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CHAPTER 1.
‘ A Little Misunderstanding.
T OM MERRY looked i in at the door-

way of Study No. 6, in the School

House at St. Jim’s.
Manners and Lowther looked
in over his shoulders.

The Terrible Three had 'rather ex-
poctant laoks,
**Not ready yet ?” asked Tom Meyry.
The sole-occupant of the study was

Arthur Augnstus D’Arey, of the bomth
Form,

He was seated at the table;, with a pen
in his hand, a very thoughtful expression
upon his blOW and a smudge of ink upon
his noble nose,

He glanced up at the Terrible Three,
~ “Not ‘quite weady,” he answered=
“But pway twot in, deah boys.  The
othahs will be here soon.’

Tom Merry & Co. trotted in.

It was teatime; but there were no
signs of tea in Study No. 6. The tahle
was spread with periodicals instead of a
table-cloth. Arthur Augustus seemed
rather busy; but not on the subjcet of
tpa

“Perhaps we could help!” suggesied
Monty Lowther. Lowther was hungry.
Arthur Augustus nodded.

“ ¥aas, wathah 1. he assented. I
twust you fellows wxli be able to help
vewy consldewa,bly

“TI start the fire, if youn like.”

“The fiah 17 1‘epeated Arthur Augus-
tus.

“Yes; you'll want a ﬁro won’t you 7%

“Not at all, deah boy.*”

“How are you going to hoil the
kettle?” inquired Manners.

“There will be no mnecessity to
the kettle, Mannahs.”

“Oh 1

“The othah fellows ought to be heah,”
said Arthur Augustus, glancing at the
clock., ‘T told Blake and Hewwies and
Dig not to be late; but the duffahs have
Eone out for a walk I thmk Figgins &

o, ought to be heah, too.?

“Quite 3 remarked
Merry.

“ Yaas, wathah!”

“yiel get on with clearing the table,
if you like,”

“Phe table is all wzght deah bay,”

=“Oh1” said Pom, rather puzzled,

“ Bai Jow’ ‘Heah - are
boundah :

boil

party 1? Tom

thos»4

Blake and Herries and Digby came in.
They looked rather grimly at their noble
study nrate.

““Not ready ?” demanded Blahe

‘mena & F‘o haven't come yet,

Blake.”
“Oh, bother Figgins & Co. We'll
hegin,’ . said Herries.

‘]m yoss, deah boy., All must be pwe-
sent,” answered Arthur Augustus firmly.

“Well Fatty Wynn at least won't be
late on an accasion like this,” remarked
Tom Merry.

“I twust not. I have told Figgins &
Co. iz a vewy important oceasion,” said
Arthur Augustus.

“ Where’ 8 the grub?

“Gwub ?

“Yes, gmb A%

“ What gwub?”

“¥ suppose we ean’t have a feed with-
out grub, can we?” ejaculated Blake,
staring at Arthur Augustus,

“You seem to be undah wathah a mis-
app\\xhenqmn Blake. We are not goin’
to have tea.’

“What !

“What!"” repeated the Tmnble Three,
like an echo.

“ My deah fellows—-"

Again there was a tramp of feet in
the passage, and three juniors arrived.
They were Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn, of
the New House. They came in with very
agreeahle smiles.

“Here: we are again,
announced Figgins. :

¥ am vewy glad to see you, Figgay.”

Fatty Wynn glanced round the study.
Like the earlier comers, he seemed sur-
prised to see no preparations for tea.

“ Waited for us, what ?’* he asked.

“Yaas, wathah 1

“ Awfully sorry to keep you waiting.
We ve on time, you know. Now we're
here we'll lend: you a hand,” said Fatty
Wynn briskly.
youi”?

“QC-ccaok ¥

“Yes, cook .’ Or is it a cold cellatmn e
asked Wynn.

“Bat Jove!

2

inquired Blake.

old top!”

All yeu feﬂrms seem tg

he undah a misappwehension,” said
Arthur Awngustns in perplexity. “Did |}
you sippose it was a feed I was agkin’
yon to?”

SHRPE .

S What? . . %

¥ ¥es, rather I
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“I am weally sowwy; it is a much
more lmpmtant mattah than a feed, deah
boys

"A more important atter than a
feed—at tea-time!” said Fatty Wynn, as
if he' eould hardly believe his ears.
“What on earth do you mean?”

“Paor ol«{ Gussy’s wandering m his
mind again,” remarked Jack Blake. “Heo

asks us all to a special feed, and then
fm gets all abeut it.”

Ba1 Jove! I asked you to a meetin’,
Blake.’

“You told us all to turn up at half.
past five sharp I”* exelaimed Fatty Wynn,
rather excitedly., “You said it was a
special accasion. Of ccurse we thought
it was a feed.” }

“Weally, Wynn—

“What the thump could we think?*
demanded Kerr.

“ Weally, Kerr——

“And at isn’t
Figgins.

“It is not a feed, Figgay.”

“Then what the merry f:htmdar is 1#.' =

“It’s a meetin’, deah boy.”

“ A—a—a meeting }’

“¥Yaas, wathah—a vewy important
meetin’ ,” said Arthur &uguatus D’Arey
impressively. “On a vewy impartant
subject. I am goin’ to addwess you-———”

Fatty Wynn blmhed at him.

“You're going to speechify?” he
gasped :

“That_is wathah a ewude way of de-
sewibin’ it, Wynn. I am goin® to addwess
you___u

“And what age we going to deo??

a feed"’ inquired

| voared Fatty \Vynn

“You are goin’ to listen, old chap.®”

o Llsten‘ My only hat! At tea-time!
When we’re hungry! We're going to
hear you chin-wag instead of having
tea I’ breathed Patty \Vynn. :

“Yaas. You see—-"2

*“Fathead I £ -

“ Weally, Wynn——' : T

“Of all the chumps ! sax‘d Fatty

“Of all the

“Bai Jove!
have p\plamed—-—

“You've evplam?d that theve isn’d
going to be a feed,” roared Fatty Wynn.,
“That will do ! This is. ane of your little ;
jokes; T suppose; what you Sehoo} Hovuse
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Fvery Wednesday,

duffers call a joke—asking a fellow toa
i‘amng -match when he’s hungry ! Bump
im
““Look heah, you New House boundah
Hands - off, you fathead. " "OH,

[ED

cwikey !V .
Figgins & Co. laid violent hands upon
the swell of the School House. They were
hungry, and- they were wrathy. “Arthur
Augustus’s little joke—if joke it was—
had a plentiful Iac]\ of apprecmnon flo'n
the hungry Jumors :
Bump ! :
““Yawoooh ! Help! Wescue !”
anel\ad Arthur Augustus, as hé sat
dazedly on the study carpet.
““That’s for- vour blessed practical
jokes!” snorted Fatty Wynn. “(‘ome

“*“’on you chaps—we've got to get tea.’

~Higgins & Co. - strode out, leaving
Arthur Augustus sxtting'on'the carpet,
* gasping for breath. TImportant as the
‘meeting was—according to the noble
Gussy—Figgins & Co.  evidently con-
sidered tea at tea-time,” more 1mpor'tant
still. And they vanished.

CHAPTER 2.
Up to Gussy!

66 H, cwumbs!”
Arthur Augustus D' Arcy picked
himself up breathlessly and

groped for his eyeglass.

His study-mates and the Terrible Three
of the Shell eyed him grimly. They were
strongly inclined to adopt the same
measures as the New House juniors.

“Oh, deah! The feahful wuffians! I
shall not allow those New House
boundahs to have a hand in the bizney

now !” gasped Arthur Augustus. el |
shall shut them wight out of it!”

“You utter®ass!” said Blake. “You
can get ready for another bvmp' You

begin chin-wagging when sve're fumished,
that's all 1”

“ Weally, Blake—"

T think we’d better be getting along,”
remarked Tom Merry: “ We've got an
invitation to tea in Talbot’s study, but
we gave Gussy“the prefmmce 1 think
we’ll give Talbot a look-in.

“Pway do not go, deah ‘)035'" ex-
claimed Arthur Augustus, in distress.
“Pway do not follow the example of
those New House wuffians! The mattah
is weally a vewy important one!”

