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CHAPTER 1.
Worrying Gussy ! .
6 AKING it easy?” asked Tom
Merry, with a smile.
Arthur Augustus D’ Arcy cer-
tainly looked as if he were
taking it easy.

The ornament of the Fourth Form atq
St. Jim's was reclining at ease on the
grassy bank of the Ryll. gazing medita-
tively at the shining river, when the
Terrible Three came sauntering along.

His straw hat was tilted a little over
his noble brow to shade his eyesasand
cyeglass—from the summer s#n, . The
swell of St. Jim's looked a-jpicturé of
lazy comfort. o

He glancgd vp benignantly as the
chums of Shell halted wnd regarded
him.

“Yaas, wathah, deah boy!”

“Slacker ! remarked Manners,

“ Weally, Manuahs——"

“Loafer!” said Monty
severely. .

“T am not exactly loafin’, Lowthah!”
said Arthur Augustus with dignity. I
have been exertin’ myself feabfully ~at
cwicket! Aftah my exertions, 1 con-
sidah that T am entitled to a west. This
is a vewy beautiful spot, deah boys!
Thete was nothin’ to mar the beauty of
the landscape till you “fellows came
along—"

“What " ejaculated Tom Merry.

“Qussy is being funny!” said Monty
Towther. “I was going to tell him there
waz a wasp settling on the back of his
neck. Now T won't!”

“Bai Jove!” )

Arthur Augustus’ lazy comfort vanished
in a twinkling, and he leapcd to his feet
as if he had been electrified.

He clutched his bat, and waved
round him. :

“Bai Jove! I cannot see that wasp,
Lowthah! TIs it gone?”

““What wasp?” asked Lowther.

“The one that was settlin’ on my neck,
of course!”

“Was there a wasp settling on your
neck?”

Arthur Augustus stared at him.

“You said there was, you uttah ass!”
he exclaimed.

~ “Not at all, old scout! I said I was

going to tell you there was, aud

wouldrn’t! Naturally I wouldn t, as there

wasn’t! See?” .

Arthur Augustus screwed his eyeglass
into his eye, and surveyed the humorist
" of the Shell. .
“Do you call that a joke, Lowthah?”

Lowther

it
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T.owther modestly; “but p ;
middling ! What do you think, Gus
. I think you ave an uttah ass! 2

YWith that crushing reply Arthur
Augustus settled down again in the deep
grass, Tom Menry & Co. watching him
with grinning faces. It was not the work
of a moment for Gussy to settle down in
the grass. He had to take cave that his
elegant jucket was 1ot rumpled, and that
the beautiful erease in Lis trousers was
not spoiled. This requirdd carve,

But he was nicely settled at last.

*1 suppose it’s no- good telling you
that there's a bee buzzing just behind
your ear, Gussy?” said Mouty Lowther.

*T wefuse to take any furthah notice
of vour widiculons wemaiks, Lowthah ™

“ Besides, k&’s aecustomed to having a
bee in his. bonuet ? vemarked Manners.

1 ‘wegard that wemark as asinine,
Mannahs!”

“Tet's get on!” said Tom Merry,
faughing. *We “shall never get our
ginger-pop at Mrs. Murphy’s at this rate!
Coming along {o join us in a ginger,
Gussy 7" R :

“Thank you very much, deah boy, but
T think I will west a little aftah my
exertions!”

The Terrible Three walked along under
the trees by the river, leaving Arthur
Augustus reclining at ease. But Lowther
turned his head.

“Look out for that bee, Gussy!”

“ Wats!”

“Well, I've
Lowther. .
~ And the Terribie Three disappeared
under the trees.

Y Wats !” vepeated Arthur Augustus to
himgelf. ‘I wegard that ass Lowthah as
a sillay, pwactical-jckin’ duffah! Wats!”

The Terrible Three of the Shell were
gone; but they were not gone far. As
soon as the trees hid them from Arthur

F Augustus’ sight Lowther halted.
. “Wait for me!” he said.

“Oh, come on!” yawned Manners.
“It’s too warm for japing Gussy!”

“Bow-wow! Wait a mmute!”

Monty . Lowther jerked off a long
switch in the thicket, and stepped back
through the trees—behind the spot where
the swell of St. Jim’s was reclining. He
trod on tiptoe, and Arthur Augustus,
gazing in a meditative way atross the
shining river, did not hear him coming.

The humorist of the Shell grinned out
of the thicket just behind Arthur Augus-
tus’ reclining head.®

Buzzzzz.!

It .was Monty Lowther; but it sounded

warned you!”  said

he inquired. .
“Certainly ! Not one of my best,” said
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much more like a bee than like a Shell

| out of Lowtlier’s hand.

- “Bai Jove! There is wsall
Lowther heard him murmur. -
twust the howwid insect will not set
me!”
Monty Lowther reached cautigy
through the twigs. the long switsl
tended in his hand. K
The tip of the switch touched the
eav of Arthur Augustus D Avey:
tickled it gently. E
“Yawooooh !”
Arthur Augustus was electrified
Not having the remotest suspiciag
there was a humorist in the bush b
him, he naturally supposed that a
seitline—orr his-ear:
He leaped to his feet with a how:
Lowther’s arm vanished before he
up. and the Shell fellow lay verg#lo
the thicket. ) ’
- Arthur Augustus gized round
waved Ins straw Jrat excitedly.
“Yoooh! Yooooof! Gewwaway,
howwid beast? “Wooooooof !™
The buzz was silent, and there was
bee to be seen.
“Bai Jove! Itis weally hard line
a fellow cannot take a west aftah e
himself on the cwicket-field !” mur
Arthur Augustus.  “T should be
sowwy to hurt a bee, or anythin’
but if that howwid insect wemai

v

a feahful cosh!
be gone.”

Once more, with great care for il
elegant clobber, Arthur Augustus”
down in the grass.

As soon as he was comfortably
grinning face looked out of the b
hind him, and a hand and arm app
and a switch tickled the back of G
noble neck. :

“Yoooop !” i

Arthur Augustus clapped his §
the spot so quickly that Lowther
time to withdraw the switch. ¢ .
Augustus clutched it, and it was je

owevah, it ap

The swell of the Fourth sat u
switch in his hand, regarding it in
amazement.

¢ ‘Bai Jove!
a beastlay twig!

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Lowthah, you feahful wottah

There was a rustling in the thic
the humorist of the Shell ret
Arthur Augustus jumped up and shogt

“You uttah ass, Lowthah!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
ind
ful 1

It isn't a bee at all
How on earth

“I have a_vewy gweat
aftah you and give ycu a fe
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s .g#hn of uncertain age, with a face almost

Every Wednesday,

i, you uttalh duffali!” yoared
Augustus m great wrath,
Lowther's chuckle died away in. the
irees. With a sniff- of wrath Arthur
Augustus setiled down again, this time
with his back to a tree. And at last he
was able to take his well-earned repose
undisturbed. .

Arthur

‘Straight from the Shoulder !
TOM MERRY & CO. sauutered on
- Lowther had rejoined his chums.
The Terrible Three were feeling
noon. It was a half—holﬂg}yl at St. Jim's,
joggdstheir hours of
had beaten the w PEa@i®t; which was a
great gatisfaction, TWegpeather was per-
it seemed to ‘Lom Merry.and his chmps,
as to Pangloss of old, that everything
worlds. )
“Hallo! That'y a cheery-looking mer-
" stranger came 1n sight on the river-
path. :
vein; the “wmerchant 7 did not losk very
cheery.

CHAPTER 2.

aloug the path by the river after
very merry and bright that sunny after-

and they had e
‘leisure on the c% Their House
fect; the sky was cloudless, and just then
was for the best in the best of all possible
chant!”  remarked Manners, as a
Manners’ remark was in a sarcastic
‘Jle was a dusty, dilapidated gentle-

‘eoppery in hue, evidently the effect of
liquid refreshment indulged in not wisely

& 7 but too well.

VN down into Lis hand.

s

He had a kncbbly stick under his arm,

23 he tramped along the path, and his

unsvashed face wore a scowling ex-

pression.
He glanced up as the three school-
boys came by, and his“seow! deepened.
Apparently the sight of three bright,
cheéry fellows had an irritating effect
upon the dusty, frowsy ‘ merchans.”
The Terrible Three would have passed
him without notice; but the dusty mer-
~ chant stopped in their path.

¢ Skuse me!” he said.

“Hallot What do you -wani .

" The dusty gentleman eyed them with
. shfty eyes. .
““Could you 'clp a pore bloke on his
way 7?7 he inguired. .

The yuestion was accompanied by a
¥ich exhalation of tobacco and rum,
which seemed to hint that the dnsty
traveller's last stopping-place had been
at the Green Man at Rylcombe, or some
similar place. ,Tom Merry and his
chums stepped back -a little. Stale rum
and tobacco, at close gnarters, did not
quite agree with them.

“Nothing to give away, my man!”
gaid Manners shortly.

Manners would have helped any poor
“bloke ” on his way chieerfully encugh;
but he did not see handing out money to
be spent in drink.

“rArf-a-crown would elp!” sugpgested
the dusty merchaati.

“Well, my hat!”
Merry.

He had &lid his hand into Lis pocket
in search of twopenco; but he drew it
out again. Ile certainly had no half-
crowns for boosy tramps

“T'm lookin' for ivork,”

99

ejaculated Tom

said the dusty

gentleman.
“You haven’'t found any?" asked
Lowther sympathetically.
“No, I ain’t!”

- ¢ thought not," said Lowther blandly.
“4You've been looking for it a long time,
T suppose? Years and years—what?
And never {inding any! Too bad!”
“Come on!” said Manncrs,

.. The dusty man did not move ocut of
the path, Wever. He stond there
grimdy, and ¥e had let his stick slide

It was rather a
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Jdonely spot in the woed by the river, and

it occurred to the Terrible Thrce that

the “merchant ” was looking for trouble.
That did net alarmy them, however., The
tramp’s sour scow! and his stick had
no terrors for the chums of the Shell.
“Can’t you ’elp a pore bloke?” de-
manded the tramp.
*“ Nothing doing ! said Mamers.
“Twopence any good?” asked Tom
Meiry, relenting: - , ]
* Keep your tuppence in your trousers-

vocket, Tom Merry,  you _ass i said
Manners. “That chap’s had enqugh to

drink, by the look of him.
my man !”

The dusty man started a liitie, .and
looked rather curiousiy at the captain of
the Shell. : -

o Your name Merry, sir?” Le asked.

¢ &Veq k2]

Stand aside,

“So's mina !”

“Is i6?” said Tom.

“ George "Erbert Merry, siv, that's my
name,” said the dusty gentleman, “ Same
as yours, sir.”

My hat! Here’s one of your merry
relations turned up, Tommy ™ exclaimed
Lowther, with a chuckle, .

Tom ‘Merry langhed.

“It’s not an uncon
said. “Well, ray ma
Merry, the same as
threepence.”

“I asked you for ‘afka-crown!” gaid
Mr. George Herbert #bery, in an em-
phatic and significant $one.

“You won't gkt it138tand aside !

The man grified stick harder, and
measured the reible Three with his
shifty eyes. = :

“You'd better ’and out that ‘arf-
crown !’ he said, in'a bullying tone.

- Tom eyed him steadily, -

“T won’t hand out a pefiny I’ -ho said.
““ And you'll get aside, my man, or you'll
be shiffed. That's a straight tip !

“You'll 'and oub that ’arf-crown, or
somebody will be *urt!” said the tramp,
raising his voice.

“That somebody will be George Her-
bert Merry, then!” remarked Monty
Lowther, - “Come on, you fellows!
Shift him, if he won’t move!”

The Terrible Three marched straight
on, giving the ruffian the choice of get-
ting out of the way if he liked, or
taking the consequenees.  Tustead of
getting out of the way, George Ilerbert
Merry-raised his stick and strnck out
savagely at Tom Merry’s head.

But Tom was on the look-cut.

A quick jump back saved him from the
lashing stick, and as the blow swept
down Tom sprang forward again, hit-
ting out. - .

His knuckles erashed en the stubbly
chin of the ruffian, and George Herbort
Merry—if that was his name-—staggercd
backwards with a wild howl

Crash |

He landed on his back on the grassy
path, roaring.

“Como on!” said Tom.

The chums of the Shell walked on—
Lowther stooping to pick up the stick
the ruffian had dropped, and to send it
whirling out into the river. 1le con-
sidered that it was safer theve.

The dusty ruffian sat up in the path,
clasping his chin_and blinking savagely
after the three. He made no attempt to
follow them.

“0w, ow, ow!” he gasped.  “O,
ow!”

A stream of lurid language followed, as
the ruffian picked himself up and
resumed his way along the river.

Tom Merry & Co. strofled on, aud came
out into Rylcombe Lane, where they
fell in with Blake and Herries and Digby
of the Fourth, 'The juniors headed for
the village shop together, and George
Herbert Merry, by that time, bad quite

n name,” he

1f your name’s
1}, T make it

Three-halfpence, 3

disappeared from their minds. Dut the
captaih of the Shell” wad destined to be
reminded of the dusty raseal who—
_according to his own statement—bore tlie
same name as himself.

CHAPTER 3.

A Shock for Gussy !
¢4 AY Jove!”
B Arthur

frowned. -

He was still taking his case
under the trees. by -the shining Ryll,
when a dusty figure blotted the land-
scape in front of him. Mr. George Her-
bert Merry, ;passing, on his way along
the towing-path, had loomed up before
him; and at the sight of the clegaut
figure recposing in the grass George
Herbert-halted. ] .

He gave the swell of $t. Jin's a shifty
look. He realised that he was too necar
thz school, which could be scen over the
trees, for threats to be of any use Lo
him ; there was plenty of help at haud,
if he tried that game. So the v
gentleman adopted-a pitecvs look and
a whining tone.

“Will you skuse me, sir, if I sit dewn
a minute ’ere?” he asked, in a tired
voice; and, without waiting to be ex-
cused, he sat down on the grassy bank
.393.1' the elegant Fowrth-Former of St

im’s. '

“

Augustus  D'Arcy

8
) h, certainly !
tus politely.

His frown was only maomentary;
Arthur Augustus was the pink of polite-
ness, even to a dusty tramp who was
redolent of rum and tobacco. Ile sin-
cerely wished that the dusty gentlemun
had taken the leeward side, that was all.

said Arthur Augus-

“0t, ain't it?” said  the dusty
stranger. .

“1It is wathah warm,” assented Arthur
Augustus,

“Takin’ it heasy, sir?"

“1 am takin’ it wathali eazay at the
pwesent moment.” )

“1 8'pose you don't know a man about
‘ere who's got work for an honest man to
do ?"” asked the dusty traveller.

“Yaas, ‘wathah! There are scvew#sF
hands wanted on the Quawwy Ifarm,”
.said Arthu@Augustist “I cau give you
the diwection—" -

¢ Agricultooral work,” said the dusty
man, “ain’t in my line. I mean werk
at my own trade.”

“Pway what is your twade?" asked
Arthur Augustus, full of sympathy for a
man who could not find empleyment.

Mr. Merry reflected for a moment ov
two. He could not very well state that
his trade was begging or pilfering, or w
mixture of both.

¢ Glass-cuttin’,” he said, at last, feeling
pretty certain that there were no gluss-
works in the district. -

“Bai Jove! I weally do not know of
anybody who is in want of a man for
glass—cuttin’,” said Arthur Augustus. “T
don’t know whethah that is done in this
part of Sussex. I am vewy sowwy. It
might be bettah for you to twy in the
Pottewies, or scmewhah.”

