&, na\wud
son dismally. AL
> But we want to make hxm sit up f(
suceh a rotten, tyrannical, uuju&t bee
Smithsou: sa\a“(lw g
(i Leave that to me.” (1()"{.,\ T plxed vnth a
i 'ma]) look in tlu, blm eyes behind the big
acles
C“Eh? .What are )ou nmnw to do, then?
““fhat I prefer not to disclose at p1c~em
I m st ask vou to excuse mc from that.
thson -& Co.  did-not.look satisfied. But
saw that argument would he futile.
«*Right-ho!” S‘UU»hmlt on. -“Don’t keep it
langing about, tao long that’s ‘all, I.o"h.;
worm have:it m tlm neck mthm twent) -foxir
heurs, anyway.”«.
And we’ll hclp you any way wu \mnt
ued Yates.
“And if~there’s a row, we -(.md in it with
2 ,\tm " chimed in Benson.
., Then they departed.
Tunstall faced round.
“You.seem to havc made. an mqu(a\mn
i.r se chaps, Goggs,” he said. .« -«
* Do you think so sked Goggs blandly.
= “You know you h.ns you solemn old file !
\\ Imt arc you goin’ to do to Mohbs?
“1: have not yét made up my mind. 1

lines?” asked

on
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For Next Wednesday B

& “LACY’S LOSS!”

AT - By Martin Clifford.

< Most of you will remember Lacy of thc
Grammar Sd‘oul who had been at Wodehousze
with Cardew. It is some time since we have
~héard of him; but he is still at Rylcombe, and
\weh ‘he reappears as a rather prominent
- figure in an exceptionally good story. Lacy,
isiting some of the -St. Jim’s bhdcs, loses a

" tiepin, and accuses George Alfred Grundy of |-

having stolen if. (;mnd) had not done any-
. thine: of the sorf, of course, But where the
pin had gone, and what came of its disappear-
;. and of the wheeze that Cardew worked
oﬂ, you must w ait till next weck to read:

This story is illustrated by your old friend,
Mr, R. J. Macdonald—TI should say, Licutenant
R.. J. Macdonald, L\’V 1\, 10 be strictly
auumtc

®
THE PAPER DIFFICULTY.
I hope all of you have paid heed to the

warning ‘given a week or two ago as tothef.
nécessity of ordering your papers in advance.

Only so can you make sure of gefting them.
But this does not mean that there is any
need to choke off possible new readers. I

have not asked you lately to tell your friends !

about thc ctoncQ but 1 don't want you to

N

g | said bitterly.

1In

THE GEM LIBRARY.

think that T must fst Aon-ld\x what is to
Lm done m the matter. of Vavasour.
¢ Vav got- to do .with it, by
Ked Tunqtdll astonished. .
smiled. »

“Not much with the rmtt(r of vengeance
upon. the amiable Mobhbs,” he said. “But
muc h with the matter of Derwent.”

“I've given him his dose for ﬂmt:” said

all g.uml\
“Vavasour is a funk,” remarke vl Goggs.
“Biggest funk I know!”

~ “Gadsby, though no hero, is unot such-a
funk.”
“No. I should say Gaddy’s pretty average

-for that gang. None of them really has
too much pluek. T don’t think most fellows
have whu think so much about their own
sKing, an’ care $0 precious little for anyoue
but themselves.”

! ©@adsby was the chief criminal; but Vava-
sonr could be more easily played upon than
Gadsby,” said Goggs thmwhtfulh

“qu,\(d upon? How do mu mean?
Tunstall.

“I am not quite sure that 1 know (\‘Ntl\
what I do mean. I have not yet worked out
a plan for clearing Derwent—or, at least,
wwing  that he was not alone -in  his
apade, and that his absence during the
mght after it was not his own fault.”

“Yow're not talkin® entirely in riddles, for
l know. somebhin’ of the yarn,” said Tunstall.

* But there are lots of things you have got on
to that I don’t know,-it seems. Let’s hear
it

” asked

(xnags told it all, though briefly. . He had
told it before; and he had a way of getting

erything that mattered in without w 3
of words. Tunstall wasted none in asking
questions. ¢

When Goggs had finished he drew a deep,
long breath.

“I'm fed up with th
“1 do
stick it any longer if=Flipps 't come
back—not even with old Merton. * Neither
of us is cnough for the other without (Elippy
—we've found that out. 1t s a loathsome
hole, take it all round!” "«

“Oh, not so bad as that!” said Gog£~ fab
agree with you that Ponsonby and lllb friends
are beyond ‘the pale of decency--

They were our pala~’VIu£oI' md mine—
ves, an’ Flip's too, though he was never rmlh
one of them. We helon"ed to the gang.”