“Rot!” remarked Blake.

Tom \Ierry hesitated.

“Well, we'll give you five minutes,
Gussy !’ he said generously ¢ All the
grub won't be gone in Talbot's studv in
five minutes, I dare say. What’s the
trouble?”

“I'm hungry!” announce d Herries.

“Weally, Hewwies, 1 wish you wouxd
not think so much about your inside!”
said Arthur *Auvgustus. = “I am not
thinkin’ of tea. The mattah I allude to
is one of the vewy gweatest impm'tnr\cc
to all of us!”

“What on earth is he burbling about?”
asked Blake, in wonder. “Get it off your
chest, Gussv ! We'll give you a hearing.”

“Cut it short, then!” grunted Herries.

Arthur Augustus jammed his eyeglass
into his noble eye, and picked up a
periodical from the table. It was rather
a_nicely-got-up paper, with a striking
picture on the cover.

“Look at that, dedh bov<"‘
impressively. -~

T'he juniors looked at it.

“Well?” said Tom.

*You see the title of that pupah“”

Tom Merry looked again.

“The GeM,” he said.
< “Yaas, wathah! Every stowy com-
plete, and evewy one a gem, you know,
said Arthur Augustus. “I suppose you

he said
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chaps have heard of ‘Mr. Martin
Clifford?”

“I've heard the name somewhere,”
said Herries. “Who is he""

““Woally, Hewwies :

“Well, who s demanded
Manners. 2

“ Martin Clifford, Mannahs, is the chap
who vewy kindly ‘chwonicles the doin’s
of the fellows at St. Jim’ s to entahtain
the Bwitish public.”

“Oh, one of those scribbling chaps!
}awned Herries.

“Not exactly, Hewwies. Mr, Clifford
does not scw:bb‘o—hc uses a_typew'itah,
I believe. He w’ites wathah well, though
sometimes, I must say, he does not tweat
a fellow with “eallv pwopah wespect.
He chwonicles the things that happen in
the school, you know, for the entahtain-
ment and instwuction of the public. I
am suah it does the public no end of good.
But—to come to the sewious part of the
mattah—it looks as.if the public are losin’
their good taste in mattahs of litewa-
turo 2

“Let 'em!”

“Pewusin’ this n.umbah of the papah,”
said Arthur Augustus, “I find the editah
wemarkin'  that the circulation iz

)

he?’

(13

dwoppin’.

““Let it drop !’ said Herries heartlessly.
‘“ Never mind, so long as we have tea!”

““That is not the pwopah way of lookin’
at it, Hewwies. - I suppose you would not
like Mr. Clifford to waste his sweetness
on the desert air, while his circulation
is collahed by that othah boundah, Fwank
Wichards?”

“ Blessed if it would Leep me awake o’
nights! Anyway, that’s his bizney, isn’t
it—not \o'lrs"’

“I am gom to make it my bizney,
Hewwies.’

¢ Oh, my hat!”

“That- is why I have called this
mectin’, deah boys,” said Arthur
Augustus, beaming upon his astonished
chums. “1 am goin’ to take it upon
myself to buck up the circulation of the
Gem!”

“Great pip!”

“That is why I am addwessin’ this
wepwesentative meetin® of St. Jim's
fellows. My ideah is that we should all
put our shouldahs to the wheel, and make
an effort, you kno\\'. I shall diwect the
opewations

¢ Oh, will yon?

= Xum, wathah! As a fellow of tact
and judgment, the leadahship natuwally
falls to me. I have been sketchin’ out
a little scheme for buckin” up the circu-
lation. no end, and I want youw fello“a
to back me up. We are not goin’ to
slack down in our efforts till the circula-
tion of the GEm is the biggest in the
kingdom !”

“Bow-wos !

“It is up to us
it is pro bono pubd(‘o--—

““Which?” !

“For the public good!" said Arthur
Augustus loftily. “There is no doubt
in any pv.opahh r'on:tltu'red mind that
this papah is cawwyin’ on a vewy gweat
work. By nawwatin’ the doin’s of weally
nice follows—us, you know—it is settin’
a vewy high example for the public to
follow. And behold the wesulis!” said
Arthur Augustus warmly. “ You can see
the wesults on all sides! Took at the
splendid way the chaps wallied wound to
beat the Huns! I attwibute the winnin’
of the war vewy largely to the manly and
ennoblm mﬂu(\nce of the GEM on the
wisin' genv\ ation !’

*Oh, my hat!”

“] have not scen this fact weferred to
in any of the speeches of the political
Johmne it is twue. But that is easily
e\plm‘uad Political johnnies nevah deal

o1

deah boys!

»

You see,

Three-halfoence, 8

in facts, you see. They take the cwedit
to themselves. Cheeky asscs, you know !
But, to come to the point-

“Oh you're really coming to a pomt"”
asked Monty Lowther.

“Yaas, wathah, if I am not contmually
mtewwupted by asinine  wemarks,
Lowthah! I have dwawn up a scheme
for buckin’ up the c.x‘culatlon of this vewy
admiwable papah.”

Arthur Augustus pxcked up a sheet
of impot paper from the table, and pro-
ceeded to read it to his grinning chums.

“Firstly, evewy chap heah makes it a
wule, when he mcets anothah chap, to
ask him if he is a w eaduh of the GEM.
And; if not, why not7

“Hear, hear'” :

“Then as soon as it can he aww anged,
wo go for a twip in a Handley »Pago i

“Good !”

£ And dwop (opnes of the GEM all ovah

the place.

6‘(),1,11”

“Thn‘dh, we. can advertise the GEM
by - pinnin’ copies ~ on the backs of
pW ornment people, like the Head—"

And the Housemaster——""

€ c)h !‘7

“ And the policeman at Rylcombe——"

**Phew!”

“And the Mayor of Wayland, if we
can get at him.”

*Heg, bz, hat”

“In all these stunts, deah boys, you

can help.”

“I can sce myself pinning a copy of
the GEM, or anything else, on the Head's
back !” grinned Blake. ‘I don’t think!”

“It would be a vewy effective adver-
tisement, Blake. It would make the
whole school talk about the papah.”

“They’d probably talk about the flog-
gu'g 1 should get, too.

T twust, Blake, that you are not goin’
to swerve fwom the path of dutay on
account of a twiflin’ lickin’ !”

“Well, I'll leave you the job of stick-
ing it on the Head, Gussy!

“ Ahem! 7\13 dutay is chiefly leadah-
ship—plannin’, you  know. Gweat
ge'newals nevah go mto action. They

wemain at the base layin’ gweat schemes,
you know, while the Tommies pulvewise
the enemy. You can wegard yourselves
as Tommies, you see, and me as a field-
marshal.”

“I don’t thirk!”

“If you are goin’ to argue, Bhl\e——

“I'm going to have tea, 1f you've done
wagging your chin, (xussy

“T am not quite ﬁmshed yet. While
vou fellows are cuwwym out my diwec-
tiong, I am go‘n to _put in some bw '\m
work. I'am goin’ to see Martin Clifford.”

“Wha-a-at?”

“I wegard that as needful. You see,
my idealr is that Martin Clifford w equmhs
buckin’ up, as well as the papah 1 have
often thought T could w'ite, if I had
time!” said Arthur Augustus modeeﬂv

“Write?” said’ Blake dazedly.

“Yaas, I am thinkin’ of callin’ on-
Martin Clifford, and offerin’ to give I him
some tips about w'itin’ the stowies in a
\\athah qupe“mh mantiah.”

“Hag, ha, hal”

“1 w eallw see no cause for laughtah in
that x\emazl\, deah.boys. Now, we are
goin’ to set to w ork Fortunately, T
have a fivah in hand.”

“Then we’ 11 have something rather
good for tea.’
“Never mind tea, He\»m s, oo Fcam

thu king of the Gem.”
“PBlow the Gem! Let’s have tea.”
“Wats! I am goin’ to ordah an
enormous numbah of copies, first of all,
as a pweliminawy step, you know. You
fellows can hand ovah all the cash you
Tap Gea Lisrary.—No. 608,



happen to have, to add to my fivah, 1
shall wequiah evewy pennay. Pway do
not go, Mannahs.” <

But Manners was gone.