“That’s a long way from ’ere.™

“Yaas, I wathah feab it is.”

“P’r’aps you could “elp o man on his
way4{” suggested Mr. Merry.

Arthur Augustus locked at him, H&
caught a whiff of the rum with which

self, and coughed.

George Ierbert was lcoking at him,
too, attentively. He rubbed his stubbly
chin as he locked. = Therc was a wmark
under_the stubble where Tom Merry’s
knuckles had landed. .

“Pewhaps I can be of assistance to
vou,” said Arthur Augustus, after zomo
veflection. “It is weally tco bad fov a
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George Herbert had lately reiveshed him-



.

¢ THE BEST 4° LIBRARY ®&~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 4”-"13IBRA‘RY.:""3K£"

man not to bo able to find work, -1 we-
gard it a8 a Vewy sewiou$ thing: . T will
inquith of my Housemastah whethah be
knows anybody who ‘wamts a. glass-
cuttah.” - - :

“Oh!” ejaculated George Herbert.

“My.. Wailton is a vewy kind-hearted
wran, and I am sush he would give you
any assistance in his powah in findin’ a
job,” continued Axthur Augustus inno-
cently. . “If you will leave me your namre
and addwess——" . -

George. Herbert was  regarding
D’Arcy’s straw hat, e observed that
the school colours displayed thereon were
the same as those sported by the three
juniors he had met in the wood—one of
whom was named Tom Merry—the ‘one
who had marked his stubbly chin. ~And
M, Herbert was struck by the unsus-
picions innocence in Arthur Augustus’
noble countenance—and in his remarks.

“1 dessay you belong to the school
vonder, sir ¥’ he said, with a nod towards
ihe old tower that showed above the
trees. .

“QOh, yaas! T am in the Fourth Form
at @§t. Jim’s,” answered Arthur Augustus
politely.  *“Mr. Wailton is my House-
mastah, you know.” .

“ P’r’aps you know Master Merry ¥

“Tom Mewwy? Yaas, wathah! He
is in the Shell.”

“The Shell?” repeat
bert, with a stare. -
Arthur Augustus smiled. . 7

“That is the name of a Form,” he ex-
plained.  *‘The next Form above the
flourth, you know. They wegard them-
selves as the Middle School; but, as a
mattah of fact, they are juniahs, just the
same as we are in the Fourth.”

“My name’s Merry,” said the tramp,
still regarding Arthur Augustus in the
same attentive way.

“Bai Jove! Isit?” .

“George Herbert Merry, sir. T've got
a relation at your school named Tom.”

Arthur Augustus sat upright.

He jammed in his celebrated monocle a
litgle more tightly, and starcd at the
dusty wayfarer. .

You are a relation of Tom Mewwy {”

ho ejaculated.

#Yes, sir. His—his uncle.® .

“My dear fellow, you are makin’ a
snistake,” said Arthur Augustus. “Tom
Mewwy’s uncle is Genewal Mewwy, and
ho is at pwesent in Germany”

“T'm his other uncle, sir.” L.

“His othah uncle, Mr. Poinsett, is in
Americah.”

“He ain’t never spoken of me, I
w'posa?’” said George Herbert sorrow-
fully. “I'm a pore relation, sir.”

“%Zaa.s; I pwesume so, if you are a
welation at all,” said Arthur Augustus.
“ But—ahem |—but—"

“J ’ope, sir, as 'ow you den’t doubt
my word?”? -

“1 should be vewy sowwy to doubt
anybody’s word,” said Arthur Augustus,
¢ But I weally cannot cwedit that you are
a welation of Tom Mewwy’s. 1 twust I
do not hurt your feelin’s by makin’ the
wvemark ?”

“T’'m used to ’ard words, sir,” said
CGieorgo Herbert sadly. “But I'll prove
it to you.”

5 Ahem! If you can pwove it——
~-“'Ere’s my registrationcard,” said
Mz, Merry,

«» Arthur Augustus glanced at the card
produced by the dusty tramp. There
was the name, “George Herbert
Merry,” right enough. Arthur Augus-
tus looked grave.

“Bai Jove!” he murmured.

“And Pm goin’ to call on my nephew
now,” continued Mr. Merry, watching
Arthur Augustus’ speaking countenance
Like a cat watching a mouse. “J s’pose
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d Georée Her-

!ig;'\;von"t; mind ?x_is “uncle éailing:'in_ at £h,e;:
“I—J— - Oh deah?. I—I think 1

should not call in justsat pwesent,” said

Arthur Angustus hastily. Hagp, p

- ‘. WHhy not ?%

“Tom Mewwy is oub of gates, for one
‘weagon.’” Ho paseed me lieah a quartah
ofan hour-ago, goin’, to the village.”

“I s’pose a man can" wait for him.
P’r*aps he's too.ligh and ’aughty to speak
to his uncle, >cause I’ve ’ad bad luck,”
said Mr, Merry. “That don’t matter to
me. -T’'m goin’ to call on ’im, and if he
don't give me a ’elping ’and I'll show
’im up before all the place!”

Arthur Augustus chuddered.

It secemed incredible that this dusty
rascal was an uncle of Tom Merry, and a
brother of old General Merry. But'if he
had the nerve to present himself at St.
Jim’s in. that character—-

Certainly he would not do so unless his
claim was well founded. )

That much was certain.

“ Does—does—does Tom Mewwy know
anythin’ about youi” asked Arthur
Augustus at last.

“I dunno. I dessay the general never
told him he had-a brother in quod,” said
Mr. Merry,

“The genewall’ You—you know that
Tom Mewwy’s uncle is a genewal 77

“Course I does, as he’s my brother,”
said Mr. Merry; “and his other uncle is
in America, too—Mr. Poinsett.”

“Bai Jove!” " 5

It did not occur to ur Augustus,
for the moment, that heé had furnished
thﬁ:t information to the dusty tramp him-
self. . :

“T’'m ’ard up,” continued Mr. Merry—
“awful ’ard up. Young Tom’s goin’ to
lend me a ’elping ’and, or I'll know the
reason why. If %e don’t, T'll kick up a
shindy, T know that!”

“That would be in vewy bad taste,”
faltered Arthur Augustus.

“That there’s my intention, if I don’t
get some ’elp,” said Mr. Merry, “And
I'm goin’ at once.” - )

He rose from the grassy bank, and
started along the towing-path towards
the echool. Arthur Augusius gazed after
him helplessly.  8till, he did not quite
credit the man’s extraordinary story.
Yet, it wag possible, of course, that Tom
Merry had some shady relation whose
existence had not been mentioned %o him
by his elders. Such things did happen.
If the man went to 8t. Jim’s, that was
proof of it. Unfortunately, it would also
“show up ” Tom Merry before the whole
school.

Talbot of the Shell came along the
towing-path. The dusty man called out
to him, with the corner of his eye, as it
were, on Arthur Augustus.

‘“Thig *ere right for St. Jim’s, &ix?”

Talbot glanced at him. -

“Keep right on, and turn by the boat-
house,” he answered.

“Thanky 1”

Talbot, somewhat surprised, went on
his way, quite unable to make out what
such a cheracter wanted at St. Jim’s, but
not giving the matter much thought.

Mr. Merry tramped on.

Arthur Augustus detached himself from
the grase, ; )

“Hold on!” he cailed out.

Mr. Merry held on, Arthur Augustus
hastened after him, and overtook him.
The tramp gave him a surly look. -

“Undah the circs, it would be wathah
—wathah injudicious to pwesent yourself
at ~ tho school just now,” faltered
Arthur Augustus. “I—I suggest, deah
boy, that you should twy to get a change
of attire, and—and—if you  will excuse
me—a wash!”

Mr, Merry grunted,

‘|imoney 7” he demanded. -0
1. “Bai Jove! That is vewy twue!”

day?”

40w’ g man to get toggeiy witlida

4T you could lend ms ‘arf-a-quid io
get my duds out of pawn 7 suggested,
Mr., Merry, eyeing Arthur Augus
hungrily. 4
¢ Arthur Augustus hesitated. Tt

Even his simple and unsuspicious mind-
could not help giving lodgment to ihe
suspicion' that the dusty gentleman had
“spun him a yarn ” in order. to exiravt.
half-a-sovereign from him.. . -

“Well, 'm goin’ on, then,” said Mr.
Merry surlily, as the swell ¢f St Jim's
did not speak. - - -

“Pway stop inute—-" . - b, il

“1 ain’t stoppingi” ¥ X

And Mr. e “did _not stop.  Ile
tramped on wat HiFning his head.
Arthur Augustus’ denbt vanished, and ke
ran after the tramp, and caught him by
the shoulder. B C

“Pway stop!” he exclaimed breath-
lessly. “I will find you haif-a-sovewcign,
my deah man. You must certainly look.
a little more wespectable befoah you pwe-
sent yourself at St. Jim’s, if you urs
wesolved tqQ call on Tom Mewwy.”

George Herbert’s fishy eyes glintod.

“Mind, I ain't asking you for money
he said, as the swell of St. Jim’s fumb
for his purse. “T can get what I waut,
from my nephew.” s

“I will mako you the loan wigh =
pleasuah,” said Arthur Augustus.. “Lom,
Mewwy 18 a fwiend of mine, and I should
not like him to bo disgwaced befoah all
St Jim’s.”” ’ "

“What might” your name be, sir?7=
asked Mr. Merry, eyeing him shiftily,

“D’Arcy, of the Fourth Form."”

“I’ll remember that, sir.” . ’

There was no doubt that George Fer-
bert would remember it—<o long as he

13,
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d

honoured that neighbourhood with his .

presence,-at all events. Such an exceed-
ingly unsuspicious young gentleman was
a “find” to George Herbert. His life
would have been an easier one if he ¢ould
have met such another every day.: ’
‘‘Heah is a ten-shillin’ note—"
“Thank you kindly, sir{” ° '
“I—1 will speak to Tem Mewwy, and
pwepare him - for this,” said Arthur ~
Augustus. ‘It will be much bettah for
him not to be taken by surpwiss. You
will not” be comin’ to the school to?

Mr. Meiry suppressed a grin.  He
was not likely to present himself at
St. . Jim's as Tom Merry’s uncle, either
that day or any other day. He had
studied Arthur Augustus’ simple face
very carefully before spinning his egre-

ious yarn, but he was pretty certair
that it would not do for anybody ekeo
at Tom Merry’s schocl.

“Not to-day, sir! I’ve got to get my
clothes out,” he said. ‘To-morrow |

“Vewy well! You do not mind if I
speak to Tom Mewwy, and mention to
him that his uncle is comin’ 7"

“Not at all, sir.”

“Vewy good!” . .

Mr. George Herbert Merry touched
his ragged hat, ‘and started down the
towing-path—the way he had come.
The Green Man at Rylcombe was the
nearest place of refreshment.

Arthur Augustus gazed after him till
he was out of sight with a serious,
troubled face. ]

“Poor old Tom Mewwy!” he mur- =
mured. “This will be wathah a shock
to-him! Poor ¢ld Tom Mewwy {” R

And Arthur Augustus sadly took his
way to St. Jin’s. R .

George Herbert Merry was taking his
way to the Green Man, not at all sadly—
in fact, joyously.

“Of all the thumpin’ Fots——” 8o
ran his grateful thoughts, “Of all the
e
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As soon as Qussy was comfortably settled a grinning face looked out of the bush behind him, and a hand
and arm appeared, and a switch tickied the back of Qussy’s noble neck.

f* Yooooop 1 (8Bee chapter t.)

blithering, born idiots, I reckon the
feller with the glass takes the ’ole cake.
I spotted ’im for a soft hass, cert'nly;
but as for thinkin’ he would swaller that
yarn—well, strike me pink!”

Arthur Augustus was feeling very dis-
tressed on poor old Tom Merry’s account
as he walked home to St. Jim’s. He
would have felt much less distressed if
he could have guessed George Herbert's
thoughts. But, naturally, he couldn’t.

CHAPTER 4.
Tea in Study No. 6.

& EA ready?” :
_Three voices asked that ques-
tion at once, as Blake and

Herries an@ Digby came into

Study No. 6 in the School House.

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy was there.

As I’Arcy was in first, the chums
naturally expected him to havg tea
ready, especially as they were late and
hungry; but there was no sign of tea
in the study.

Arthur Augustus was scated <in the
armchair, with an expression of deep
thought upon his noble brow. = But he
did not seem to be thinking about tea.

“Slacker {” exclaimed Jack Blake in-
dignantly. “Table not even laid! I'm
surprised at you, Gussy!”

“ Weally, f’;lake-» ="

“Kettle not even
Herries.

““Not a blink of a fire!” said Digby.
“Dash it all, Gusay, this iz too thick!
Don’t you know it's past tea-time?”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy regarded his
chums with the same deeply-thonghtfu!
expression on his brow, -

“I had forgotten tes, deah bays,” he
answered.

“Oh, rats!”

“Weally, Hewwies —-

“Well, remember it now, and lend a
hard !” grunted Blake. “ Get some wood
from somewhere and start a fire. TUseo
your head if you like}” .

Arthur Augustus did not rise from the

on!" exclaimed

b

armchair,  Matters much more serious
than tea occupied his mind.

“ Nevah mind tea now, deah boys,” he
said.

. “What?”

“1 waut to consult you fellows!”

“About what we're going to have for
tea, do you mean "

“No, I do not mean anything of the
sort, Blake!” exclaimed Arthur Augus-
tus, with asperity. ‘“About a vewy
much more important mattah !

¢ Nothing more important than tea at
tea-time,” answered Blake, * Leave the
consultation till afterwards. We'll ad
vise you about your new necktie when
we've feek” t

“T wag not goin’ to consult you about
a new necktie, Blake.” ’

“Well, your new topper, then, if that's
< 5

“ That is not it.” .
“IWell, rever mind what it is—let’s
have tea!” said Dighv.
5 Tar GeM LisearRy.—No. 594, -
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“‘weally, Dig—""
“ Beems nothing here to start a fire

w I suppose it won’t matter if we |
use Gussy’s hatbox——"*
“Bai Jove! Leave that hathox alone,

you asa b’

““’There’s encugh of it to boil the kettle
with,” said Digby, holding up the hat-
boz to general inspection, “Don’t be a
piz, Gussy!”

**You uttah ass!”

Arthur Augustus rushed to the rescue
of bis hatbox.

. “1If you're going to be selfish, Guasy,
in -7 said Dig.

“ Wats 1 ’

'the hatbox was perched in safety on
iup of the bookcase. There was a bril-
fiang topper inside that box, and in his
concern for it Arthur Augustus had for-
golten, for the moment, even his con-
eeimn for poor old Tom Merry.

* Here you are,” said Herries. This
will do. Here’s Gussy’s spats—-"
"Heww’\;ies, you-ass, if you burn my

“Well, what are we to burn, then?
The kettle’s got to be boiled, to make the
colfee, hasn’t it 7"

“Wats! Pway do not bothah about
tea at pwesent,” said Arthur Augustus.
i)‘I hg,,ve had a vewy painful ehock, deah

OV 3. i &

Arthur Augustus made that announce-
ment  impressively, almost tragically.
But his chums were mnot impressed.
‘Lhey were hungry, and wanted their tea.
Tragic communications could wait, and
tia couldn’t. : .