“But (m\rten-l} ‘md e Courcy “and mnn)
others—> =

“They were never our chums—an’ we're not
goin’ .to -ask them to mlw us up now, by
Jupiter ! £

Tunstall’s tone was urs bitter. * His rage
had died down into a fit of black depression.
the absence of both Merton and Flip
Derwent he felt lonely and lost at High-
cliffe. © " Goggs was something; but Goggs
could not replace his chums.

“The problem is how to get Derwent hack”
(;(wgb said.

- “L should say it was—and a:pretty hcft\
replied Tunstall.

is show. (.nm»s “he

doe s1

problem, too!”

1 criminal,

Three-halfrence,
£1t is by Vavasour “that T to
approach it. We e: W
that is certain. w we make Vavasour, who

1
one of the criminals, though not the chiet
disclose it 77
“1 don't see how,”

answered Tunstall. b

wouldn't’ be oft the r: we could an’ did,

3 & thml\ The way those rotters: skipped out

an' left poor old Mmm in the soup up to his

neck was beyond the dashed limit.”
“1think I can de s a plan for {right

ing Vavasour with considerable thoroughne

id.

'. (nnugh to put Vav in a funk—he's
often in ‘em. tho another thing -to m(m
him confess—an’ 1 suppose that’s wlrt you're
really drivin’ at. What

“Haunting Vavasour!
sepnl(hral whisper.

“ What?”

“Making- him bdw\«‘ that Derwent’s cliost
is appearing to him.”

“By Jupiter, that’s a wheeze! But it can't
be did, you know. It would be rather off to
play the ghost > hrouds an’  phus-
phoreseent light an’

2“1 have no intention of trying anything se

s

replied (tU“’”ﬁ, in a

crude. Vavasour would be  haunted by a -
voice—that is all.”

“A voice? Whose voice?”

“ Derwent’s.” S \

“But how? I know Flippy's voice jolly

well; but T couldn’t speak in it.”
“1 say, Tunstall!”
Those words seemed to come from outside
the door. Tunstall sat . up with the eager
light of hope in his. face.s He waited for

the door to -open ., it was as though he was
too completely taken by surprisc for the
moment to get up and open it.- . 5-

.But, the door.remained chut. 285

“That was Flip!” said Tunstall. “It can’t
have*been you, (nw;,s' It came iroin out-
side the dom I'm dead certain, An’

hesides, you've nnh met Flip once
you couldn’t ]msalhl\f——

“It was I, Tunstall. - True, I do not know
Derwent very well; but his voice is very like
his sister’s. There is the . natural [differe
of tone ; but still they are much alike.”

“You know Flap better than Flip?”

“Yes,” replied Goggs simply.

Tunstall thréew him a curious glanee 1t
dawned; suddenly upon Tunstall that it was
more for thé sister’s sake than the brother’s

y you. Say ;

that - Goggs was so keen to help Tlip
Derwent. o
~-Well, it was no affair of Tunstall’'s. He

liked Flap no end ; but, he did not, fecl: Jo.ll(»ux
it was ot that kind of liking, qmte An
hour earlier he might have felt “that it would.
be absurd: for anyone to feel jealousy m the
case of a fellow with a face like Goggs’. He
did not, feul so now. ;. He had forgotten to
think of Goggs’ face as funny.

““Well, you can take in Vav,” he said.
“You can do that. What will come of it [
can't see. But he

won't enjoy it, so it's
worth doin’.” : %

(To be continued.)

stop dding thig. We are not kn.\louh to have
circulations dropping: there are other ways
of economlamcr paper, and tne best of them
all is that which we shall e obliged by force
of circumstances to adopt ]lO\\—pI‘lntlll“‘ only
S0 many copies as we are sure will be w. anted.
‘But a new réader has no more to do than to
give_his order to a newsagent, and he has made
himself ‘safc for one of those COplC s, just as
the rest of you lmvc See?

LEST OF TOM MERRY STORIES
IN THE “GEM ”—(contmued)

At the Ilewn'th Hour.”
_Tom ‘\Iern ‘\{mo( 23

Dl(
By Who:e Hand 2
 The Drudge’s Chance.”
¢ £100 Reward !»
‘ The Mystery of th( D
e Schoolboy Raider
—<The Cockney Schoolb

nted Room.”
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—& Making Things Hum
Rallying Round Figgin
D’Arcy’s Mystericus Pr

A Blrthdas ‘Celebration.
The New Captain.”
~818.—% Captain Tom Merry
The Housemaster’s P,
nder His Thumb.
—“Desperate Measures.” .
Trouble for Tom!”

CRil

A Change of Identity.”
Brought to Book!”
—%The Shanghaied Schoolboys.”
“Tried and True.” -

D’Arcy the Véntriloquist.”
The Secret of the Island.”
The Rival Patrol.”