“Tom Mewwy—Lowthah!”

But they were gone, too.

Arthur Augustus cast a puzzled glance |

after them.

“Bai Jove! What on earth have
those fellows run away suddenly for, like
that?” he ejaculated. -

“1. wonder!” grinned Blake. *“I1
wonder, too, whether Talbot would like
some more guests to tea. Let'’s try.”

“Good idea,” said Herries.

“YWeally, you fellows, I have a gweat
.deal more to say: e

“Say on, old top!” said Blake from
ihe passage.. “Triy to get finished by the
time we come back.”

“You uttah ass!”

~Blake & - Co. vanished, Arthur
\ugustus frowned majestically. Con-
sidering the vast importance of the

matter he had taken in hand, he was
guite shocked at the want of enthusiasm
on the part of his chums., They really
did not seem to care whether the circula-
tion of the GEM was at its zenith or at its
nadir. It was really-too bad. .

“Bai  Jovel!” murmured Arthur
Augustus.  “I shall have to bwing thoss
houndahs up to the scwatch, somehow.
I am certainly goin’ to see this thing
thwough. Tt weally depends on me.

Aftah tea—- Bai Jove! I forgot there

1s nothin’ for tea! s
Arthur Augustus paused and reflected.
There was a whole fiver in his pocket,

and he was tempted to visit the tuck-

shop and change it there. But he
heroically resisted the temptation.
That fiver was to be devoted to the

good cause. It was up to Gussy to.teach
by ecxample as well as by precept—a

method of instruction which is often
sadly neglected by great men.

And, leaving the fiver in his pocket,
Arthur Augustus meandered along the
Fourth Form passage in search of an
wvitation to tea.

CHAPTER 3.
Trying it on.

(1] ON Dieu! Mais c’est drole!”
Mounsieur Morny, the
French master of St. Jim’s,

made that remark to himself
the following day after lessons.

Mossoo was walking in the quadrangls,
onjoymgi the fresh air. Under the old
elms, Arthur Augustus D’Arcy had
bumped into him for a moment, and
retived, after profase apologies. And
Mossoe walked on, blissfully unconscious
of the fact that there was a sort of kite’s
tail attached to his coat behind. It was
eomposed of four or five copies of ‘the
Gy, pinned together, and it fluttered
gaily behind the French gentleman as he
walked.

Naturally, that
attracted attention.

Monsieur Morny did not see it, not
being blessed with eyes in the back of his
bead ; but everybody else saw it,

Mossoo was rather an important little
gentleman, and he had a rather im-
portant little strut. He never forgot
that he had served his time in the French
army, and he still retained a military air,
which was just a trifle comic in a little,
fat gentleman, with a tight morning-coat.
People often smiled sweetly when they

unusual adornment

met Moszoo on his walks abroad, which |

bad given Monsgieur Morny the impres-

sion that the English, cold as they were

supposed to be, were a very cheery and

good-humoured sort of people. But now
Tae Gem Lisrary.—No. 608,

‘Shell, and they chuckled.
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the persons in the quadrangle were not
smiling, they were laughing. =~

. Monsieur Morny could not
noticing it.

He passed Racke and Crooke of the
He passed
Levison, Clive, and Cardew, of the
Fourth, and they chortled. He passed
Figgins & Co. of the New House, and
they almost exploded. Knox of the Sixth

rinned at him ; Cutts of the Fifth nearly
%owled. And the countenance of the
little French gentleman grew pinker and
pinker as he continued his promenade.

Monsieur Morny was very punctilious
in exacting the respect that was due to
him, and this certainly was not respect-
ful.” When he came on D’Arcy minor,
Reggie Manners, and Levison minor, of
the Third, all three of the fags shrieked.
And Mossoo bore down on them with
wrath in his fiery eye.

“Stop!” he exclaimed. as the three
fags were bolting, “Halt—la! Sheeky
garcons, you laff, isn’t 1t7”

“L-l-laugh, sir!” stammered Wally
D’ Azrcy.

“Vy for you laff?”

“Ahem! I—we—hum—ah—-'

“You sall tell me because!”’ exclaimed
Monsieur Morny angrily. ‘‘ Ozzervise, I
reports you to Form-master—oh, yes!
You have impudence to laugh me at ze
nose.”

“We—we didn’t laugh at your nose,
sir!” gasped Levison minor.

“Ven I say laugh me at ze nose, I do
not mean laugh at ze nose, young
donkey!” said Monsieur Morny lucidly.
“1 demand zat you answer vy for you sall
laugh.”

“Oh, ah—hem——"

“Js 1t zat my tie he is not straight?”

“Siraight as a die, sir !” gasped Wally.

“Vat for ze—— Come back !” shouted
Mossoo.  “Zat you comes back viz
you at vunce!”

But the fags were gone.

Monsicur Morny came very near pur-
suing them with uplifted walking-stick,
but he refrained. Dignity came before
vengeance. He walked on, with his chin
well up, “pride in his port, defiance in
his eye,” as the poet has observed.

He came on Grundy of the Shell, and
was surprised and relieved to find that
Grundy was not laughing. - Grundy,
having met him full face, could not see
the trail of Geus that dangled behind
Mossco.

“ Mon garcon !*’ said Mossoo.

“Yes, sir?” said George
Grundy.

“Is it zat zere i3 somezings odd viz
me?”’ asked Mossoo. “Zere is perhaps
some spot of black on my nose, isn't
it?”

“No, sir,” said Grundy, with a stare.

“T4 is tres drole, zat everybody he laff
viz himself ven I pass by,” said Monsieur
Morny. “Js somezins wrong viz me,
Grundy ?”

Grundy looked him over.

“(Can’t see anything, sir,”

* Zat is verree strange, Vy for sall ze
garcons laugh, zen?’ exclaimed the
puzzled French master.-

Grundy felt himself called upon to
make a suggestion.
very tactful youth.

“P’p’aps its the way you walk sir?” he

suggested.
< 99

help

’

Alfred

“Vou strut a bit, sir; that may be
it"’

“Mon Dieu!”

“T¢’s a bit comic, if you ask me, sie,”
said Grundy fatuously.

Grundy was surprised the next
moment. Monsieur Morny grabbed him
by one ear and pulled it—hard! Evi-

Grundy was not a |

NOW 0f
SALE‘.“

dently Grundy’s kind suggestions had

“not gratified him.

“Yaroooh!” roared Grundy, 'in sur-
prise and wrath, “Wharrer you at?
Leggo! Yow-ow-woooop!”

“ You sheeky young rascal!”’

“You asked me, didn’t you?” yelled
Grundy indignantly. ‘Leggo my ear!
What did you ask me for, if you didn’t
want me to tell you? It's jolly comie, if
you want to know, the way you strut,
sir. Yaroooooooh!” :

Grundy jerked his ear away. Monsieur
Morny strode on, with knitted brows, and
then the Shell fellow saw the trail of

‘dangling GEMS.

“Ha, ha,-ha!*”

Monsieur Morny spun round. .

“Vat! I catch you, isn't it?
you laff: = : =

“Ha, ha, ha!” velled Grundy. .

Then he dodged as Monsieur Morny
swung up his walking-stick, and fled.
The French gentleman breathed hard.

“Zis is not to endure !” he murmured.
“Ma foi! Ze next one zat sall permit
himself to laugh at me at ze nose, I smite
him, isn’t it?”

The next one was Herr Schneider, the
German master. There was no love lost
between the Herr and Mossoo, which was
natural ° enough, considering  their
nationalities. And as the fat German
master caught sight of Mossoo with his
dangling adornment, he burst into a roar.
" “Haw, haw, haw! Mein Gott! Haw,
Haw 17

Monsieur Morny’s eyes flashed, and
he strutted up to Herr Schneider like an
enraged turkey-cock.

;Y_C.‘s?‘"‘

“Ah! You laff, isn’t it?” he ex-
claimed.

“ Haw, haw!”

“Monsieur, vous etes cochon alle-

mand !”’ roared Monsieur Morny. *You
are one German peeg!”