** You’ll have another, still more pain-
ful, if you don’t lend a hand at getting
ter,” was all Blake said.

* Weally, Blake—""

“ Here’s your fretwork, Blake,”
- Digby. “I guppose that’s no usel’™

- Fathead |? :

- Well, I don’t see the use—"

“You wouldn’t!” answered Dlake
vitheringly., *“You let that fretwork
atone, and don’t be a silly chump, Dig.
(et the sardines opened, while I cut
;al:)l]lg o Juliav’s study and borrow scme
strcls,

“Blake, deah boy—"

But Blake was gone.

He came back with an avmful of
sticks, lent by the obliging Julian, and
started the fire. Herries had filled the
kettle at the tap at tho end of the
zage, while Dig was busy with a tin
nd a tin-opener. It was the duty of
Arthur Augustus to slice bread-and-

said

hutter.  But Arthur Augustus wasn't
doing his duty.
He was standing unoccupied, his

thoughtful expression deepening into o
frown.

“Cut the loaf, Gussy I hooted Blake,
=~ he set a match to the fire.

* Weally, Blake—" .

“There’s butter in the cupboard,” said
Herries. *Can’t you get it out, Gussy?
What’s the matter with you? Are you
woing to sleep standing up, like a horse?”

“T am not goin® to sleep, Hewwies.”

(it & move on, then!”

“¥ wish to consult you fellows—*"'

*“Give your chin a rest, old fellow, and
ent the bread-and-butter I”

* Weally, Hewwies—""

““Blessed if I know what’s the matter
with -him,” said Herries.  “8lacking
vonnd like Baggy Trimble while othér
fe lows are working 1"

“If you compare me to Baggy
Twimble, Hewwits—" began Arthur

Augnstus wrathfully.
*Well, get a move on, then!”
1 havé weceived a shock, Hewwics.

T have discovahed—*
*Discovered the bread-and-butter 7™
“Nol” howled Arthur Augustus in
Tur Guy LipraRry.—No, 584,

great exasperation. “I have not dis-
covehed the bwead-and-buttah !
“Pm hungry!” remarked Herries.

| “If you don’t want any, I can manage

your lot I’

“T want to consult—-""

“Bow-wow |’ ‘

“T wegard you——""

“Nearly on the boil,” said Blake.
“Shove the coffee in the teagot, Dig.
Give me a pinch of salt for the coffee,
Gussy.”

‘“Bothah the cofice "

“ bones !

“¥ wefuse to be chawactewised —-"

“ Here's the salt,” said Herries. “Go
ahead?! ¥II cut the bread-and-butter, as
D’ Arey's too lazy 17

“JI am not teo lazy, Hewwies !’ roared
Arthur Augustas,

“Then, why don't you do it 7"

“1 am thinkin’ of a much more impor-
tant mattah—"’

“What with ?”

“F wegard that question as uitahly
asinine, Hewwies !

“We might have had eggs for tea, if
Gussy had thought of bringing them: in,”™
remarked Blake. “If Gussy takes to
slacking in this way, we shall have to
wake him up! No slacking in this
study !” .

“1 was not slackin’, you ass! I—"

“There's some cheese!” said Dig.

“Good! Lucky Trimble didn’t know
we had any cheese, or there wouldn’t be
any! Hallo! Talk of angels!” gruuted
Blake, as a fat faco looked i at the
doorway.

Baggy Trimble of the Fourth bestowed
a friendly ned on the chums of Study
No. 6.

“Can I do anything for you?” he
asked.

“Yes, rather; you can roll away !”

“If you want any help——"

“Shy that loaf at him, Dig!”

The door closed suddenly.

“Now we're all ready,” said Blake.
“We haven’t taken long, considering that

Fussie was slacking all the time instead
of lending a hand. I am surprised at this,
in you, Gussy!”

“I was not slackin’!” shricked Arthur
Augustus., ¢I—"

“Well, you can have some tea, though
you didn’t help to get it. Whack cut the
sardines in four, Herries}”

“Right-ho!”

“I weally wish you fellows would pay
some attention!”  exclaimed Arthur
Augustus.  “The mattah is vewy im-
portant! Poor old Tom Mewwy-—""

“IHallo! What's the matter with Tém
Merry 77

“The poor chap is undah the shadow
of a feahli)ul disgwace !”” answered Arthur
Avugustus impressively.

The door opened as Gussy was spoak-
ing, and Baggy Trimble’s fat face looked
in again. 'That fat face wore-a startled
look, as he heard Arthur Augustus’ sur-
prising words.

“QOh crumbs!” ejaculated Trimble.

“Bai Jove! Get out, Twimble, you
boundah ! -

“ What’s that about Tom Merry 77 ex-
claimed Trimble, in great curiosity.

“I wefuso to confide the mattah to
you, Twimble! Pway wetiah fwom this
stu(fayl” )

Whiz !

A cushion crossed the study ab great
speed, and it caught Baggy Trimble on
the chin before he could dodge. The fat
Fourth-Former epun into the passage
with a loud roar

“Well stopped!” roared Blake.

“Ha, ba, hal”

“ Yaroooh !” came in a howl from the
passage. ‘“Yah! Oh! Rotter!”

Blake kicked the door shut.

“Now, I don't think we shall have
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 Trimble to tea,” he remarked, as he sat

and let’s get on.

- grinned at him genially.
' their tea, they were willing to give their
. noble chum his head.

own, “Give your chin a rest, Gussy,
I'm as hungry as a
blockaded Hun !

“1 was goin’ to say——-7"7

“Pass the bread-and-butter!”

‘ Weally, Blake—-"

“Two lumps for me!” .

‘“Bai Jove!l” . ¢

- Arthur Augustus gave it up. He was
full to bursting with his concern for peor
old Tom Merry, and very anxious to take
his chums into consultation on the sub-
ject; but it was evident that the matter,
;mportant- as it was, had to wait il affer
ea,

And it waited! . %

CHAPTER 5.
1] I

Great News For Trimble !
F you {ellows have finished—-*
. Arthur Augustus spake at last,
in a tone of deep sarcasm.
Blake and Herries and Dig
Having had

They were pre-
pared to bestow their attention upon him
while he made his thrilling communiea-
tion, whatever it was—but their looks.
did not. indicate due seriousness. Sad io
relate, Arthur Augusius’ chums did not
always take him with the seviousness
which was his due.

‘‘Ge ahead, old scout!” said Blake.
“You were saying something about Tom
Merry, weren't you1”

*“Yaas, wathah !’

“VWell, sing it over again to us!”
Dig humorously.

‘“ Weally, Dig———-"

“L think I ought to go and sew
Towser,” remarked Herries, rising. ““ Old
Towser doesn’t seem to get on with his
muzzle. Lot of silly rot, keeping oll
Towser muzzled—ien’t it.7”

“1 wequiah your attention, Hewwics |
said Arthur Augustus, with dignity.

“Cut it short, then, old chap!”

“Wats! Of course, what I am goin’ to
tell you fellows is in stwict confidence,”
said Arthur Augustus. *You will not
wepeat a word of it outside this studag?”

“ My dear chap, we shall have forgotten
it two minutes after you’ve told us ! an-
swered Blake echeerfully. “That’s all
right 1”

“Pway be sewious, Blake! 'Tem
Mewwy is undah the shadow of a. feah-
fulwflisgwace! His uncle has turned
u

sadd

Blake and Herries and Dig starved at .
the swell of the Fourth blankly.

“His uncle !” repeated Jack Blake,

“Yaas!” _

“Do you mean General Merey 77

“T mean Genewal Méwwy’s bwothah !

‘““Never knew he had one!”

“ Neithah did I, Blake, and neithah, I
believe, does Tom Mewwy! 'The dis-
gwace has. been kept a secwet fwom
him 1

“ Eh?’,

“Poor old Tom Mewwy does not know
of the existence of this feahful uncle,”
explained Arthur Augustus, * Natuwally,
it has been kept fwom him, as the man
is a disgwaceful chawactah, and has been
in pwison !”

“*Great pip!”

“My only hat (™

“ Gammon !

Arthur Augustus had succecded in
startling his chums at last, if not exactly
in impressing them.

“That is how the mattah stands, deah
boy!” he said, sadly and scriously.
“Tom Mewwy knows nothin’ about this
howwid uncle, who Has disgwaced the
fam®y; and, of course, the school knows
nothin’ aboup him. But the awful boun-
dah has found out Tom Mewwy’s scheal,
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and 1s comin’ heal to show Lim up, as
he calls 1t 1

“ Weally, Blake—""

“What blessed cinema film story have
you got hold of now?” growled Blake
crossly.  “ Who'’s been pulling your leg
with this silly yarn?” :

Arthur Augustus jammed his eyeglass
iuto his eye, and surveyed Jack Blake
with lofty seorn.

“If you think it is an easy thing to pull
wy leg, Blake——"

*Tasiest thing in the world, fathead!
You see, you were born specially to have
your leg pulled !”

“Wubbish! I have met the mani”

“Tom Merry’s uncle?” '

“Yaoas—George Herbert Mewwy ! He
showed me his wegistwation-card with his
vame on it )

“His name might be Merry without
Lis being any reﬁttion of Tom Merry.
‘There was an Admiral Blake once, but
10 wasn't my uncle!” )

“1 inquizhed into his bona fides vewy
carefully. He knows all about the family
bout Genewal Mewwy in Germany,
and Mr. Poinsett in Americah |”

““ That’s curious ! What’s he like ?”

“A howwid, boozay boundah! He
said he was a glass-cuttah by pwofession,
tookin’ for work. But aftahwards he let
ont that he was Tom Mewwy’s uncle,
and was comin’ togSt. Jim’s to extort
monoy fwom him, or else show him up
and disgwaco him befoah all the school.”

“Did he get any money out of you?"”
asked Blake suspiciously.

“That’s the point!” assented Herries.

“I do not sco that that is the point,
Howwies I”

“You wouldn't—but it is!”

“Did you give him any
demanded Dig.

“Yaas; I advanced him ten shillin’s to
get his clobbah out of pawn, so that he
would look & little more wespectable
when he came heah.”

Blake snorted.

“That was his game, then! He's seme
boozy spoofer, Grussy, and he spetted you
for a mug—"

“Bai Jovel”

“And he spun this yarn to squeeze
nmoeney out of you. See?”

“Po you think 1 am that kind of
duffah, Blake, you ass?” :

“Yes, rather!” answered DBlake
promptly.

“If vou are not westwained in conver-
sation by the ordinaway wules of polite-
ucss, Blake, I can hardly discuss the
matiah with you.”

- Bow-wow !” answered Blake, quite
unerushed by that crushing rebuke.
“You're a good little-ass, Gussy——"

“I wefuse to be descwibed as a good
little ass!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus
mdignantly.

“Well, that's what you are, old chap.
''his boozy bounder has been pulling
vour leg. His name may bo Merry, or
it may not; but I dou’t belicve for a
rinute that he’s a rclation of Tom
Merry.”

“Then how did he know anythin’
ahout Tom Mewwy, or Tom bein’ at this
school 7 demanded Arthur Augustus.

“May have heard him mentioned, or
seen him about.”

“If he was only spinnin’ me a yarn,
why should he pick on Tom Mewwy to
laimn as a welation 7”7

“ Because he happens to have the same
name, I suppose. If his name had hap-
vened to be Blake he might have
selected me as his nephew!” grinned
Dlake.
know——"

“ Weally, Blake—"

- % And you’'ll never sec your ten bob
again, and you'll never see George Her-

1

tin?"”

“ He spotted you for a mug, you
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bert Merry agein, cither. So it's all
right.” )

“It is not all wight, Blake., Te was
comin’ up to the school when I wan
aftah him and stopped him.”

“Bluff, to take you in!” said Blake,
after reflection.

“Wats! I do not think T am the kind
of fellow to be taken in vewy easilay. He
is comin’ to St. Jim’s to-mowwow, and I
wanted to consult you fellows. Tom
Mewwy must bo pwepared for the
shock.”

“My dear man, he won’t come !”

“Wats| The question is, how to pwe-
pare Tom Mewwy for the feahful shock
of meetin’ * this disgwaceful welation
whom he has nevah seen befoah.”

““ Look herc——"

Blake paused suddenly.

He rose quickly from his chair, and
made a jump towards the door, and
dragged it open. A sound at the door-
handle had caught his keen ear. There
was a startled gasp outside, and a fat
figure lurched into the study as the door
flew open.

“Trimble !”" yelled Dig.

Arthur Augustus leaped to his feet, in
dismay and wrath.

“Twimble, bai Jove! That spyin’
wottah has heard all about Tom Mewwy's
uncle I he gasped.

“I—I haven’t!” yelled Trimble, as
Biake grasped him and shook him
angrily.  “I haven’t heard a word! I
don’t know Tom Merry's got an uncle
who's been in prison. Yaroooh! Leggo!

T don’t know anything about it.
Yooop !”
Biff ! Pump!

Jack Blake’s boot helped Baggy
Trimble into the passage.

The fat Baggy departed, roaring.

“Bai Jove! All the fat is in the fiah
now !” gaid Arthur Augustus, in great
consternation. ‘That fat wottah will
not keep this dark——"

“Lucky there’s nothing
marked Herries.

“Weally, Hewwics—"

“Br-r-r-r!” said Herrics

in it!” re-

And he left the study to visit the ken- |-

nels and ascertain how Towser was get-
ting on with his muzzle. Blake and Di
strolled out after him, not at all worriecf
apparently, by the tragic tale they had
heard of the disaster that impended over
Tom Merry of the Shell.

Arthur Augustus was left alone, in a
state of consternation.

“Bai Jove!” he murmured. * What-
evah is goin’ to be done? That howwid
boundah Twimble Poor old Tom
Mewwy! Those sillay youngstahs don’t
undahstand the sewiousness of the mattah
at all. But when that awful chawactah
turns up to-mowwow to disgwace Tom
Mewwy——"

Arthur Augustus shuddered at the
rospect. -But there was evidently no
elp to be obtained in the emergency
from Study No. 6. Arthur Augustus had
to depond upon himsclf.  Fortunately,
he was a fellow of tact and judgment, as
he had often told his study-mates, and
he felt cqual to the craergency.

CHAPTER 6.
Something Up! ,
“J UST in time!” remarked Monty

Lowther.
The Terrible Three had been

for a ramble, after parting wit
Blake & Co. in Rylcombe, and they
walked home to 3t. Jim’s in the gather-
ing summer dusk. Taggles had come out
of his lodge to lock the gates as they
arrived.

“Sorry, said DMonty
Lowther genially. other minute,
and you could have locked us out! Better
luck next time.”

old guni™

%
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And the Terrible Three strolled on
towards the School House, leaving
Taggles grunting éxpressively. -

The chums of the Shell were in time
for call-over., As they joined the rest of
the Shell in Hall, they were the reci-
pients of a good many curious glances—
especially Tom Merry.

The captain of the Shell noted, after a
few minutés, that he was the object of
unusual attention, and it puzzled him a
little. As tho juniors left Hall after the
roll had been taken, Tom Mercy ta.pgxd
Gore on the arm. George Gore had
been staring at him as if his eyes wero
glued to Tom’s sunny face.

“What's up?” inquired Tom.

“Up!” repeated Gore.

“Yes, Is there anything on wmy
nose ?”

“ Nunno.”

“Then what are you blinking ai me
for?”

“Blinking ! stammered Gore.

“Yes, you ass!” said Tom, rathes
warmly, “A dozen fellows have been
blinking at me since I cama in. What
do you mean by it?”

“N-n-nothing !”

“Are you off your rocker?”