Now, Mongieur Morny was really
speaking the truth; but there are some
natures to whom the truth is disagree-
able. Herr Schneider’s was one of them.
His fat face crimsoned.

He shook a fat fist at Mossoo.

“You speak to me like tat?” he ejacu-
lated. ““You call me names, nicht wahr ?
You are pig-dog, mein Herr!”

“Seelerat!”
<ot Hamd 1

“Coquin !”

“Dummlkopf "

“TLache !”

“ Gentlemen, gentlemen!” exclaimed
Mr. Railton, the School Housemaster,
hurrying up to interrupt that exchange of
compliments- in  French and German.
“Gentlemen! You forget yourselves!
Silence, please!”

“ Zat Sherman peeg——"

“Tat Franzosisch plockhead—""

“Ts it zat I am to be laff 7 shrieked
Monsienr Morny, in great excitement.
“Je suis Francais—jetais soldat
rit au nez! Is it zat I sall endurc zat?
Jamais, monsieur !”

“Calm yourself, sir!"” said Mr. Railton
soothingly. “You must expect some
merriment, sir, if you walk in the quad.
rangle with a kite’s tail attached to your
coat: e

MR :

“Herr Morny, Sie sind ein Dumms-
kopf—"*

“Scelerat !

“Qilence !” exclaimed Mr. Railton
sharply. “Another word, and I shall
report this to the Head ! Herr Schneider,
kindly retire! Monsieur Morny, you
have a kite’s tail—""

Monsieur Morny whisked round to

ook.

h.’I‘he tail of GEms whisked round with
im.
There was a yell of laughter from all

on me -
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A tall gentleman rose from a revolving—cﬁair ta> great the St. Jim'’s juniors.

inquired D’Arcy, bowing politely over his siik hat.
i the pleasure of speaking to Master D’Arcy, of St. Jim's 7"

¢ The sama 1’ replled tha tali gentleman gravely.

‘i The Editor of the ‘Gam’*? "
¢ Havs
(Ses chapter 6.)

directions.. Morsieur chasing his tail like
a cat was irresistible.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

o bl

b chas e 1)

“Silence !” exclaimed Mr. Railten,
frowning—though he found it rather diffi-
cult to frown just then. “Monsieur—
allow me =

The Housemaster unhooked the fish-
hook that fastened the tail of Gams to

Mossoo’s coat. Monsieur Morny gared
at it blankly. He understood now.
“Mon . Dieu! Maintenant je ccm-

prends!” he gasped. ‘‘Somevun hab tie
zat ridiculous zing to my coat, isn’t it?
Zat is D’Arcy, zen—I feel him tooch
me in back ven he run into me—"

“T will -speak to D’Arcy!” said Mr.
Railton severely. “VYou need have ro
doubt, monsieur, that the perpetrator of
this trick will be adequately punished!”

Mr. Railton strode into the School
House with the string of GeMS in his
hand. He called to Tom Merry in the
passage.

“Merry! Kindly find DfAvey and send
him to my study at once!”

9 1 es, Sll 12

In five
D’Arcy

minutes Arthur Augustus
entered the Housemaster's
study. He entered it in some trepidation.
Flis first step had been a great success—
the GeEm had been brought very promi-
nently to the notice of half St. Jim’s.
But the swell of the Fourth was rather
doubtful as to how Lis Housemaster
would receive his explanation.

Ag a matter of fact, Mr. Railton did not

receive the explanation at all. He held
up the string of papers.

-, “D’Arcy, did you attach this to Mon-
sleur Momy s coat?

“Yaas, sir! I—

"'Uveu kold out your hand !™

“If you please, sir, my weas

“Hold out your hand at once !

“ Certainly, sir, but my weason

S IE you do not immediately obey me,
D’Axcy, I shall report you to the Head
for a flogging!”

“Oh, bai Jove!”

Swish, swish, swish, swish!

“ Wow-wow-wow-wow !

“You may go, D’Arcy! Not a word!
And if anything of the kind occurs
ﬂcrwinv—w’

“Wow-wow

Arther Aurruxiuﬂ D'Arey seemed to be
trying to fold himself up like a pocket-
knife, as he left the Housemaster’s study.
His chums met him in the passage
pathetic but gunmn;:{ -

“Caught it 7" _asked Blake.

“Yow-ow! Yaas, wathah!”

“Well, you asked for it, you kunow
remarked Lowther comfortingly.

“Yow-wow-wow !

“The Head next, I suppese?’ grinned
Blake. “He “ould look no end funny
with a string of Grums trailing behind his
gown !”’

“He, hoha 12

“Oh, cwikey ! On :econd thoughts, deah
boys—ow-ow !-—1 wathah think that it is
not a vewy good stunt—yow-ow-ow l—and
I don't think I shall twy it on the

i3

12

Head !” gxoaned Arthur Angustus.
And he didn’t

CHAPTER 4,
Gams Wanted.
you arel”

66 H, there ; ;
Blake.
It was Saturday afternoon,

and Blake & Co. had decided to
spend that half-holiday on a long bike
spin. And after dinner, Arthur Augustus
D’ Arcy had been left in Study No. 6,
still _conning over ways and means for
fmt‘xerino his new stunt, while Blake &
Co. blowrhf the bicycles ‘out. And when
Blake looked in the study for him he had
disappeared.

Whereat Blake snorted wrathfully, and
proceeded in search of his ncble chum.
He inquired for him rizht and left, ard
up and down, and round about. Trimble
had seen him in the passage—Durrance
had seen him on the staircase—and Julian
had seen him bpeal\mo’ to Kildare of the
Sixth. To Kildare, therefore, Blake hied
himself, and learned that the swell of St.
Jim’s had requested permission to use ﬂwe
telephone in the plefect
request which the $St. Jim’s (aptam }md
granted. And Blake hurried off to the
pl"%ct s room, by that time in a rather
excited state, and prepared to punch the
atistocratic mnose of Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy for giving so much trouble.

Arthur Augustus was at the telephone,
He did not answer Blake's gruff greet-
ing; he was busy speaking into the trans-
mitter.

“ Blankley’s—is that Blankley’s, Way-
land? Vewy good!”

“Gussy ! howled Blake.

Twe Grum Lisrarv.—No. 603,
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“Pway shut up & minute! Are you
there- Bai Jove! No, I was not
addwessin’ you—I was addwessin’ a sillay
ass- - who was intewwuptin® me! All
wight! I am D’Arey—at St. Jim’s, you
know—you know me——""

“Gussy 17 yelled Blake.
ing I

< All wight; T don’t mind your waltin’,

lake. Are you there? I want you to
send me some GEMg !” :

Blake stocd still. He understood now.
Arthur Augustus was attending to busi-
ness.  He came along to listen at the
shone, wondering what the young
b at the World’s mporium would say
in reply. Blankley’s at Wayland was a
vig stores, and Gussy was a well-known
istomer theve.

* Yes, sir I” came the reply from Blank-
ley’s. “Certainly, sir! I will put you on
to our jeW(:Ilery department.”

7 :

hat V’

“We're wait-

“Jewellery = department, sir — one
nn‘x‘mte, sir 1 -
Bnt weally—  Bai Jove, he’s
gone 1”7

“Ha, ha, ba!” roared Blake.

Arthur Augustus locked at Blake over
the receiver, with a puzzled expression.

hat young man appeabs wathah

dence,” he remarked. “Why the thump
1s -he puttin’ me on to the jewellery
department 77’

*“You asked for gems, fathead!”

“But the GeM is a papah- Hallo !
Here he is!?
A volce came through from the

jewellery department at Blankley’s.
“Yes, sir—Master D’Arcy 77

“Yaas, wathah! I wequiah 2 numbah

f Gemg——"

“Certainly, sir. What gems do you
2

prefer? A diamond tie-pin—-’
r"Bz}x Jove! No. I am not in want
of a tie-pin at pwesent.””
“A wrist-watch, perhaps-
Ty
I\nu at all < E
AT 7 :
Ahem ! What are you needing, then,

LT

8ir [

”
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“T wequiah some GCa&ms—"’

“Do you refer to unset stones, sir?”
asked the puzzled assistant,

“Bai Jove! This is weally vewy
peculiah! T have heard of a chap who
azked for bwead and they offahed him
a stone; but I nevah heard of bein’
offahed stones when askin’ for a papah!”

“I did not catch that, sir. Would you
mind repeating it?” came over the wires.

“I do not wequiah any stones, young
man; 1 wequiah about a thousand
GEng.” s

“ EI]?!,

“Pway send me a thousand GEuMs.”

“ A—a—a thousand?”’

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Wha-a-at sort of gems, sir?”

“This week’s numbah {”’

“ 1‘)}1?5)

“ Any Gems will do, in fact—and a few
¢ Magnets,” if you like.”

“ Mum-mum-magnets?”

“Yaas!l”

“Your must apply to the ironmongery
department for magnets. We do not
keep them in this department. As for
gems, you must specify exactly what
gems you require, and what you are pre-
pared to pay for them,” said the young
man at Blankley’s somewhat testily.

“Thwee-halfpence each, of course!”

“ Wha-a-at7”

“That is the pwesent pwice, owin’ to
the war, you know,” said Arthur Augus-
tug.

“Are you joking, sir? We have no
gems at that price, or anything like it!"”

“I twust, sir,  that you are not
pwofiteewin’ on the Grm!” exclaimed
Arthur Augustus sternly. “Bai Jove!
That would account for the circulation
goin’ down. I shall certainly insist upon
havin’ my copies of the GEM at thiwee-
halfpence each! Kindly put the ordah
in hand at once, and send me all the
papahs as soon as poss—-—""

“Papers 7"’

“Yaas, wathah!”’

“ Are you alluding to a paper?”
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“Gweat Scott!
I was alludi’ to?’
~*You sald gems i

‘“Weally, this is too bad! The Gz is
the name of the papah!” shouted Arthur

,What did you think

Augustus. into the receiver. “Got
that1” : :
“Oh,. you require our book-selling

department !’
Whirrirr |
“Now, isn’t this weally too bad?”

exclaimed Arthur Augustus, in great ex-
asperation.  * The uttah ass is puttin’

me on to anothah department!”
“The bikes are waiting,” said Blake.
“ Bothah the bikes! Qh, here we are!
Hallo! Are you Blaukley’'s booksellin’
department? Vewy good! I wequiah
a thousand copies of the Grm. I pwe-

sume that you know the papah is thwee« -~

halfpence, and worth thwee-and-six, you

kuow. Yaas, I wequiah a thousand
copies. Send them to the school in a
bundle. Wight-ho!”

Arthur Augustus rang off, satisfied
that his order was through at last. He
did not rise from the telephone chair,
however. He began to look up num-
bers in a directory.

“ What’'s the game now?” demanded
Blake.

“I am goin’ to telephone to all the
newsagents in the distwict,” explained
Arthur Augustus. “ Ordahs by telephoue
will encouwage them to keep the Gz,
you know.”

“And are we going to wait while
you do it?” roared Blake.

“Yaas, exactly 1” :

“1 don’t think!” Blake grasped his
noble chum by the collar and jerked him
out of the chair. 22

“Kim on!
“Welease me, you uttah ass!”
“Ilerries! Dig!” shouted Blake.
His chums came in from the passage.
“ Lend me a hand with this chump!”

s2id Blake.  “Take his arms, and T'll

help him from behind with my boot !

Now, then!”

“Right-ho !”

“Yawoooh! Welease me, you uttah
asses, I pwotest—I wefuse—yooop!”’

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy departed with
Herries and Dig grasping his arms.
There was no help for it. He ex-
postulated against going in wrathful
tones; but he went.

& gave him only one helping witn

Then be turned back to the

telephone ; and as Gussy disappeared with

Herries and Dig, he rang up the stores

at Wayland.

“ Blankley's—bookselling department—
right ! Order just given for a thousand
AEMS to be delivered to D’Arcy at St.
Jim’s. Hold the order over till you hear
further—the papers not wanted just yet.
Right-ho! Good-bye!” :

And Jack Blake rang off, and followed
his chums, with a cheery grin on his face.
He found Herries and Dighy and Arthur
Augustus in the guad—Gussy in a state
of frowning wrath.

“L wegard you as slackin’ asses, all
thwee of you!’* he exclaimed heatedly.
“ Business before pleasnah is the wule;
and I have made it my bizney to buck
up the circulation of the GEM—"

“Coms ofz 1" >

“ Weally, Blake——" :

“Chuck him on his bike!”” said Blake.
“T’ll tie his feet to the pedals—-"

“I wefuse to have my feet tied to the
pedals, you uttah ass! Howevah, I will
dome.”’

And Gussy came. The chums of Study
No.: 6 started together on their spin,
and Gussy’s frowns gradually died away.

“Aftah all, T have made a good be-
gitnin’,” he remarked at last. “There
will be a thousand Grus delivahed by
Blankley’s in a day or two. That ought
to buck up the circulation of the Grm
this week, deah boys!”

P
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Whereat Jack Blake smiled sweetly—
but said nothing. DBut he certainly
thought that the GEM circulation would
remain in a drooping condition if it did
not improve before those thousand Grus
arrived from Blankley’s.

CHAPTER 5.
Follow your Leader!

64 OU fellows comin’?”
Tom Merry glanced up in-
quiringly as D’Arcy of the

Fourth put that question. The
Terrible Three had come out after dinner
on Wednesday, and were airing them-

selves in the doorway of the School|
« House while discussing what was to be

déiie with the afternoon. A light rain
was falling in the quadrangle, and Mr.
Rateliff could be seen in the distance
navigating with an umbrella up. The
outlook was not encouraging for a half-
holiday.

“(Coming where?” asked Tom.

“T am goin’ for a wun in a cah——"

¢ Beloved youth!” exclaimed Monty
Towther, falling in Gussy’s arms on the
spot. *“Say those sweet words again!”

“Towthah, you uttal ass, you are
wufflin’ my necktie—"

“What matters necktie at a moment

like this? Come to my arms, and let
me hug thee—"
“I wegard you as an ass, Lowthah!

If you fellows would like to come for
a wun in the cah———""

¢ Hurrah !” :

Arthur Augustus had solved the prob-
lem of what was to be done with the
afterncon. Blake & Co. came downstairs
with their coats on.

“These chaps are comin’,” said Arthur
Augustus. “I asked the patah to send
the big Wolls-Woyce, so there will be
lots of woom. Bettah put your ceats on.
Put on your toppahs, too—the cah will

be closed, so the wain will not hurt
them.”

“What’s in the wind?” asked Tom
Merry."

Blake shrugged his shoulders.

“Blessed if 1 know!” he answered.
“Gussy’s asked his pater to let us have
the big car for the afternoon, and the
dear old gent has consented——"

“ Weally, Blake—-"

¢“The nobby old sport has consented, 1
mean. And it's at the gates now, sunort-
ing like one o’clock,” said Blake. *I
don’t know where we're going. I don't
suppose Gussy does, -you know.”

“Wathah, deah boy!”

“Well, where are we going, then?” in-
quired Tom Merry.

Arthur Augustus smiled mysteriously.

“T will tell you when we get there!”
he answered. “ You are goin’ to see a
vewy nice gentleman, and I am goin’ to
get the addwess of anothah gentleman.
That is all T am going to tell you at
pwesent.”’

“My hat!”

“T was goin’ to scattah Grais all along
the woad to London, only, somehow, they
have not awwived fwom Blankley’s,”” said
Arthur Augustus.

“London !”’ shouted all the juniors
together. “‘ Are we going to London?”

“T will tell you pwesently, deah boys;
for the pwesent is a scewet.”

S Haha ha!”

“ Weally, deah boys, I sec no occasion
for cacklin’. Pway get your coats on,
and don't forget to sport your toppahs.
It is a wathah special occasion.”

‘“All serene!”

Tom Merry & Co. were puzzled, but
they were more than willing to spend
that half-holiday buzzing along in a
big car. It was only Arthur Augustus
who had such resources to call upon on
a rainy day. In five minutes the seven
juniors were packed in the big Rolls-

round them with much interest.
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Royce, all of them sporting their toppers
as a concession to the great Gussy.