““ Nunno 1” ) O

George Gore hurried awey, leaving the
captain of the Shell in a state of con-
siderable astonishment. He turned to
his chums, who shared his surprise.

“I suppose I haven’t imagined it!”
said Tom. “Did you fellows notice it ?"

Manners and Lowther nodded.

“Thers’s something up!” said Mau-
ners.

“Kangy! I say, Kangyi”

Kangaroo of the Shell stopped.

“All serene, Tommy!” he said, 1
don’t believe a word of it!"”

“Eh? Of what?” i
“The yarn that’s going round, (
mean.”

“Oh, there’s a yarn going round, i3
there 77 said Tom Merry, a glint coming
into his blue oyes. “What sort of a yarn,
Kangy?”

The Australian junior hesitated.

“It's all rot, of course,” he said.
““Blessed if I know how it siarted. Somg
fellows are saying—"

He paused again.

“Well, what are they saying ?”

“About your uncle,” said Harry
Noble reluctantly. “Of course, I kunow
it's all rot, but I suppose I'd better tell
you, Tom, as it scems to be spreading
all over the schoonl.”

“Of course you'd bLetter tcll me!™
growled Tom. “If anybody is spinning
yarns about my uncle 7 He broke
off. “Which uncle do you mean? I've
got two.”

. “Only two?”
ing at him.

“That’s all T know of, anyway,” an-
swered Tom, with a stare. T mayhave
an extra one I’ve mislaid and forgoticn.
What on earth do you mean?”

“Well, the yarn is that you've got
another uncle—-"

“What thumping rot1”

“1 knew it was,” sald Kangarco.
“Don’'t get waxy, old chap! 1 don't
e¢ven know who started the yarn, and
I've only told you because you asked
ma.” ’

The Cornstalk junior walked cu, evi-
dently glad to get to the end of thie con-
versation. . The Terrible Three looksd
at one another.

“ This is jolly queer, Tom ¥ sail
ners. ‘I suppose yow haven’t a
uncle by any chance?”

“Of course I haven’t!”
testily.

asked Kangaroo, look-

'3

Tom
“There’s Miss Priscilla Faw-
cott’s brother—I call him Uncle Frank,

said

but he’s not really a rolation. But even
Tar GerM Lisrary.—No. 564,




8 THE BEST 4" LIBRARY D@~ THE “BOYS’ FRIEND™ 40 LIBRARY. "o

if T had another undle,
matter to anybody? Some fellows hLave
& dozen uncles, without getting stared

at ke a Punch and J udy show. I dov’t
catch on to this at all.” -
“Blessed if 1 do, either !
“Talbot 1 )
Talbot of the Shell was coming

towards them, his handsome face very
grave.

“You ve heard, T mlp!)OSE( said Tom.

“Yes. I think 1'd. better tell you,
Tom,” gaid Taelbot. ‘¥ dor’t know. how
the , varn started. . I heard: Trimble

tvlhug half a dozen fellows. Of course,
it's not true. You haver’t an uncle who
vho—ahem——"" .

“Who what?” growled Toni.-

“Your uncle, gnnel ral ‘«Iern‘ hasu't
a Lrother, has he?”
My fai»hé),, wayg  his only

*“Then ‘it can't be true.”

“What can’t7” howled Tom. “Tell
me what the silly asses afe Eavmg.
Talbot !

“It’s " being said that you've got
another uncle, a brother of the gu)ua]
who's beenr in prison—-"

b W hat1”

“ And who's sunk to befing a low tramnp
and blackguard?” said ‘lalbot. “Of
course, nobody with any sense believes a
word of ih. I don’t know how the yarn
started.”

Tom Merry clenchied his hands. There
was a blaze in his eyes now.

“There's not a word of truth in it 1]

he said.
“Y know that, old chap.” - :
““Sure of that?” asked the unpleasant
voice of Racke of the Shell
Crooke, who was with Racke, chuckled,
aud there was a chortle from Mellish, of
the Fourth. Tom Merry’s old enemies

_ were guite prepared to believe the story,

ut all events. Indeed, Aubrey Racko
would have given one of his many fivers
for the story to be true.

Tom spun round en the cad of the
Shell,

“Did you start {his
Racke?” he demanded.

Aubrey backed away a step or two.

“Not at all. I heard Kerruish and

Reilly speaking of it,” he answered.

But aecording to what T've heard you
can t know whether the yarn’s true or
not.?

““What do you mean?”

¢ According to the story, as I've heard

it, your dear boosy uncle has been kept
a secret from you,” smiled Racke, “Your
relations never let you know that you
had an uncle in guod.”

“So that’s the yarn, is it1"

“That’s 1t,”

“You say you heard it from Kerraish
and Redly" ”

‘IY

“I'll ask them. If they deny ir,
Racke, I'll come back and smash you!”

Racke shrugged his shoulders, ws Tom
Merry hurried towards the staircase.

lving yarn,

Lowther and ,Manners and Talbot hurried |

after the captain of the Shell. His look
boded trouble, serious trouble, for some:
body.

CHAPTER 7.

Tracked Out!

URE it’s not thrue at all—af all”

S Patrick Reilly’s voice - was
heard as Tom Merry & Co. came
up to Study No. 5 in the Fourth.

Tom Merry threw the door open.
Reilly and Kerruish, Julian and Ham-
wond, wers in their atudv and .they all
started and coloured at the sight of the
.aphm of the Shell.
'vE GEM LIBRARY.-—No. 594,

what does it |

And |

Tom Merry fixed !

his gliniing eves on the four ' Fourth-
Formers. g -

*Trot In, old sport !" gaid Dick Julian,

Tom ¢tood in the doorway.

“I want te know whether my new
uncle was m\emed in this etudy’ »? 110
said,

“Certainly not' ! 5

“Racke says he heard the yarn from
Kerruish and Reilly.”

“Sure, he may have heard us spesking
of it/ said - Reilly. “Everybody in the
House has been talking.about it.’ -

“You heard it from somebody else,
then??

“Sure, it was Levison I heaxd it fxom
or, rather I heard Levisan speakin’ of it
to Clive and Cardew. But they—"

“Tll speak to Levison.”

Without waiting for another word
Tom Merry strode away to Study No, 9
his brow growing blacker as ho \wem
He was not surprised to hear Levison’s
nanie. ' Time liad been when  Ernest
Levison had been his bitter enemy ; and
such a-yarn as this seemed very like one
of Levison’s old, torturous tricks. If
Levxson of the fourth was “beginning
again,” there was going to be bad trouble
for him.

\Tom rapped sharply on the dom -of

O

“Kerp cool, old - chap!” -murmured
Talbot. “I'm qmte certain that Levison
is not st the hottom of this.””

“T'll soon see,” answered Tom.

* “Come inl” sang the cool voice of
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-Raln.l Reckness C'arue\., from within
Study No. 9. : .
Tom-threw the door open. Levison

and Clive and Cardew had sat down to
prep, but they rose as Tomn strode in,
They exchanged a rather startled look.

- “Anythin’* up, old top?”’ yaunel
Cardew. - -

“Yes ” saud Tom abruptly “Y needn’t
ﬁsx you if ‘you’ve heard the yarn that's
gom[z round. "I can see you have.”

“We don't. believe -it,” said C]ue
quietly. “We've heard it, of course.’

“}}@iﬂv says he heard it from Levi- .

“Possxblv * assented Y.evison, standing
up, and Iookmg coolly at Tom \fcny
across the table.

. Tom’s hands clenched hard.

“““Then it was youl’ he said, between
his teeth. “You're at )mu old games
again, Levison{® .

Levison’s eyes ghnfed
but he did not answer.

“Look here——" began Sidney Clive
indignantly. " But the captain of the \hen
mr rrupted him,

set Levison speak for himself.”?

“I've nothing to say!” answercd
Levison coolly.

“You admit i{i?” shouted Tom.

“Not at all.”

“Io you deny it, then?”

_ T don’t take the trouble,” answered
Levison, unmoved. “You can think
what you- hke Tom Merry, and be
hanged ta you "

Tom Merry started ‘vound the tablo,
his eyes glittering. "l'albot caught hxm
by the arm., .

“Hold on, Tom '

“Let me gol T ll*—l’ll——» 2

“Tt wasn’t Levison, Tom.”

“1f it wasn’t Levison, why can't he say
g0, then?”’

“Keep your wool on, dear man!
yawned Cardew. “T'd have .mswmed
you in the same way, you know. You
can’t march ‘into a fellow’s study and
terrify him_with your wrathy frotwn,
you know. Easy does it!”? .

Tom Merry controlled his anger.

“1 on]y ‘want a civil answer to a cml
question,” he said, setting_ his hpc :

“If you'd asked me civilly I'd have
answered you,” said Levison.

“well, I do ask’ you ¢éivilly,”
choking do“ 1 his wrath,

" “Then I'll answer. I know notnmq ab
all about the affair, excepting that I

“unpleasantly,

said Tom,

heard Tompkins speaking of it among
some other fellows,? .
¢ Tom{pkms §2 ) C
[ ? ¥

“That’s enough.”

Tom Merry left the study, hLis brows
set. It seemed a chase from pillar to post.
Every fellow, so far, seemed to have
heard it from some other fellow. The
captain of the Shell looked into Clarence
York Tompkins' study, but only Mul-
vaney minor was there.

Where’s Tompkins{"” snapped Tom.

“Downstairs, I believe.”

Tom -turned” away with angry im-
patxence As he strode iowards the
stairs again, followed by his chums, he
came on Arthur Augustus D’ Arey.

“Tom Mewwy, deah boy—-"
mured Arthur Augustus.

“Don't, stop me. I'min a hm ry!

“Pway calm yourself, old chap. Pway
allow me io advise you—————"

“What do you mean?”

“T4 is bettah not to make a wow aboust
this howwid affaib,” murmured Arthur
Augustus, in  distress,  “Least said
soonest mended, you krow.’

Tom Merry stau’d at hun

“Do you mean to say that you believe
tho ’{zuu % he ghouted,

hem !

mur-,

e
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. the door open.
of the Shell fellow’s flushed and angry

gates,

¥ Just in time !’ remarked Monty Lowther, as Taggles the porter shuffied out ef hie lodge to lock the
; ‘ Another minute, Taggy, and you would have locked us out)?’”

(See Chapter 6).

“Do you or noti” .

¥ Weally Tom Mewwy—" .

“Then_you're & silly fool "’ snapped
Tom, “You're not worth licking, or 1'd
punch your silly head !” .

. “Bai Jovel”

Tom -Merry strode on to the staircase.
He fell in with Tompkins of the Fourth
on the first landing, and caught him by
the shoulder. * He did not suspect the
simple Tompkins of having originated
the story. He was only in search of in-
formation from him.

“Who told you the
uncle?” he demanded.

Tompkins blinked at him.

“Trimble !” he answered.

“Thanks!” )

., Tom Merry turned back to Study No. 2
in the Fourth. He felt that he was track-
ing ihe affaiy home at last. - Baggy
®Irimble was in No. 2 when Tom hurled
He. jumped at the sight

yarn about my
-«

face.

“Ip wasn’t me!” yelled Trimble,

“You've been spinning a yarn about
me, Trimble,” said Tom, a3 guietly as he
could. “Did you make it upi®

“No, I didn’t 1" .

“Who did; then?”

“ Ain't it true?” grinned Trimble.

“No!l’” Tom made a stride towaids
him. “If you can't give me the name of
the fellow you heard it from, I shall con-
clude—" "- o :

Trimble jumped back. : " :

“It was DArcy1” he howled. “XKecop
off, you beast! 'Tain’t my fault if
D' Arcy spins yarns about you, & it?”-

“D'Arcy!” You mean you-lhegrd him
speaking of it—he. heard it frowm  some:-
body else?” asked Tom." . © ~ "< .. .

“Nofear! :He told Blake and:Herrvies
and Dig in their.study; and 16 said ‘it
was tiue!” grinned Trimble,. . .. -

‘“Were you present?™

“Nunno!” ; : o v

“Then how do you kuow?? . =

“1 happened to be passing the doow,

and I'd stopped to—to pick up a—a pin,
and—and—-" \ . P

“You were listening at the keyhole,
you mesn, you worm!” said Tom Merry
contemptuouslys  “But I don't belicve
you! I've got as far as you now, and
if D’Arcy- dendes what you say X shall
know it was you. Look out, in thut
case!” .

“I—~I say, you know=——~"

Tom Merry strode out of the study.
Manners and Lowther . and Talbot
gathered rounid him in the passage. .

“Keep cool, Tom!” said Talbot, in hLis
quiet way. * You know well enough that
ID’Arcy is quite incapable » '

“I know that! I'm only going to ask
him who told him.”

_The four Shell {fellows arrived at
No. 6. Arthur Augustus I’ Arcy had re-
turned there, and his chums were present.
It was time to begin prep; hut Blake &
Co. had not started. They were feeling
worried now. ‘

’ Tue Grym TIBRARY.--No., 504,
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%“Hallo! Hero he is!” murmured
Dig as the captain of the Shell appeared
in the doorvay.

D' Arey !

*Yaas, doah boy?”

®Trimble tells me that he heard the
varn about my supposed uncle from you.
{ suppose he was listening at the door. 1
want you to tell me who told yon the
yarn!”

“Bai Jovel”

“PDon't be an ass!” gaid Tom. “I
know you wouldn’t make it up! You
hoard it from somebody, and 1 want to
know who it was! What are yon stam-
mering about?  That’s o veusonable
enough tiins to ask, isn’t it!” :

“Ya-a-a:! —

“ But what?”
[ 4] 43

ut

Arthur Angustus looked helplessly at
his chums. Blake and Herries and Digby
fooked grim. They could et help him
vut. :

Tom Merry’s brow grew darker.

“Can’t you give me the
D’Arcy?” he asked.

“N-n-not”

“W not?”

M I—3 should like to speak to you in
pwivate, Tom Mewwy!”

Tom made an angry gesture.

#No nced to speak to me in private!”
he said. “I've got no secrcts from my
friends hrve; and there’s nothing in my
family history that all St. Jim's isn’t
welcome to know! Who spun you that
varn?”

“You—you see—""

*You got it from somebody 7"

“Yag-a-as!"

* Who, then?”

No reply.

“Why don't you anewer, TVArey?”
sxclaimed Tathot.

“Weally, Talbot-—"

“Tom Merry made a stride towards the
swell of the Fourth. :

“I've traced the yarn gs far as this
study,” he said. “T'm ready to oo
farther—if there’s farther to go! Did
vou hear this lying yam from somcbody
«1se, D'Arcy, or didn't you?”

“Look here——" began Blake, nettled,

“Hithor I’ Arcy heard 1t or he invenfed
it )" srid Tom Merry., *If he heard it, ho
can tell me whom he heard it from. If
he doesn’t, T shall point him out
the House as a lying slanderer——

“Bai Jove!”

“Give me the name, ther !

“Give it, you fool!”
Lowther.

Arthur Augustus drew a deep breath.

“It was my desiah to keep the mattah
dark,” he said. “I could not help
Twimble listenin’ at the keyhole. I was
goin® to warn you in pwivate, Tom
Mewwy, But you are forcin’ me to speak
oub in public ’

“That’s what I want! Speak out, and
have done with it{"” exclaimed Tom
savagely. “From whom did you hear
that I had an uncle who'd been in
prison?” B

“Fwom your uncle!” answered Arthur
Augustus quietly.

“Are you mad? My uncles are both
ahroad—one in Germany and the other in
America !”

“Y am not alludin’ to those uncles.”

“I have no other uncle, you idiot!”

“Explail what you mean, D’Arcy!”
exclaimed Monty Lowther angrily. *“Both
"om’s uncles are out of England. Are
you speaking of Miss Fawcett's brother,
whom he calls Uncle Frank?”

“ NO!l!

“Whom are you speaking of, then?”

“The urcle who has been in pwison.”

TEE G:v Lirmary.—No. 5841,

name,

exclaimed

>

to all ]

was a dead asilence.

CHAPTER 8.
The Shadow of Disgrace !

swell of the Fourth.
Thers was so much genuing
distress  in  Arthur Augustus’
eiuce that it could not boe doubted that he
was In earnest—that he believed what he
said, and was disiressed to believe it.
Lowther and Manners and Talbot lecked
at hini, and at Tom DMerry, and at one
another.  They simply did not know
what to make of the aflair,

Jack Blake Lroke the silence.

¢ Gussy’s
“It’s ull right, Tom Merry. Some rascal
has been stuffing Gussy with a yarn!|”

“Weally, Blake—"

“I—~1 suppose that’s it!” gasped Tom
Merry at last. “T can’t suspect D’Arcy
of making up a story like this!”

“Bai Jove! 1 should say noti{”

“Some spoofing rascal has fooled him
with this yarn!” said Tom. *‘I want to
know who it was. 1t wasn't a 8t. Jim's
chap, that's clear, as the utter idiot took
him for an uncle of mine! Who was it,
D’Arcy?” :

““ Weally, Tom Mewwy—-"

“Who was it, you ass?”

“ Your—your other uncle, deah boy!”

1 have no other uncle!” shouted Tom.

“0Oh deah! I—I am quite awah that it
has been kept from you, chap, on
account of the disgwace! Your uncle
told me so, in facti But—but I think
you ought to be pwepared now; that is
why I wanted to speak to you in pwivate,
you know! Your uncle is ¢comin’ heah!”

“Herel” yelled Tom Merry.

“VYaas, wathah!”

“I’s ali bluff—he won't come!” sald
Blake. “It was some rogue getiing
money out of Gussy, that was ail!”

“I—I bolieve so!” muttered Herries.
But Herries and Dig were looking a little
quesr. They were not fecling so sure
now, somehow, that Gussy had been
“stufled.”

“You say the man's coming here!”
breathed Tom Merry., * When?”

“To-mowwow!”

“Why not to-day?"' demanded Man-
ners.

“Because T persuaded him not to!”
answered Arthur Augustua. “He was g
feahfully disweputable-lookin® person,
and I persuaded him to make himself a
little more wespectable Lefoah he came!”

“Oh, my hat!”

“I was thinkin® of Tom Mewwy’s
feelin's,” said Arthur Augusius, with
dignity. “I wegard Tom Mewwy as a

in this feahful emergency!”

Tom Merry smiled faintly.

“1 suppose you mean well, Gusse,” he
said. -

“Yaas, wathah!”?

“But you are a crass ase

“Weally, vou know—-">"

“You've been stuffed up by some
rascal with a yarn that ought not to have
taken in a baby!” snapped Tom Merry.
“ And the result is you've got this story
all over the school. And it’s just as bad
as if vou'd made it up on purpose, as
Mellish or Trimble might have dons!”

“Oh dear!” said Arthur Augustus in
distress. “I was keepin’ it dark, you
know, only that wottah Twimble listened

a

“T want to find that man!” said Tom
Merry, with a glint in his eyes. “I'll
make him own up that he was lying.
That’s the only way to knock this yarn on
the head! 1 suppose it's no gead punch-

ing your silly noas, Guear

And then for a moment or two there

T OM MERRY stared blankly at the |

been stuffed up?!” he said. |

fwiend, and feel bound to stand by hiin

0w 08
HSALE.

“PBai Jove!” .
“Ii vou like to bump him,” said Blake,

i “you're at liberty to bump bLim till he
 howls!

We give you full permission!”
“Weally, Blak g

Tom Merry shook his head.

‘* Never mind bumping him " he said.
“It’s impossible to bump sense into hini.
I want to find that rogue who calls him-
self my uncle. Where is he to be found.
D'Arey?”

“1 weally do not know. He is comin”
heah to-mowwow; that’s all I knew. 1
twust you will tuke my advice, Tom
Mewwy——""

P

B,

¢ My adyice is to keep him dark,” szid
Arthur Augustus. “Of course, no wight-
minded feilow will be down en  you
because your uncle has been in chokey.
It was not your fault—-"

“Idiot I”

“But such mattahs are bettah kept
secwet, for many weasons. I advise you,
deah boy, to help the man on his way,
and see the last of him. I will lend you
some tin, if you like.”

““ Fathead {”

" Weally, you know-—"

“1 only hope he’ll have the nerve to
come here!” said Tom Merry, between
his teeth. ‘““Whoever he is, or isu’t, 1'll
simply smash him, if he has the clieek ¢
show up here! I suppose I'd better waii
and sce, as there’s no getting any sens-
out of yout”

‘“‘Bai Jovel”

Tom Merry quitted the study with his
chums, leaving worrvy and concern behind
him.  Arthur Augustus looked uiterly
distrossed,

“This i3 a howwid affaih, deah bows!”
he murmured. “Tom Mowvy iz actin'
in a vewy injudicious way. Mo ouglht
to twy.to keep the mattah dark. But if
he goes for his uncle it will make no end
of a scandal 1” .

“The man’s not his uncle,” szid Blake
uneasily. “It’s all rot!” .

“It has becn kept from Tom Mewwy,
Blake.”

“Oh, rot!”

“If you chawaciewise my wemarks ze
wot, Blake 3

“Utter rot!” said Blake.

“Thon 1 can v wetire fwom the
studay ! said Arthur Avgustus, with a
groat deal of dignity.

And he retired.

‘That cvening the offair of Tom Merry
and his supposed tnele who had beey iu:
“guod,” was the talk of the Lower
School, as was to be expected.

Racke & Co. fairly chortled over it.

It spread to the New House, and was
a great topic there during the evening in
study and Common-room.

Had the story originated with Mellizh
or Trimble, or Racke or Crook ©
fellows would have known what to thinl
of it. But it was known that the astound-
ing yarn came from D’ Arcy of the Fourih
in the first place; and everyone knew that
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was ineapable
of falsehood or deception. That he had
been deceived was the only alternative tn
the story being true. True, his simplicity
was well known. Yet why, some of the
fellows asked, should a stranger turn vp
and deceive D’Arcy with such a yarn?
And Arthur Augustus, feeling that oo
much had been said already, refused to
say ancther word on the subject to any-
one. That was wise in a way, but it
prevented the follows frem learning ihe
precise circumstances under which M.
George Herbert Merry had spun him the
yarn,

T’Arcx’s distreszs was evident to all,
eyes, and it showed his own belief in the
story: am! mothing i s0 esuvineing as
belief,
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Quite & number of the Hu. Jim's
fellows accepted it as true that Tom
Merry had en uncle who had disgraced
the family, and of whose existence he had
been brought up in ignorance. Fellows
who did not exactly believe it, wondered
whether it was true.

When Tom Merry came inte the
Clommon-rooma that evening he was the
object of general atiention., Some follows
stared, and some made it a careful point
nct to stare, which was nearly as dis-
~oncerting.

Tom’s handsome face waz flashed and
©ross,

He did not stay long in the Common-
soom. And when he went to his study
Aubrey Racke remarked that he didn’t
«are to face the public eye now that the
irnth about his uncle was known.

If the story had been iraced tc anyone
but Arthur Augustus, Tom Merry might
iave found satisfaction in the punching
of a nose, or the darkening of an eye.
But there was no satisfaction in hammer-
ing the swell of the Fourth, who had only
acted from friendship—though  disas-
trously. :

Tom only honed that the impostor
would have the effrontery to turn up at
ihe school on the morrow. That would
. inly lead to the clearing up of the
affair.  But—precisely for that reason—it
wiag pretty certain that the man had no
iutention of coming,

Meanwhile, the story was going the
rounds, and Tom could only wonder what
would be the end of it.

CHAPTER 9.
D’Arcy Does His Best !

1 ASTER D’ARCY 1”
M “Bai Jove!”
Arthur Augustus.

Morning lessons were over
wn  the following day, and Arthur

Aucustus was out of gates, :
'Lhe swell of St. Jim’s had left immedi-

ately after lessons, in the hope of coming

across Mr. George Herbert Merry.

Tom Merry’s mntention of *‘smashing »
that gentleman, if he turned up at St.
Jim’s, worried - and alarmed  Arthur
Augustus. Such an action was certain
to have the effect of making the scandal
more prominent than ever, D’Arcy con-
sidered; and it was certain to exasperate
Tom’s ““uncle,” and make him revenge-
ful and more determined than ever to
“show up”™ his nephew! Arthur
Augustus, having reflected upon the
matter with his usual tact and judgment
f-lt that such a disaster must be avoided
if possible. Somehow or other, George
Herbart Merry must be kept away from
the school.

During lessons that morning Arthur
Angustus bad sat in trepidation, in fear
«f Mr. Merry arriving before he could be
prevented.

But lessons paszed off without a visit
from the dingy rascal, and then Arthur
Augustus breathed more freely.

Ie started out at once, in tile hope of
fulling in with Mr, l\ferry, and per-
snading him, at any cost, to keep away
feom the school, and leave his unhappy
nephew in peace.

It seemed to Arthur Augustus sheer
good luck when the dusty gentleman
dawned upen him in Rylcombe Lane.

Never had Arthur Augustus been so
pleased to see anyone as he was to see
Mr. George Herbert Merry, leaning on
the stile in the lane,

Yet George Herbert was not a pleasant
parson to look upon.

He was in the same dingy, dusty
clothes and down-at-heels boots, and, in
a-ldition, he was evidently recovering
slowly from a “drunk.” It was easy to
wess, by looking at him, where Gussy’s
ven shillings had gone,

ojaculated
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“Bai Jove! Pm glad to sce you!” ex-
claimed Arthur Augustus, in great relief.

.1 was lookin’ for you, Mr. Mewwy.”

ITfh? tramp eyed him curiously and
shiftily. :

Having “ touched ” the simple junior
for ten shillings the day before, Mr.
Merry had been hanging about the school
of secing Arthur Augustus
again, and extracting further cash from
him. He thought it was a faint hope;
but anything better than work, from the
point of view of George Herbert.

Finding Arthur Augustus glad to see
him was a surprise to Mr. Merry, but a
very agreeable surprise. ‘He thought he
saw more cash in prospect.

So he touched his ragyed hat very
respectfully.

“1’oped I'd see you agin, siv,” he said.
“I was jest coming up to the school to—
to see my nephew, sir.”

“Pway do nothin’ of the kind, M.
Mewwy,” said Arthur Augustus hastily.
“I hope you will wefwain fwom visitin’
the schoof.”

Mr. Merry blinked.

He was about as likely to drop in at
Buckingham Palace to see King George
as to call at St. Jim’s to see Tom Merry.
But Arthur Augustus was not aware of
that important fact, and his eagerness to
keep the rascal away from the school,
which he did not think of disguising,
gave George Herbert his cue.

“Why shouldn’t I call and see voung
Tom?”’ demanded Mr. Merry, “He's
my nephew, ain’t he”

He rubbed his stubbly chin, where his

“nephew’s ” knuckles had left a mark

| the day before.

“Yaas—yaas; but—but he does rnot
kunow it, and he is vewy angwy and
anneyed ahout the affaih,” said Arthur
Augustus.

“ You—-;*ou’ve told him$?

“Yaas.’

“Oh, my eye!”

“Owin’ to a wottah listenin’ at the
door the stowy is all ovah the school,
and Tom Mewwy is feahfully upset,”
explained Arthur Augustus. R

“Ha, ha, hat”

George Herbert chortled. He could
not help that. The lump con his stubbly
chin did not make him feel amiable
towards Tom Merry, and he would gladly
have made that cheery voung gentleman
“sit up ” if he could. But that Arthur
Angustus should do it for hirm, as it
were, geemed extremely funny to Mr.
Merry.

Arithur Augustus screwed in his eye-
glass, and surveyed the dingy man very
severely.

‘ :n You appeah to be amused!” he said
stiffly. .

Ggorge Herbert became scrious again.
But he felt a natural difficulty in being
serious with Master D’ Arcy.

“Skuse me, sir,” he answered. “I'm
sorry,, of course. But I've got to go up
to the school. I've got to see my—my
nephew,”

“Tt will injah Tom Mewwy vewy
much if you do.”

“A man must ’ave money!” said
George Herbert. )

“You have no wight to ask your
nephew for money !”’ .

“"Nuff said, Muster D)’ Arey | I'm going
up to the school,” said Mr. Mervy, de-
taching himself from the stile. ’

“Pway_held on! How much money
do you think you will be able to get
fwom Tom Mewwy 2”

Mr, Merry eyed him. -

“’Arf-a-quid, at least!"” he auswered.

“ Vewy goocf ! I pwesume it makes no:
where the half-
soveweign eomes fwom, so long as you
get it 7

“Not at all 1"

[ Tom Mewa
it

Theee-halfpence, ‘1

“Will you wemain away [wom the
school if I hand you that money 2

“0Oh, my eye!’

“ Pway answah my question, sir |*’ said
Arthur Augustus stiicill . “I have no
personal intewest in the mattah, My
only desiah is to save Tom Mewwy, a
fwiend of mine, fwom an unpleasant and
disgwaceful scene. Will you wemain
away fwom St. Jim’s if I give you ten
shillin’s 77

As Mr, Merry Ladn't the remotest in.
tention of going anywhere 1 St Jim’s,
the offer was really a good one, But-he
seemed to consider.

“Make 1t a quid!” he said ut lasi.

“The fact is, Mr, Mewwy, 1 have only
one sovewcign at the pwesent moment,”
said_Arthur Augustus slowly,

*“Make it a quid, and T’ll clear off.
Otherwise, I'm comin’ up to the bloomin’
echool now 1?

“Vewy well!” said Arthur Augustus
at last. “You give me your word to
cleah off, and not to iwouble Tom
Mewwy in any way.”

“Cert'nly, sir!”

Arthur Augustus passed his last pound
note to the tramp. - ’

George Herbert Merry tock it with
dirty fingers that trembled with eager-
ness. He could hardly believe in his
good luck.

‘““And now, good-hyc!™
Augustus.

“Good-bye, sir!”

Goorge Herbert started down the lane
towards the village at once. e was
thirsty; he always was thirsty !

Arthur Augustus, much relieved in his
mind, walkef back to the school.

Blake & Co. met him in the quad wlien
he came in.,

“It’s all wight, deah boys!” Arthur
Augustus told them.

‘ What’s all right?” demanded Blake.
“YWhat have you been up to now?”

“I have met Tomn Mewwy’s uncle, angd
persuaded him not to ccme to
schaol.”

“Oh crumbs I

“Tom Mewwy will not be twoubled by
him now, and I twust the howwid affaih
will bo forgotten in time,” said Awthur
Augustus. * Bai Jove! What is that?”

“That ” was a howl from upder the
elms. The chums of the Fuugth looked
round. Leslie Champe, a Skell fellow of
the New House, was ining on his
back on the grass, and Tom Merry was
standing over him.

said Arthue

“Have some morei{” Tcm Merry
asked.

“Yow-ow-ow !”?