“Wobinson |’ said Arthur Augustus to
the chauffeur.

““VYes, sir!”

‘“ Pway let her wip, Wobinson. - We
have got to get back to-night, you know,
or there will be a wow. But pway don’t
kill anybody on the woad—we have 1o
time for inquests now.”

¢ Right, sir!”

And the big car started, Tom Merry
& Co. noted that Gussy had a bundle in
his hand. He opened it as the automo-
bile wheeled away towards Rylcombe.
Half-a-dozen copies of the GEM were re-
vealed.

“1 was goin’ to scatter GEmS all the
way up!” said Arthur Augustus. “Only
those uttah duffahs at Blankley's——
What are you gwinnin’ at, Blake?”

“Those uttah duffahs at Blankley’s,
old top,” answered Blake blandly. “So
they haven't delivered yvour GrEmg?”

“Not yet; I wonder why!”

“] wonder !” murmured Blake.

“Howevah, I have got these copies,
and I am goin’ to thwow them out at
favouwable moments,” said Arthur
Augustus.  “I wegard that as a vewy
nobbey ideah. I have a feelin’, you
know, that I was weally born to be a
gweaft advertisah,  When I leave school,
I may talke it up as a business. I shall
pwobably ask for a job as managin’
diwectah of a publicity firm or somethin’,
I ses nothin’ whatevah to gwin at in
that wemark, Lowthah. I can assuah
vou that if T were editah of the GEy, the
circulation would not have dwopped.”

“More likely it would have crashed!”
murmured Lowther.

“Weally, vou ass

“We're going, and no mistake,” re-
marked Manners.

The big Roils-Royce was eating up the
miles. Rainy roads and green woods,
hamlets and villages and towns, fleeted
by. Robinson was doing his best, and
the miles fled under the flashing wheels.

1]

{ Fortunately there were no casualties.

London lay before the juniors at last.
Tom Merry & Co. had certainly not ex-
pected to find themselves in the
metropolis  that day, and they looked
Robin-
son had to slow a little as the car entered
streets instead of country roads.

“Bai Jove! Ieah's a chance!” ejacu-
lated Artbur Augustus.

He picked up his roll of GEums.

The car had slacked for a moment or
two, and Arthur Augustus sighted three
or four little ragged boys loitering on the
kerbstone. They looked at the car, and
one of them, a cheeky-looking youth of
about twelve, put a soiled thumb to a
soiled nose, and extended four soiled
fingers in playful greeting to Gussy as
he looked cut. But Gussy did not heed.
He hurled his bundle of GEMS among the
youths,

Gussy’s intentions were good. His in-
tentions, in fact, were always of the very
best kind. He meant to introduce these
dilapidated. youths to gocd and healthy
literature by the presentation of free
copies of the Gem. Nothing could have
been kinder. It was simply ill-luck that
the bundle of papers smote the nearest
vouth full on the nose, and caused him
to sit down on-the pavement in a state of
great astonishment.

“Yooop!” came in a roar from the
injured youth. ‘ Wharrer you chucking
at me for? Yah!” :

“Bai Jove!”

The ragged youth picked himself up
and dashed after the car. Traffic ahead
compelled Robinson to go slow, and the
ingensed youth, reached the car, and
shook a grimy fst at Arthur Augustus’
astonished face.

Three;kalfpence. T

“Yah!” he roared. ~*Chucking things
at me, wot? Yah”

“My deah chap!” gasped Arthur
Augustus. “I—— Yawooocoop !”
In his anxiety to explain, Arthur

Augustus leaned from the window. The
grimy youth saw hig opportunity, and he
gave Arthur Augustus’ silk topper a
crashing blow on the crown.

Crunch!

“Oh, ewumbs!

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The grimy youth chuckled and backed
off, what time Arthur Augustus sat down
in the car, spiuttering.  He clutched
at his hat, striving to extricate his head
therefrom. The car put on speed again,
leaving the ragamuffins howling with
laughter—an indulgence which Tom
Merry & Co. also permitted themselves.

“Bai Jove! The howwid young was-
cal!” gasped Arthur Augustus, as he
extricated his head at last. -

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I}e misundahstcod  me, you

Yoopt! Yarooooh!™

know

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors.

“Pway stop cacklin’, you feahful
asses! Look at my hat! 1t is wuined!
Oh, ewumbs!”

And  Arthur Augustus sadly  and
sedulously polished his damaged topper
as the Rolls-Royce rsn on into busy
streets, ;

CHAPTER 6.
Calling on the Editor,

OM Merry locked from the car
“Hallo, this is Fleet Street!”

he exclaimed.
“Yaas, wathah!”
¢What the thump are we going to do
in Fleet Strect?” exclaimed Blake.

“Nothin’ at all, deah boy!”

“ Does the shover know where to go

¢“Oh, yaas!”

Robinson evidently had his directions,
for the car turned into Farringdon Street.
The juniors blinked at Arthur Augustus.
Why he had brought them into the heart
of the London newspaper world they
could not even guess.

he Rolls-Royce stopped at last at a
wuge building.

“We stop here?” asked Tom Merry,
mystified.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“What show “is this?”

“ Fleetway House, deah boys!”

*“Oh, crumbs!”

Robinson alighted and opened the door,
Tom Merry & Co. crowded out cn the
pavement in a state of great wonder.
They  were aware that the Fleetway
House was the headquarters of the
publishors of the GEm, of course, but
why they were there they could not
guess.

“ Now, deah boys,” said Arthur Augus-
tus benignly, * you know where you are.
We are goin’ to call on the editah of
the GEM.”

“Q0h, Jerusalem!
us?”’ howied Blake. -

“Pwobably not. That dces not make
any diffewence. ITo is bound to be glad
to see us, as we-are takin’ up the mattah
of the circulation of the Gem for him.
Are you comin’ in with me, old tops?”

“Well, my hat!” said Tom Merry.
“Look here, Gussy, you ass—""

“You had bettah come in,” said
Arthur Augustus. *1 may wequah your
assistance.”

[ Eh ? 1

“] may as well woeveal to you, deah
boys, the weason of this call on the
editah. I am goin' to learn the addwess
of Mr.. Martin Clifford: I twust the
editah will give it to me fweely. bus
if he does not—-""

“Well, if he does not—" =

Tue GeM Lisrary.—NO. 608,
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#In that case,” said Arthur Augustus

rkly, ' I may wequiah assistance. - You

d bettah all come in. I may wequiah
you all, as I believe.the editah is a
wathah hefty (hap"’

‘‘Oh, dear !”” gasped Blake.

“0Of course, T do not want you to be
wuff-with- him,” said Arthur Augustus.
¢ But he has got to tell me Mr. Clifford’s
addwess; I have some vewy plam we-
marks to malke to that gentleman.  If
it 18 necessawy. to.use dwastic meamres,
go as easy as possible, as I do not wish
to be wuff on-a chap who has been away
fightin’ the Huns. Follow me!”

Arthur Augustus led the way up the
steps, followed by his chums, in a rather
dazed frame of mind.

Arthur Augustus Jed his flock through
the swing- doom and was stopped by a
commissionaire, who  inquired. _his
'busmeﬂs ;

“My business is with the editah of
the .GEnm!” explained Arthur Augustus
cheerfully.  “Pway send in my name—
D’ Arcy—Arthur Augustus. DArcy, of
St. Jim’s, and fwiends.”

“Pray, step into the w altm;r room,
geut‘lemon fa

The gentlemen stopped into the wait-
ing-room.

Tom Merry & Co. looked at one
another while they waited, wondering a
little what the editorial gentleman would
think of this invasion.

seemed to have no doubts, however. He

eriticised the pictures on "the “walls with
the "air of a connoisseur, till a-lad in
uniform came to conduct the vmtors to
the lift.

Up went the Lift, with seven St. Jim's
juniors and their conductor in it.
they were piloted along passages to a
big door, at which their guide knocl\erl

The door was thrown open.

A tall gentleman rose from a revolving-
chair tO greet “his visitors. - Arthur
Augustus bowed to him politely over his
silk hat.

“The editor of the GEM?”