“Bai Jovel!” murmured Arthur

Augustus, “I suppose that wottah has
been chippin’ poar eld Tom Mewwy 1"

“ All your fault!” grunted ITerries

“Weally, Hewwies—-7?

Tom Merry came towards the chums
of Study No. 6 with a kiitted brow.
Lestie Clampe was sitting up in the grass
rubbing his nose. Apparently he did not
want any more.

“Yow've been out, D'Arcy?” asked
the captain of the Shell,

“Yaas, deah boy!”?

“ Have you seen anything move of that
rascal who claimed to be my uncle?”

D’Arcy coughed.

“ Answer me, you dummy }” snapped
Tom Merry. Tom’s sunny temper seemed
to_bo failing him, which was not sur-
prising under the peculiar circumstances.

“ Weally, old fellow—"

“Have you seen him? Do you know
where I can find him?” .

“1 pwefer not to answah that guestion,

1
Tom clenched his hands.
“You'll answer it, or T'll alter syme
of your fcatures, you silly idiot!" he
Tue Gex Lierarv.—No. 594
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done
foolery

“You've
your

savagaly.
harm - enough  with
plready !”

‘“Bai Jove!”

“(tussy's seen him and persnaded him
to keep away, he says,” said Blake.

“So he's still hanging round the place,
is he?” said Tom.

“‘ Looks like it !”

“He has pwomised to cleah off, and
not to twouble you,. deah boy!™ said
Arthur Augustus mildly, “If vou have
enough tact and judgment to let the
niattah dwop, Tom Mewws, and stop
gettin’ excited about it, I have no doubt
the whole affaiah will be forzotten in
time. 1 advise you——-="

Y Asa !l

Tom Merry walked away towards the
vates,

“Bai Jove! Tom Mewwy's mannahs
s~ot to be suffewin’ {wom this,” Arthur
Augustus remarked.

“He's going to look for the man, 1
supposs,” said Blake. “ I hope he'll find

him and wallop him.”

‘Loma Merry did not return to St. Jinm's
till difiner-time. t his look, when he
came in, showed that he had not met

the gfentieman who claimed to be his |

“uncle.”  Whereat Arthur Augostus was

greatly relieved,

CHAPTER 10.
Looking fer Uncle !

$ ETTER for you, Gussy "
“Good! A wemitiance at
last, I hope!” said Arihur

) Augustus [P’Arcy, a3 Blake
tossed him the letter from the rack.

Ancther day had passed, and for
twenty-four hours D’Arcy of the Fourth
bad been in the unpleasant state known
a= “gtony 7 ; owing to Mr. George Her-
bert Merry lmv{ngla-gged his last pound
note. So the swell of St. Jim's was very
{,I(«ased to find a letter for him after
CEIONI,

- e isn’t vour pater’s fist I said Blake,

“Bai Jove, wathah not!”

The envelope was addressed in a rough,
sevawling hand,  Arthur Augustua was
vather puzzled hy it. He had never scen
that handwriting before. :

*“Well, anything in it?” asked Digby.

“I have not looked vet, Dig ™

“ Look, then, fathead !"”

“ Weally, Dig P2

“TLook!” howled Blake. “Ti there's
auything in it, we can have tea in the
study ; otherwise, there’s no time to lose
for tea in Hall, Get a move on!”

Arthur Augustus slit the envelope, and
dvew out o soiled, crampled half-sheet
of notepaper, with beer stains on it.

HGiweat Scott!” he murmured.

His eyoglass dropped from his eyo in
his astonishment. "It was the first com-
rnnication he had ever regeived stainad
with beer and smelling of tobaceo.

"Well?” said Blake and Herrics and
Dig, together.

Arthur Augnstus' eyes wers glied cu
the letter, Tt ran:

1 G

“Deer sir,—-T have not gone rei, owin
to difficulty about railway fair, 1 shal
be walting at the stile at six o’clock
¥iidays Shall 1 come on to the Islmo] 2o

b

1

“Pai Jove! Tho feahful wogue!”
ejaculated Arthur Augustvs. “He pwo-
suised me quite distinetly to cleal off if
1 gave him a soveweign {”

L T

*The man is an uttah waseal ! said
Avthur Augustus, in indignant distress,
“But that 13 all the more weason why
e should not be seen heah—the disgwace
for poer old Tem Mewwy would be
te vwible,” :

*Oh, that man !” gaid Dig.
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© “Qo that's a letter from Tom Merry’s
uncle, is it ?”” said Blake.

Avthur Augustus crumpled it hastily in
his hand. - .

.Y Pewwaps I had bettal tell you
nothin’ about it,” he said. * You young-
stahs—"

“* What ?””

¢ You youngstahs are 3o lackin® in tact
an’ judgment that I cannot vewy well
confide the circs to you. Pway excuse
me !

“do that man's got a quid out of you,
has he?” .

¢ { pwefer not to auswah that question,
Blake !”?

* And now he's asking for more?”

“Weally, vou know-—"

“ (#ive me that letier, you ass!”

41 am_afwaid I musi wefuse that
wequest, Blake. "This {3 a wathah deli-
cate mattah, and I shall have to deal
with it vewy carefully. e man must
be kept away from St. Jim’s at all costs.
1 feah that this lettah is in the natuve of
u thweat, Pewwaps, howevah, it is twue
ahont the wailway fave.™

*The what 1" .

“Can you fellows lend me some tin%”

£ Ain’s we all stony?” growled Blake.
¢ Not that I'd lend you tin to give that
tramp, whoever he is! Better ask Tom
Merry, if it’s for his uncle!”

“That would be wathah indelicate,
Blake. I am actir’ in this mattah as Tom
Mewwy's fwiend, and shieldin’ him {wom
contact with that disgwaceful wepwo-
Lata !” :

“So that letter is from him?”  de-
munded Herries.

“T pwefer not to say!”

“0Oh, you ass!”?

“f wetuze to be called an ass,
Hewwies !”  Arihur Augustus looked at
his watch. “Bai Jove! It is gettin’ on
for six now?l I shall have to huwwy!”

“Where are you goingi” howled
Blakoe. : 0

“Pway excuse me if I do not enlighten
you ‘ou that peint, deah boy! This is
a nattah that can only be dealt with
by a fellow of tact and judgment.  Wely
on me, deah boy; I assuah you that I
know the pwoepah thing to do '™

And Arthur Augustus picked up his
straw hat and lefi the School House.

Blake & C'o. blinked after him.

“Well, my only hat !” said Jack Blake,
with o deep breath, ““1t's as plain as
anything that that rogue has been stick-
ing (iussy for money with a yarn about
bein’ Tom Merry’s uncle. Now he's
written asking for more, and CGussy is
going to sce him!”

“Looks lika jt--ihe ass!
Herries.

Blake knitted his brows,

“Wae haven’t seen tha man yet,” he
said. “I don’t believe his yarn—but if
it's true that he’s Tom Merry’s uncle,
Tonr's the chap to deal with Lim. TLet's
¢o and ses Tommy! You cut-after

Gussy, Dig, and sce whera he goes!”

“Right-ho !

Arthur Augustus was walking down to
the gates. It did not occur to him to
turn his head; ard he was quite unaware
that the grinning Dig was following in
his wake.

2 grunted

Blake and Hevries ran up the stairs to

No. 10 in the Nhell, where the Terrible
Three were making preparations for tea,

‘T'he chums of the Shell were not wear-
ing their nsual cheery locks.

The story of Tom Merry’s uncle from
“quod 7 was an incessant worry to them
there scemed no .way of stopping .is, and
all three of the celebrated Co. had been
in *scraps " on the subject. All three
of them bore signs of conflict-—and there
were fivo of six fellows in the school who
had been-reduced to wreckage owing to
injudicious ““chipping” on the subject.

i

A% that moment Crooke was nursing a
darkened eye in his study, and Aubrey
Racke was bewailing the state of his:
nose. - o
“Hallo!” said Monty Lowther gruffly,
as Blake and Herries came in., * Has
your tame lunatic found another mare’s-
nest §”’ : o

“Why don’t you keep him on a
chain?” demanded Manners,

Tom Merry did not speak, but he
frowned. - He was not feeling very cordial
towards Study No. 6 just then.

Blake could understand that, however,”
and he could make allowances for it.

“Cheerio!” he said. *Don’t be ratty!
Giussy’s just had a letter——"’

“Hang Gussy!” growled Tom Meiry.

“Gussy means well |’ said Ierries.

“ITe always does, the silly ass!”

“Let a chap finish!” implored Blake.
“My belief i3 that Gussy has gone to
meet the man who claims to be your
uncle, and Dig's watching where he goes.
It you want to see the man yourself—-*

Torm Merry jumped. )

“Oh, good!” he exclaimed, hLis face
clearing at once. *Take those eegs off,
Monty! We'll have tea later }”

*What-ho !” said Lowther.

“Come on, then!” said Blake.
“Gussy's only a few minutes ahcad, aud
Dig’s got an éye on him!”

“CGood man !

“I—I—1 suppose the man car’t be a
relation of yours by any chance?” said
Blake hesitatingly,

‘Fathead!” wag Tom's reply to that.

“Gussy believes it—-"

“That born idict tWould believe any-
thing ! :

“X think he's been handing the man
money to keep away from the school.
He‘means well.”

“Oh, the asg!”

Tom Merry hurried out of the study
with Manners and Lowtlier, and Blake
and Herries followed. The five juniors
ran down to the gates.

Outside in the road Digby met then.

“ Where has he gone ?” exclaimed Tom
Merry breathlessly.

“Btraight along the lane towards Ryl
combe.”

“Qood! Come on, you fellows!”

Tom Merry started down the lane at
a run. His chums followed fast. Tt was
a chance of meeting Tom Merry's
*uncle ” that was not to be lost.

“There he is!” exclaimed Manners
suddenly.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy came in sight.
11e was standing by the stile in the lane,
Seated on the stile, with a black pipe in
his mouth, was a dingy gentleman in
tattered attire. The TFerrible Three
recognised him at once as the tramp
whom Tom Merry had knocked down in
the wood by the river two or three days

ago. .
** That fellow 17 ejaculated Lowther.

Tom gasped. »

“That man! Hoe told us his name was
Merryi” he exclaimed, “You remem-
ber?”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“So that's the man—and he's tcld
Gus;q;-.‘»a b, the born idiot! Come
onl!’ 2 Tus :
t,f&nd the juniors raced on towards the
stile.

CHAPTER 11.

The Rascal’s Reward !
RTHUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY
A had arrived rather breathlessly at
the stile, where Mr. George
Herbert Merry had made the
appointment with him. He had no sus-
l)wion that he was being watched or fol.
owed; but he was in a hurry to meet
Mr. Merry. and keep him awey from the
school.  All the more because the man

k.
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was proving himself an unscrupulous
rascal,  Gussy was anxious to keep him
from visiting Tom Merry, and “showing
up ” the unfortunate Shell fellow.

Gussy, in his goodness, was prepared
to take almost any measures to txl)mt end.
His pocket-money was gone already; and
further bribes to Mr. Merry, at presént,
were oub of tho question, He had ‘only
his eloquence to depend upon, and he
doubted whether it would have much
effect upon George Herbert. It wasina
worried mood that he arrived at the ren-
dezvous,

* Oh, ’ere you arel” said Mr. Meny,
eycing him over his black pipe, and ex-
haling a delightful odour of rum as he
spoke. B .

“Yaas,” Arthur  Augustus.
have
weoceived your lettah. Pway do not w’ite
to mo at the school againj your lettah
might have been opened by my House-
mastah 17’

“P'raps I'd better call and_see my
nephew mstead !” grunted Mr. Merry.

“Pway do nothin’ of the kind! You
agweed to cleah off and leave Tom
Mewwy in peace if I handed you a
soveweign!” said Arthur Augustus
sternly.

“Wot's a quid 1” growled George Her-
bert. “Im going to ’ave something
better than that from young Tom, so I
tell yer !’

*But you agweed—""

“That quid "as gone I”’ said Mr. Merry.
“I’ve gpent it on—on food !” .

**Judgin’ by your appeawance,” seid
Arthgr Augustus, with great severity,

“said

“yolishiave spent at least a part of it on

dwink 7 -, e
“A man gits thirsty in this ‘ot

weather ! The question 1s, do you want

mo to call at the school?”

2 Qertainly not!”

“Well, then, ’and me my railway-fave,
and I'll clear off I’ said Mr, Merry. “1
can do it on another quid|”

“T am sowwy to say that I am stonay
at pwesent! DBesides, I cannot twust
vea 1 said Arthur Augustus. “ You have
alweady agweed to go, and you are still
heah ! Do you call that honouwable con-
duct, Mr. giewwy?”

“Oh, my eye!” murmured Mr. Merry.

“As a man of honah,” said Arthur
Augustus severely, -“you are bound to
¥, without makin’ any furthah wequests
for money.”

**Oh crimes!”

It was the first time in Mr, Merry’s
dusty career that he had been addressed
as a man of honour, and it seemed to
have a peculiar effect on him. He
struggled to control his merriment.

“Bai Jove! 1 see nothing to chortlo
at in my wemark, Mr. wwy,”’ sal
Arthur Augustus.  “You are pleased to
boa amused,

, appawently.”

““Oh, bust my buttons!” gasped Mr.
Merry. *“Not at all, sir! But I'm ’ard
up, and I want ’elp. Make it another
quid, and you're done with me for good.
1’1l give you my davy not to come up to
the schooll”

I am not expectin’ any more money
ti!l to-morrow,” said Arthur Augustus.
“ If I could twust you, I would stand you
anothah soviweign to go. But—-""

“On my davy, sie 1’ .

“1 do not know what a davy is, Mr.
Mewwy. If you mean your word of
honal 2L

“Qolemn word of honour, sirl” said
CGeorge Herbert, as gravely as he could.

There was a pattering of running feet
in the Jane. )
~ Mr. Merry looked up with a start, and
Arthur Augustus glanced round,

“Bai Jove! Tom Mewwy!” .

*“Oh gum 1. gasped George Herbert.

il blinked 2% the juniors, as they ran

S

up, in dismay. He slipped frem the
stiie, with the intention of taking to his
heels, But the rum at the Green Man
had rendered his legs unsteady, and he
rolled over and sat in the lane.. He
dragged himself up again by grasping at
the stile, gasping.

Tom Merry & Co. canie racing up, and
they surrounded the unfortunate Mr,
Merry in a halfcircle, enclosing him
against the stile. His escape wus quite
cut off.

“TIs that the man who claims to be my
uncle?” shouted the captain of the Shell
angrily. : )

“Weally, you know-—"

“ Answer, you image!” roared Blake.

“1 wefuse to be called an image,
Blake 1"

Tom Merry strode at the dingy ruffian,
who was leaning heavily on the stile, and
grasped him savagely by the shoulder.
Arthur Augustus ran to interpose.

“Tom Mewwy—-"

“Stand back, you ass!”

“You must not stwike your uncle, Tom
Mewwy. Whateveh he is, you must
wespect his yeahs!”

“Keep quiet, you chump!”

Tom Merry, with a grasp on Geor‘ge
Herbert’s shoulder, shook him fiercely.
Mr. Merry lurched and gasped.

“Now, you rascal!” said Tom, be-
tiveen his teeth. * You're the same brute
that wanted to rob us in the wood the
other day! .JI remember you! Have
you told that silly idiot that you are my
uncle?” o .