*“The same!” replied the tall geutle-
man gravely.
speaking tor Master
Jim’s?”’

& “Yaas, wathah!
tewwuptin’ you.” .

“I am always busy,” replied the editor

of the Geu, “‘but on an’ occasion like this,

D’Arcy, of St.

I twust I am not in.

9

business, naturally, fades into the back-
y,
ground.”
“Yaas, of course,” assented Arthur

Augustus unsuspiciously. “Pway allow
me to intwoduce my fwiends.”

“This is a pleasure I have long looked
forward to,” siid the editor of the GEmM
graciously.

Tom Merry & Co.
turn.

“Perkins!” rapped out the tall gentle-
man. %

“Yessir 7’

“Place chairs for. the young gentle-
men !”

“Yessir. Certainly, sir! But—-"

“Well, why don’t you place the chairs,
Perkins?”

The office vouth wheeled a swivel-chair
over, and followed it up with a couple of
others Then he paused. The visitors
mvmbeu,d seven, and the edumnl
sanctum did not boast that number of
chairs.

“Please don’t trouble, sir!”

were presented in

said Tom

Meuv
“Not at all ’ murmured Blake.
“Not a hit,” said- Arthur Aungustus.

“These fellahs don’t mind standin’.”
And Arthur Augustus sat down.
“I can sit on Gussy’s knees all right,”
remarked Monty Lowther.
“Bai Jove! You cannot do anythin’ of
Tur Cey LiBrary.—No. 608.

Arthur Augustus |
‘am goin’

Then |

he inquired. |

“Have 1 the pleasure of | '§

the sort, Lowthah! T wefuse to have the
knees of my twousahs wumpled V%

“My- dear young friends, Perkins . is
eqna} to the occasion,” said the editor of
the GEM. -“Perkins, raid some chairs at
oncel You. will find two in Mr. Mac-
donald’s foom and two in the sub- edxtox s
room. Run!”

" Perkins disappeared.

He came back in a couple of miautes.
Four chairs entered the editorial sanc-
tum, with small glimpses of Perkins
showing among them. Tom Merry &
Clo. were seated at last.

“If you please, sir——" gasped Perkins.

“Well, Perkins?”

“Which I saw the
coming up with Mr.
sir, and if they don’t find the chairs——

“Well thought of, Perkins.- In that
case, you had better close the door.”

“Yessir.” -

¢ And now, young gentlemen,” said the
editor, turning graciously to his visitors,
“I need not say how delighted I am
\nth this call. That goes without say-
ing.  But no doubt you had some special
object in coming up to-day?”’ ;

“Yaas, wathah, sir!?’  said Arthur
Augustus. “We have taken up the
question of the circulation of the GEn.”

‘“That is very kind of you.”

“Yaas, wathah! We are goin’ to buck
it up no end, or perhaps 1 should say I
to buck it up no end. These
chap% are goin’ to cawwy out my dl\\ec
tions.’

“I don’t thmk 1 murmured Blake.

sub-editor just
Frank Richards,

3
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- “I have sevewal bwilliant ideahs
alweady in my mind,” continued Arthur
Augustus, fixing the editor with his eye-
glass. ““As a Tellow of tact and ‘judg-
ment, you know, I wegard myself as
capable of givin® vewy valuable assist-
ance in this mattah.””

“T have no doubt of it.”

“As sdon as we wet a holiday we are
gom up in a Handley Page, and we are
goin’ to scattah GEwms all ovah the place.”

“Excellent! But will you not find this
rather expensive?”’

“Not at all. You see, T am goin’ to
send the bill in to you!” explained
Arthur Augustus. :

4 OhtH >

“ Anothah ideah I have is to take
motah-cah twips all ovah the countwy
and .distwibute .copies of the Grm to
evewybody wight and left.”

““Ah! You have a motor-car at your
disposal 7 < -

“*Not exactly. 1 have bowwowed my
patah’s cah to-day; but as a- wule he
wants it himself: You are goin’ to pwo-
vide the motah-cahs!” -

*Oht?2

““Ancthah ideah is to advertise that I
have buwied a copy of the GEM some-
whah, with a fifty-pound note wolled up
in it. That will make evewybody taik

_about the GEM, T think.”

“ Undoubtedly.
pound note to spare?

£0; no' lou “111 supply- thl, fifty-
pound ‘note.’

@ Oh ')J

And you will pay for the ad\ertlse-
ments.’

£ Oht”

“Anothah ideah is to distwibute
cuckoo-clocks by the million. The ¢ukco
comes out, you know, and instead of say-
in’ ‘ Cuckoo! he says ¢ Wead the Gem !’
what?”’ |

‘‘Quite stunning. But the cost——"

“That’s all wight! You will pay for
them 17

HOR 1

“The fact is,. T am simply wollin’ in
good ideahs,” said Arthur Augustus.
‘“Those will do to go on with, what?”

“Oh, quite!”

“But the most important thing is to
buck up Maztin Clifford. I have some
vewy sewious things to say to Mr.
Cliﬁ'?rd. He is wathah a good w’itah

And you have a fifty-

939

“He is generally considered a pretty
good writer,” assented the editor of the
GeM. :

“Yaas; but T am not wholly satisfied
with him,” said Arthur Augustus,
shaking his head seriously.

“Mr. Clifford would be distressed to
hear that.”

“Yaas, T pwesume so. 1.do not want
to digtwess him, of course; but I feel
bound to point out to him how he could
turn out betgah stuff. I have often

thought of w’itin’ myself, if I had the
time, you know.”
““An excellent idea, if you had the

time,”” assented the editor.

“There are some sewious faults in Mr.
Clifford’s work. ¥’ w.msmnco ‘)L makes
hardly any mention of clothes.”

“(lothes !”

“Yaas. I am suah that a full descwip-
tion of a fellow’s clobbah, takin’ up, say,

a (-olumn would Le vewy populah. Then
ties
“Tieg?”
““Yaas, neckties, you know. There is

a heap of vewy mtr westin’ mfoxm.zt on to
be given about neck and My,

Clifford hardly touches on t‘le subject. T

wegard that as vewy sewious !”
*“It had not occurred to me before,”

=
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Herr Schneider shook a fat fist at Monsieur Wor ny. “ You speak te me like
me names, nicht wahr 2 You are a pig-dog, mein Herr !’ ‘ Gentlemen!’’
to the scene. ‘' You forget yourseslves! Silence, please!?”’

tat 7’ he ejaculated. ‘ You call
-exclaimed KNir. Railton, hurrying
(See chapter 3.)

said the editor. “But now you mention $#Eh”

it = “But I am bound to have Mr. Clifford’s
o - ;
Yaas; I thought you would see it,” | addwess. Pway do not put me to the un-
. 4 ) . A
said Arthur Augustus, with a nod. p!ms:mt neceseity of bumping you——"
“Then there are twousahs.™ ‘ Wha-a-at !”
“Trousersi? “1 feah that unless you give me I
- “Yaas. My ideah is that in a stowy| Martin Clifford’s addwess, 1 ah'x]‘ have
instwuction should be combined with | no weset wee but to bump you

entahtainment, and, so fah as I wemem- “Gussy ! murmured Blake.

bah, Mr. Clifford nowhere gives his P\‘SV “do not intewwupt, Blake. I
weaders tips about keepin’ a good cwease | ——

in the twousahs. That sort of “n’nrr Buz 77zt The telephone-bell rang

would make. the Gxm buck up no end !’ and interrupted Arthur Augr
I must tel » to  Mr. - Clifford *Wiil you use me a moment?? in-
exactly what you say——" - qmu'd the editor Uf the GrEs gracefully.
4 f\'nc‘ut all. Tam goin’ to see him.” “Certainly, my deah siv!”
$0h 17 : The ‘ed: crossed to the telephoue
g lehly wequiah you to give me his| and tock up the receiver.
ddu\’ = “Hallo! Yes. Mr. Cliffos d
Abeml! ; ey do you do? 1 was going to ask
I twvust you will not wefuse.” Sending ik along to-night?  Rigl
The—the fact is, Clifford | the way, I have some visitors hm\) who
usy man, and-—and——> want ¥ unr address. Tell ’em to go and
y give me the addwe cat coke? My dear sir, T COU](I not pos
l.e.n' Without Mr. Clifford’s per- | sibly tell them 'xnvthuw of the k
mission, I fear Pl ﬂ)un to go and chiop chips, then?
Arthur Augustus-ros I couldu’t tell them that. Quite a nice
ay stand at the door, Blake! Tom | little “ho 2 : :
Mew wy, keep an eve on Perkins! My .“Bai Jove!” murmured - Arthur

« him. = You kiuow him, you
D’Arcy.  Send him
along ? - ]} right! Good-bye!”