“Grooch I

“Lend me a hand with him,” said
Tom, his ecyes glittering. “He's a
dangerous ruffian, and he’s been extort-
ing money from that silly differ. The
police-station is the proper place for him,
He can tell the inspector thai he is my
uncle, if he likes. Lend me a hand, and
we'll take him along to Rylcombe and
give him in charge.”

There was a_dismal howl from George
Herbert. Evidently he did not want an
interview with the Inspector at the police-
station.

“Leggo! Oh, my cye! Leggo!”

“Tom Mewwy,” panted Arthur
Augustus, “pwey do not be hasty! I
entweat, you to wely on my judgment,
deah boy. If your uncle is wun in, there
will be a feahful disgwace—"

“He ig not my uncle!” roarcd Tom
Merry. “He happens to have the same
name, that’s all. About a thousand
other people have the same name, too.
Do you thing they are all my uncle’s,
you crass chump?”’ .

“Bai Jove! Ho says—7"

The expression on Gussy’s aristocratic
face was extraordinary. In spite of- his
alarm, George Herbert could not repress
8 grin. }

“The young gent was so soft,” he ex-
plained defensively. “I never really ex-
pected ’im to swaller the yarn. It was
jest a try-on. That was all, T swear,
gents. Jest a try-on, to see if he would
swaller it.”

“You told him you were my uncle?”
demanded Tom Merry, giving the rascal
a shake that made him stagger and cling
to the stile convulsively.

“QOw-ow!” Yes!” gasped Mr. Merry.
“Tt was because my name was the same
as yours, sir, that's all.  When I met
you, sir, that young gent “—he nodded
at Lowther—“that young gent made a
joko about your relation turuing up, sir,
and that put it into my ’ead. Then I
come on this young feller, sir, and he
looked so soft and simple—-" .

“Bai Jovel” :

“Y was only trying it on,” groaned Mr.
Merry, as Tom shook him again,
jest thought I -might squeedge ’arf-a.
cravn oub of 'im with a yarn that 17ad

uI CN

a relation zb his school. That was all,
sir. But when he swallered it all 50, easy,

. I thought I could make more'n ’arf-ae

crown out of it. - B
“You uttah wascall” shouted Arihus
Augustus, in burning indignation. * You
were pullin’ my leg all the time, then?”

Mr. Merry chuckled. .

“Yessir,” he answered. “ That’s about
the size of it, eir. I was ‘ard up, sir.

“You feshful wogue!”

“QObh, sir!” murmured Mr. Merry de-
precatingly. “You was: such a kind
young gent, sir, and so beautiful soft,
sir; you reely led me on, sir.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tom Merry released the dingy rascal.

Unscrupulous rogue as the man was,
there was no doubt that it was the des
lightful simplicity of Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy that was at the bottom of his pres
sent rascality.  Certainly he would
scarcely have ventured to attempt such
a trick with anyone but the Honourable
Arthur Aungustus.

“}1 wegard you as @& wogue and B
wascal I’ said the swell of St. Jm’s
sternly. “You have deccived me, and
extwacted money fwom me, in the most
unscwupulous mannah. I was undah the
impwession that I~was chieldin’ Tom
Mewwy fwom disgwace—"’

“You ass!” said Tom ungratefully.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“] was undah that impwession, Tom
Mewwy, and I was actin’ as o fwiend. I
am vewy glad to discovah that this wascal
ia not your uncle, aftah all. It is weally
a pleasuah to me to find that you have
not had any welations in pwison—-"

g g2

“You may leave that uttah wottah to
me,” continued Arthur -Augustus, push-
ing back his cuffs. *“He is & wascal and
a wogue and a wastah, and I am goin’
to give him a feahful thwashin’. Pway
stand back 1”

“Qh, my eye!” ejaculated Mr. Merry,

“Put your hands up, you wottah 1

“J—1" say— Yaroooh!” roared
George Herbert.

Arthur Augustus was sailing in with
great vim. R

Biff, biff! Bang! Crash!

George Herbert, if he had been quite
sober, might have given Arthur Augus-
tus some trouble. As it was, there was
not much chance of a fearful thrashing
being administered, for tho hapless
rascal collapsed at the first onslaught,
and rolled in the dust.

“Got up, you wottah!” - shouted
Arthur Augustus wrathfully.

“ Groooogh I

“Pewwaps the uttah wottah has had
enough,” said Arthur Augustus. “Cleah
off, you howwid wogue! If I evah see
you again, I will make a feahful example
of youl” )

George Herbert Merry crawled dis-
mally away. Ho disappeared through =
hedge, and was not seen again, Arthur
Augustus turned to Tom Merry.

~“Tom Mewwy, deah boy, I am vewy
sowwy—""

“86 you ought to be, you silly ass !
“Y was actin’ with the best intentions,
you

“Pathead !” .

The ‘Terrible Three walked home to
tea. - But after tea Arthur Augustus
looked in at Study No, 10 with renewed
apologies, and he was forgiven. In fact,
now that the unpleasant affair was over
and done with., Tom Merry quite re-
covered his good-humour, and he laughed
as merrily as anyone over the amazing
story of the Goodness of Gussy!

THE END.
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CHAPTER 1.
How 1 met Martin chﬁord.

T has been auggested to me, many a
time and oft, that I should give my
readers a personal record of my -ex-

. periences, humorous and otherwise,

during my career as Editor of the Companion
Papers, '

So here goes!

1 shall mwake no attempt to give anything
like a complete record of all that has hap-
pened since the “Magnet ” apd “Gem ” came
into the world. To do go would take up far
more space than I have at my disposal, in
addition to boring a good many readers stiff.

I_shall just debvrue, simply and straight-
Forwardly, those happenings which have im-
pressed themiselves most vividly upon my
wemory.

1f, by thus giving- my readers “an insight
into the work of the Companion Papers, and
letting them peep for,a moment bebind the
veil, 1 succeeded in shengthemnb the bond of
tnendslup which exists between us, then I
shall feel more than content.

It was in the summer of 1906--Jove, how
time flies!—when 1 first met that brilliant
and gifted writer of school stories, Marbin
Clifford,

I was onn a cycling tour in Sussex--a
solitary tour, for my chums were unable to

. get their holidays at the same time.

Scorching hlonﬂ ynder a blazing sun, and
hoping soon to réach a village where I mlgh"
get .a substantial midday meal I presently
espled a slim, good-looking young fellow
seated on the bank.

He had been citting there for hours, for all

I knew,

By his side was a Dbicycle, hopelessly
punctureds and on his knee rested a stout
exercise-book, . in -which .ho was scribbling
industriously.

He sang out a cherry “Good-morning!”
“Punctured?” 1 asked,- dismountm“ from
mv machine.

The slim youth pointed to his burst tyre.

“Looks like it, doesn't it?” he grinned.

“Aren't you going to mend it?”

“No jolly fear! 1'm not a mechanic.”
< “But you'll be stranded!” I protested.

“Who cares? This is a ripping resting-
place, and I'm quite enjoying myseli!”

1 sat down on the bank beside him, and,
the ice being fairly broken, we socn became
chummny.
< He told me that he, too, was on a eycling
tour—when the state of his bike permitted!

“Are you making notes of your tour?” I
asked, glancing at the exercise-book. :

He shook his head.

“No; I'm writing a story.”

I became interested at once.

At that time I was sub-editor of several
well-known hoys’ papers, and the Editor had
instructed me atways to be on the look-out
for possible talent.

And here, 1 may mention, ‘that talent
sometimes creps up’ in queer places. -

I have stumbled across genius in the slums;
and I once unearthed a pork butcher who
wrote historical novelga.

Was it p()bsil)h} that 1 was about to make
another ©find

“Is it' an adventure story?” I inguired.

“Well, it is, and it isn't,” said my com-
panion.  “It's not a yarn of the wild and
woolly West. There isn’t a single murder;
and so far I haven't spilt a drop of blood,
except at the part where one boy ];lm(.hw.
another with great violence on the nose.
There’s plenty of adventure, but it's not the
wild sort.”

“Then it's a schoot story?”

“Right on the wicket!”

“If you don't mind my firing questions.at
you, how many words h.ue you written?”

"\men thousand.”

“Wha-a-at !”

“It's nothing to mukc a song about,” he
said lightly.

“But_ you muszt have been here hours and
hiours!”

“1 have.”

“CGreat Scott! You must Le awinlly in
love with your hobby to stick at it like
this!”

He smilcd.

“It’s hardly a Lobby.” he said. *It's my
living. 1'm not doing it for the benefit of
my health.”

“You mean to say that story will be
published "

“There will be a dead edlt/or found lying
about if it isn‘t! Look here, if you’ll hang
on for a bit while 1 write the last chapter,
we'll go along to the mnext village and get
some grub.”

£ Good”‘ T said.  “I'll mend your puncture
while you're seribbling.”

And I did. Rut I was more concerned with
the young fellow seated besidec me than with
the puncture.

Was it possible that this youth—this beard-
less ‘stripling —was already a - successful
author?

Youth and genius sometimes went hand in
hand, I knew.

But this boy——

And school yarns are not the cas wst sort

ol yarns to write, either.

- *I‘!"'i"‘t«!i“lsﬂ“'%”‘il‘l !sll%lﬂ‘!5%!"!.‘!"“%‘]-‘*
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When the puncturé was snended, and the
last chapter written, we adjourned to the
next village.

Here we found an old-fashioned hostelry,
whiclt ‘had” \\mthered the storm for several
centuries.

The landlord—a jovial, red-faced man—did
us well. By this I do n0t mean to infer that
he swindled us. He gave us an excellent
dinner; and over a bottle of cider I read my ¥
iriend’s story.

Now, a sub-editor's job brings bim into
contact with stories of all kvnda»good bad,
indifferent, and outside the pale.

But when I read my friend’s story 1 was
convinced that he was a master of his craft.

The clumsy, amateurish touch was not in
evidence in his manuscript. .

His story—it was entitled “The Hencur
of the School!” if I remember r:ghtly»v«.\s
bright, humorous, aud arresting, And t
was plenty of action in it. The short,
cisive sentences were mttled off like bursts
from a machme~¢zun

“Well,” he said, with a swile.
finished, “what do you think of

“Tt's first- rate, Mr, Martin Clif '\xd' ' 1 said.

He started.

“How on earth did you know rmy name?
It’ 'S not on the manuseript.”

saddic-bag

‘hen I had

“But it is on your card in the
of your bicyele.”
“Oh!

“Are you making & good living,  this
game?” 1 asked.
“Well, I'm not doing badly o

“I was thinking that you mi
with me in producing a new book for boys.”

His eyes sparkled, It was very evident that
my suggestion appealed to him. %

“There's. nothing I should like hetter,” he
said. “I'm fresh from a big public school -
in Sussex—a few miles from here--and I've -
kept a record of all the interesting things g
that happengd there. I've got the ‘material
for heaps of stories.” -

“Splendid!”

“The yarn I've just “ntun i3 about my
own school,” said Martin Clifford. ~

“I guessed it was founded on fact.” 1 =aid. i3

And then' we put our heads together and
spoke of the future.

The arrangement we came to was, {hat as :
soon as my holiday expired Martin Cliford 3
should join me in London. We would then _
launch a weekly story-paper, in which we e
would give publicity to Lis gchool and to the - §
exploits of its pupils, Tz

We chatted far into the afternoen, and
then 1 suggested that we resumed our 3
cycling tour. E

Neither of us had any fixed objective; and
Martin Clifford readily agreed when 1 sug- £
gested that we spent the next few days on #
the road together, cycling at our own sweet :
will, and sleeping :md ncdm“ at wayside « E:
inns, 5

Dusk was beginning to fall, and we hurried ‘ §
out of the hostelry and continued our ride.

My friend's mended tyre held good, and we j

e

1

had covered quite a dozen imiles, chiefly
uphill, when' Martin Cliford suddenly spraug
from his machine.
“Anything wrong?” I asked.
«] should jolly \wll say 3
manuscript behind !
“Phew 1”
“Look Iwre,” Fid Martin (lmord
CATTY. ON. T ride buck
left it on the table in the lounge
my fault.” -*

T've left my

“vou
for tlm sto‘r;. I
It was

“Nongense!” 1 retorted.  “I'll ride back
with you. 'l spend the night in the
hoqtclr\ The l‘mdmm is a gﬂod sort, and

he'll make us comfy.’

So we rode back.

I don't think [ cver-enjoyed a eycleride
s0_much.

Darkness had descended ovgr the Sustex
couﬂh)sld:; but the mur'x'- ¢* waus downhill

Printed and pﬂbllsned every Wednesday by the Proprietors. the Amalgamated Ptess Limited, The Fleetway House, Farrmgdun Street, London E.C. 4.
eetway Houaze, Farringdon Strest, London, E.C. 4.

Advertisement ofdces: The Fl
Austrnlusln) €s. 10d. per annum, 4s. 5d. fi

or Eix months.

Snbscriptiun rates:

] Solo agents for South Africa: The Oentrai Nows Agency. Lod
d New Zealand: Messrs. Gorden & Goteh, Ltd.; end for Canada: The ImPerial Kews Co., Ltd~ Saturday, June 23ih, 11

Inland and abroad (except South Africa and -
SDIe agents Nio. Auatraliy

e ..




P

13

No. 504.

nearly all the way, and we chatted gaily as
we whizzed along. .

When we - re-entered the lounge of the
liostelry we found a stranger seated there—
stranger to me, at any rate. But Martin
ittord hailed him as an old familiar friend.
“@ood-evening, Mr. Belton!” he exclaimed.
. Then, introducing me, he explained that

Mr. Belton was an assistant-master at his
old school.

“1 knew you were in the vicinity, Ciifford,”
said the .young master, shaking hands. *
spotted: your manuscript on the table.
What's more, T took the liberty of .readmg
it. It's a capital yarn. Of course, it’s for
private circulation only?” X .
+1 had intended to publish it,” said Martin
- Clifford. : .

“In that case, don’'t you think it would
 be advillble to change the name of the
school, also the names of the characters?”

. By Jovel Curiously enough, ihat never
accurred 3

ie.”
wquld be wide,” said Mr. Bel-
e, there are a good many
hich. real names are men-
edgeptories of Rughy and
-Charterhouse. But in this
tainly change the names, if
M- would be a good plan, too,
btath Ale-Head’s sanction for the story
0 be: published.” . -
. Martin, Clifferd looked remorseful.
“Kick me, somebody!” he exclaimed. “I
cught to have thought of these things before.
But 1 was so absorbed in writing the story
that I quite overlooked them.”
~1f you like,” said Mr. Belton, “I1°1l speak
to the Head myself this evening, and let you
know in the morning if he approves of the
publication of such stories, provided the
names are changed.” :
~That would be very
Martin Clifford.
Mr. Belton, with a cheerful nod, walked
leaving Martin Clifford and. [ I alone
ogether. p
1 am afraid there was very little steep for
ag\#fr of ‘us that night.
d twere concerned with the headmaster’s

verdict.
Was it possible that he would farbid us
es concerning his sehool?
heme was doomed to disaster;
i€ pointed out, it would be
produce™ a finer set of cha-

e

decent of you,” said

for, as my.
mpossible to
racters.

carly next morning.’
Mr. Belton caled. and informed us that
the Head had no objection to such- stories
hetng published provided the name of the
schou! und the names of the characters were
changed.
“That’s-a big feather in our cap!” I said
delightedly. “Now we can get busy.” .
“What shall you call your new paper?”
asked Martin Clifford.
3 1 reflected for a few moments.
=3 “Something short and sweet,” prompted
= my companion.
5 “Why not the ‘Gem’2” I said at length.
¥ “ Excellent ! It doesn’t conv%y a great
E deal, but it comes easier when going into a
newsagent’s shop than asking for a copy of the
*Boys’ Own Weekly Illustrated School Story
Paper "I”- : .
*Not many hoys would care to do that,” I
said, laughing.

*Precisely ! That’'s where the ‘Gem’
scores.” -

We continued to discuss our scheme over
breakfast.

f I am allowed to edit the paper,” T
caid, “I shall run adventure stories for the
first few weeks. That will give you the
chance to get well ahead with the stories
of St. Jim's. T bhelieve that’s what you
intend calling your school, isn’t it?”

Martin Clifford nodded.

“1 shall put my best work into these
stories,” he said.

Even now, after.fd
vividly recall that norahle morning.

The comfortable inn, the jovial landlord,
the earnest and enthusiastic expression on
the face of Martin Clifford—all are indelibly
stamped upon my memory. ’

We were younggbers, both of us. Some
would have said that we were building castles
in Spain. -

But we made up eur minds there and then
that we would owercome all obstacles, ana
win for the ‘@Wem’ a leading place in boys’
lite{rature. ;

ave ywe sugceed ed?

That is a question which my fHousands of
readers can readily answer.

(Continued on page 16.)
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However, our suspense was at an end |

1aps€ of years, I can|
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Editor's Chat.

The Companion Papers are :

THE GEM,
Every Wed.

THE PENNY POPULAR, CHUCKLES.
Every Friday. Every Friday.

YOUR EDITOR IS ‘ALWA YS GLAD TO HEAR FROM HIS READERS.

MARTIN CLIFFORD'S MASTERPIECE

This week's issue of the » Penny Popular ” |
contains a powerful and vigorous story of
St. Jim’s, by Martin Clifford.

Not since the famous GEM author gave us
the Talbot series—I refer. to the three stories
entitled “The Call of the Past!” ¢ Cast Out
from the School!® and * Loyal to the Last!”
—have I read such fine, gripping stories as
those concerning Levison minor which are
now appearing in the * Penny Popular.”

Tomparisons are odious; but I really think |

Martin Clifford has, on this occasion, excelled

hizfriend and colleague, Frank Richards.
et this week’s issue of the “Penny

Popular,” and see if you think so, too:

ONWARD AND UPWARD!

The Result of My *Straight Talk® to My
Readers!

Since my little lecture on the subject of
loyalty appeared on this page the circulation
of the GEM Library bas put on flesh.

1 knew that this would be so. I knew that
I could count upon my loyal army of sup-
porters to put their shoulders to the wheel;
and I sincerely trust that, now that we are on
the up-gratle, my chums will not relax their
efforts.

But let me again impress this fact upon my
readers. 1 do not expect miracles from boys
who possess only a very limited allowance of
pocket-money.

One Birmingham boy devoted his  entire
week's pocket-money to purechasing copies of
the GEM. Result—he was unable to indulge
in any of the little pleasures to which he had
been aecustomed.

Devotion tc one’s favouritz paper can some-
times he carried too far. I do mot wish my
chums to deprive themselves of their pleasures
by making sacrifices of this sort. 1 want every
reader to help the GEM Library according 1o
his mesns. The fellow who has unlimited
pocket-money can buy a dozen copies and dis-
tribute them ; but his less fortunate comrade,
who receives-only a few pence per week, is
not expected to purchasz more than his usual
copy. .

I hope I have made myself quite clear, and,
in conclusion, let me heartily thank those
readers who are strenuously engaged-in lifting
the circulation of the GEM Library to heights

| which it has never reached before.

CLOTHES AND THE BOY!

A short time ago a certain London news-
paper published the foliowing paragraph—a
a paragraph which would have made Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy shed lears:

“The Headmaster of Eton, on the recom-
mendation of the “economy committee, has
made new dress restrictions.

% 8ilk scarves and coxing-caps are aholished,

.and the wearing of fur gloves is prohibitad.

“Fancy waistcoats will be forbidden, and
several other restrictions are to he enforced.”

«Two KEtonians” have since written to
assure me that there is no foundation for
these statements.

The fancy waistcoat will continue to
flourish ; and coxing-caps will still adorn the
heads of the young Etcnians in their exploits
on the Thames.

FIGGINS AND COUSIN ETHEL!
Miss Cherry Haley writes as follows :
s George Figgins too nervous to ‘ pop the
question ’ to Cousin Ethel? Or has he already
done so, and met with a refusal? .

« Will you please give me the answer in the
Editorial Chat? I am aged nine.”

I am sorry to throw a damper on the

romantic dreams of this young lady: hut I,

must assure her that the attachment between
Figgins and Cousin Ethel is. purely ome of
frien%ship. When these dear p=ople have
growhh up there is no knowing what may
happen ; but the present time is far too early
a stage for wedding-hells,

the negative!

‘Miss Madisia Towers has asked me a similar
question with regard to Harry  Wharton and
Marjorie Hazeldene, and also Bob Cherry and
Phyllis Howell, “Have thes2 hoyagpn irls
vet become engaged ?” asks Madisia.

The answer, as the photographer :aid, is in

—

YOUR EDITOR’S SERIAL!

as you will observe, is comme
sue of the GEM Library.

Whether tha serial will prove successful or
not remains to be seen, It is not written with
the style and vigour of a Martin Clifiord; hut
I think many of you will find it imteresting;
and if you don’'t, then the remedy is simple!
The Personal Regpllections will have to coms
to an untimely end!

ST. JIM’S v. ROOKWOOD!

This great ericket-mateh, which takes place
on the St. Jim's ground, is described with
hrilliance and skill hy Owen Conquest, in this
Monday's issue of the * Boys’ Friend.”

No lover of healthy sport should miss the*
story in question, which iy one of many
Lrilliant features in our splendid companion
paper. -

NOTICES.

—

Correspondence, etc., Wanted.

Correspondents interested in postage-stamps
—heginners and medium collertors’ preferre-d
— mineral specimens, c¢oins, or eurios.
W. . H. Zipp, Bex 1173, Johannesburg,
Transvaal, South Africa.

Miss E. Atkins, 135, Kennington Park Road,
S.E. 11—with readers anywhere, 15-16. .

Miss Muriel Bishop, 215, Edward
Nuneaton, Warwickshire—with
where, 17-18.

Will F. M. B., formerly of Caterham Valley,
Surrey, write once more to A. F., of Park-.
gate? He would much like to hear.

G. C. Carr, 16, West Street, High Spcn,
c¢o. Durbam, (%nts correspondents for British
and African b. In touch with Gold Coast.
Sttamped enyelope particulars of age,
ete.
Harry Broadbent, 13, Cecil Street, Rye-
croft, Ashton-under-Lyne—with readers any-
where, 14-17.

R. Griffin, 10, Mariotts Strect, Brown Street,
Manchester, wants readers for cyclists’ club;
13-15, within five miles of Manchester.

W. J. D’Eresby Murch, 77, the Mall, New- "
port, Isle of Wight—with readers interested
in law; tho¥e preparing for the Bachelor of
Laws Degree preferred : also with readers keen
on criminology and detective work; also with
readers in South America and the States.

Fred George, 28, Mount Pleasant, Southe
ville, Bristol, would like to hear from Vouz-
man, of 8 Zampa Road, South ‘Bermondsey,”
London, S.E.

B. Burnage, 483, Chester Road, 0ld Traf-
ford, Manchester. would like to hear from -3
reader interested in stamps, as he has a large
collection to dispose of.

W. J. D’Eresby Murch, 77, the Mall, New-
port, Isle of Wight, will answer questions
regarding examinations, and give useful in-
formation on subjects, ete., for a small fee.

Wm. Leonard Troy, 9, Burnett Street, Red-
fern, Sydne¥, N.8.W., Australia—with readers
in British Isles; 14-16.

W. M., of Sheffield, would like to hear
again from his chum and correspondent,
T. L., of Blyth, as he’has received no letters
from him since last November.
“F. Bottomley, 48, Downhiils Park Road,
Philip Lane; Tottenham, N. 15, offers a collee-
tion of foreign stamps, cheap. ‘

H. A, H. (YOUR EDITOR.)

Street,
readers any-

and
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Every ‘Wednesday.
. {Continued from Page 1B).
CHAPTER 2.
“Qetting to Business!
0ME .peopile imagine that; next to being

. a wentleman of leisure, the ‘easiest

3 thing in the world is to run a bgys’

paper.

These people are offside.

There is no public more critical than the
boy public. ~

A boy will have the best, and nothing but
the best. And I.don’t blame him.

In the days of which I write it was a
common fallacy on the part of some editors
to.suppose that if they published stories of
thé battle, murder, and sudden death
variety their paper would command a ready
sale. They imagined that thie British boy
revelled in blood-and-thunder. .

This theory is all wrong.

What the British boy wants is clean,
hright, and wholesome fiction, sparkling and
brimming over with humour. He prefers the
healthy type of story to the unhealthy. He
loves 40 read of stirring tussles in the play-
ing-field, and he likes his heroes to be decent,
straightforward fellows without being prigs.

-Having -served an apprenticeship, so to
speak, under a very capable editor, I was.in
a position to know at the outset the sort of
features to inelude in the “Gem.”

We live and learn, and Within a_few wecks
1 had_added to my store of experience.

T ‘réalised that “the most popular type of
story--was_the school story.

This ‘was the case twelve years ago, and
the school story is as popular to-day as ever
it was. .

Ask any boy friend: of yours to name his
favourite modern author.

He will probably award the palm to Martin
Clifford, Frapk.Richards, or Owen ‘Conquest.
Or he may have a word to say for Richard
Randolph or Prosper Howard.

These men are the best living exponents
of school life. °

Their.stories have been read—and will con-
tinue to berread—in every cotner of the
British Empire. And the popularity of their
:]vork, so tar from- -declining, is-inereasing

aily., . .. . +L

The “Gem ® Library gommenced its pros-
perous career not at the Fleetway House,
but ‘at a small office in Carmelite Street. It
is, of cour a much younger paper than
- thé “Boys’ Friend,” although it is senior to
the ©Magnet,” the “Penny Popular,” and
“Chuckles.”

A gréat deal of time and thought has to
be _expended on a mnew paper before it
actually appears; and it was not until
March 14, 1907, that the first number of the
“Gem ” appeared on the bookstalls.

Martin Clifiord -had no share in the first
naumber. But he had been very busy since
the previous summer, and, besides setting
me up with a stock of St. Jim’s stories, he
had contributed some at int@rvals to “Pluck.”

.In:No. 3 of the “Gem ” we were introduced
to :Tom Merry, but not to St. Jim,‘s.

.Tom was at Glavering- then, and’ his head-
master, curiously enough, was. Mr. Railton,
}vlmvis now the School -House master at St.

im’s. o= 3

_.The “Gem " showed early promise of ful-

filling -onr expectations.” But it was not
until: No.- 11, “Tom Merry. at St. Jim’s,”

- appeared that the boy public really began
to sit up and take notice. . . )

ass e
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From this number onwards the Tom Merry
stories appeared without a break.

Martin Clifford had got fairly into his
stride now, "and, although practically un-
known hitherto, his name rapidly became
a household word. P

In those dear, dead days the “Gaﬁl * was

| one-tMird of its present prices But.the stories

were considerably shorter, and ther& .were
no extracts from the “Greyfriars Herald ”
and “Tom Merry’s Weekly.” Those bright
little journals were not destined to see the
light of day for some-time to come.

I had one sub-editor n; I have half a
dozen now. =

Some of you may think that in 1907 we
had very little work to do. And this brings
me bhack to the opening sentence of this
chapter. 5 :

Ore of the first rules I laid down in con-
1t11eption with the running of the “Gem ™ was

s’

“Every letter from a reader shall’ be
promptly - answered, where a stamped-
addressed envelope is cnclosed for that pur-
pose.” ) B

Well, wlen you consider that we reccived
from two to three hundred_letters per day,
%’oll;'will appreciate that we had our bands
ull! -

Talk about midnight oil!

There have been ~occasions when my sub-
editor and I have ‘worked unremittingly in
our little sanctum until the first glimmer of
dawn! -

We have had letters on every conceivable
subject, from white mice to matrimony.
We have had letters of approval; letters
expresging terrible threats; letters asking for
advice ; letters requesting loans, on the Billy
Bunter principle; letters ‘from young .men
and maidens, old men ‘and children, and from
boys of all ages and nationalities.

In the midst of these recollections I hope
to reproduce a number of the most amusing
letters which have been received at the office
of the Companion Papcrs.

. The tremendous task of answering this
mass of miscellaneous correspondence repre-
sented only a portion. of the week’s work.
Theresdvere nsanuscripts tc read, and send
to-tae apiists for illustration; there were

proof-shéets to correct ; theré were numerous |

odd jobs which the average reader wotis
not of. .

What did we do in our spare “time? Fou
will ask.

The answer is obvious. We had nons!

But we were happy--very happ -

The. “Gem ” was going great guns.

The stories by Martin. Clifford, each one
better than the last, were creating a big
sensation.

The famous “Gem ” author, although twice
smitten by illness during this period, kept
the home fires burning.  His manuscripts
arrived with the regularity of the morning
postbag. s A Br oy
" There was a certain amount of prejudice
against the “Gem.” of course. ) ’

No halfpenny paper has yet been published
which has escaped the lash of the critics.

Some called it “trash ” and “utter piffle.”.
er went further, and

A certain daily newsp,
described it as “the Boy's Guide to Gore.”

. Needless to say, the “Gem " easily sur-
vived these cheap attacks.

(To be continued next Wed

day.)

’ Three‘halfpencé;

Greyfriars Epitaphs.
Nq. 8. By BOB CHI:ZRRY.L

WALK UP! WALK UP! WALK UP
THE FINAL FRAGMEXTS
of

FISHER TARLETON FISH

A {late of Noo
lie rig

{ KINDER SOR
CALCULATY
that he was the brainiest galeot who ever' s
foot in this sleepy old island; He would
anything—or anybody—with true Yank:
thoroughness. He was some stunter, 1 guess. =
Yep! Right from the word go! =
HE MET HIS FATE

by experimenting with a new forfn  ofg
dynamite, which explodgd, covering the sb

with Fish cutlets.

During his career at Greyfriar¢ he work

numeroug wheezes,- Which iu
“Agency and a pawnbroking business ; butitHere
was something so fishy ahout vyt 1t

‘had to fish for fresh stunts,

JEVVER GET LEFT2.

No; but Fishy did! All his plots to amass
dollars, spondulics, and_greenbacks were, 1k 3
himself, blown to smithercens; and with his 3§
last breath he cussed the sleepy, short-sighted, i
"moss-grown inhabitants of this ancient
island, '

ALAS, POOR FISHY!

He was a hustler in his manner of living, and -4
likewise in his manner of dying! T

. TREAD LIGHTLY, TRAVELLER!

Vlést‘ you crﬁsh the matckbox in which are
| interred his mortal remains! =

«The heights, by great men gained and kept, 528
Were not. attained by gradual flight;
But they, whilst their companions slept,

Were fooling round with dynamite!” ,

. 'and plans. Secure.Part. TO-BAY

Maps and Pictures
‘of ALL The World .
Every British boy should buy Harmsworth's NEW ATLAS. Itis the

orily Atlas compiled, drawn, and edited since the outbreak of the Great
- The completed work will

" War,"and is_published in_fortnightly parts.

contain over 400 maps, over 4,000
photographic iviews” of -places “all
over the world, and many*charts