The um: - turned from the telephone.

“Nr, Clifford will be glad to see you,
a1 D’Arey,” he said. ““‘Here is his
u this card. I am sure he will
ed to hear your criticism on his
Now, -may I offer you a

ph ased to sec

l l!()\\

work-—ves
cup of tea?”’

If an hour later, Tom Merry & Co.
ed out of the Tleetway House, and
rhed in the big Rolls- Row e.

Wathah a decent chap,” said Arthur

stus, as the.car buzzed away. - “I
am vewy glad Mr. Clifford wang up just
then. and we did not h.L\o to bump the
edit Ife secined to show quite an in-

telligent intewest in my suggestions.
Don't vou think so?”
S Pulling . —your. leg L

remarked

Hewwieg——"

lots of silly asses drop in
ewr chins ot him,” observed
wther. “An editor gets used

‘tx i
re you golng to see

deah sr, T =h..l{ he sowwy to use wuff
measures——"

nice littie boy. You will be

i ord 77 grinned Blake.
Tes GE\I Lierirv. 0. 60&
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#Next week, deah boys.” -

“And you're going to give him tips
how to write books?”

*Yaas, wathah.” .

¢ Botter take a cushion with you.”

“Bai Jove! Why should I take a
cushion with me when I call on Martin
Clifford 1

“To fall on, when he shows you out.”

*“Wais!”

The juniors chuckled as the big car
rushed on. The shades of night were
falling fast as the chums arrived at St.
Jim's—just in {ime for calling-over.
Tom Merry & Co. rushed in in time to
answer to themr names—which was very
fortunate, as Arthur Augustus remarked
afterwards,

“1 don’t suppose Wailton would have
undakstood how important it- was for us
to go to London, if we had been late,”
he observed. “He would pwobably nof
wowwy vewy inuch about the circulation
of the Grn.”

And Tom Merry & Co. agreed that he
probably wouldn’t.

CHAPTER 7.
Not According to Programme.

& HO'S going to fiy to-day?”
Tom - Merry -asked that

question on BSaturday aftex-
noon.

“¥ly ?” vepeated Monty Lowther.

“Fly?” said Manners,

“lixactly! They're giving flights at
the Wayland Acrodrome,” explained Tom
Merry. *“You simply have to pay ten-
and-six, and they take you up in a
Handley Page, Cheap at the price. No
extra charge, you know, if you comc
down somebody’s chimney.”

“It’s not very easy to go up——""

4 Fasy a3 falling off a form.”

1 tell you it's not easy 2

*And I tell you it isl” - -

“HKathecd! I mean about the ten-and-
gix !”

“Oh!” said Tomn Merry thoughtfully.
Of course, there might be scme diffi-
culty about that item in the programme,
Anybody got any money ?”

He ran his hands through his pockets,
and then through his curly hair. The
total sum he was s possessed of was
eighteen-pence.

*I can put & bob to that!” said Monty
Lowther.

“Count me in for six " said Manners,

‘Kight-and-six!” said Tom Merry
lugubricusly, “Oh}”

“Perhaps they make a reduction for
quantities 7’ suggested Monty Lowther.
“If so, wo can take a dozen chaps for
eight-and-six—-"

“Ass! 'This is what comes of wasting
money on films !” said Tom Merry, with a
stern look gt Manners.

Maunners grunted.

“ Wasting money on new footers, you
mean !” he answered. ‘“And cinemas!”
he added, severely, to Monty Lowther,

- “Why haven’t we been ‘economical 7”
sighed Lowther. “I was going to turn

over a new leaf. And if we'd turned
over & nev leaf, we could now turn over

in a new Page! Ha, ha, ha!”

‘Monty Lowther had his laugh to him-
self. It was a serious moment, and his
little joke was too fecble to lessen its
gravity.

“Rotten!” said Tom Merry. “1'd
really like a run up inte the clouds this
afternocon. Leok at  the  beautiful
weather.  Besides, chaps ought to got
used to it. Travelling will all be done
by aircraft in the pear future. In ten
years’ D
about in silly railway-trains and creeping
motor-cars. We ought to go up, just to

duE Gry LiBrary.—No. 608,

fime people won’t consent to crawl |

encourage the new business, you know.”

“Let's tell ’em that’s why we're going
up, and perhaps they'll take the three for
eight-and-six !” suggested Lowther.

“Ahem! It's cheap!” said Tom
Merry. “We've got to go! The ques-
tion is, how to raise the wind ?"

“Might be a letter,” said Manners
hopefully. “ Let’s go and leok.”

¢ Pechaps 17

The Terrible Three went in search of a
possible letter containing a possible re-
mittance,  Bup there were no letters and
no remittances for the chums of the
Shell.  Arthur Augustus D’Arcy joined
them as they were turning away from
the rack. S

“ Just lookin' for you fellows[” he said
cheerfully.

“In funds?” asked Lowther.
“¥aas, wathah!”

“Come to my heart, my dearest pal

»

“Wais! You fellows comin’ along
this aftahinoon " asked Arthur augustus.
“Blake and HHewwies and Dig are
comin’. Tm standin’ tweat!"”

“Where?” asked Tom.

“Up in a Handley-Page.”

“Beloved youth!” = said Monty
Lowther affectionately. ‘ Doesn’t Gussy
always do. the right thing at the right
moment—sometimes?  We were just
talking about Handley-Pages, but ‘the
exchequer has feiled us in the hour of
need. There’s a shortage of cash.”

“That’s all wight, deah boys. I'm
goin’ to pay!” said Arthur Augustus
cheerily, “My tweat, you know! I
asl my governah for a vewy special
tip, for a wun up with my fwiends, and
he's intewested in the alr bizney, you
know, thwough old Conway bein’ in the
Air Force. The patah has spwung a
fivah for the occasion.”

“J suppose you wouldn’t swop your

pater for my uncle?” asked Monty
Lowther.

“YWats! (ret your coats on and twot
along.”

“Hear, hear!”

“You sce,” said Arthur Augustus, “I
have been up befoah in old Conway’s
machine, and I enjoyed it vewy much.
But this time I am combinin’ business
with pleasuah. 1 am going to distwibute
Copies of the Gzm fwom the Handley-
Page.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“Y have got no end of them,” con-
tinued Arthur Augustus. “They have
awwived {wom Blankley’s at last. It
was vewy queeah. It appeahs that aftah
I teclephoned for them, somebody else
telephoned and cancelled the ordah.
That i1s why they were not delivahed be-
foah. But they have ceme now, and we
are takin’ them with us.”

“Are we?” gaid Tom Merry doubt-
fully.

“Yaas, wathah! I am goin’ to scattah
themn awound, you know. Wathah a
nobhay ideah, isn’t it?” chuckled Arthur
Augustus.  “GEMS wainin’ down like
heailstones, you know !”

“Ther won’t let you!” said Manners.

“Wats "

Arthur Augustus had evidently made
up his mind. As Gussy was the founder
of the feast, however, the Terrible Three
did not’ argue. They fetched their coats
and caps, and joined Blake and Herries
and Digby. Arthur Augustus led his
flock out of the gates of St. Jim’s, all of
them in a very cheery moed. It was a
bright, sunny afternoon, and certainly it
could not be better spent than in a trip
in an aeroplane.

Arihiur Augustus had a huge bundle
with him—which looked, from its size, as
if it must have bucked up the circulation
of the GEd for cne week, at least. His
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comrades wondered how he was going to
earry it as far as Wayland Aerodrome.
But Gussy didn’'t. Outside the gates a
car was waiting.

“Jump in, deah boys!” said Gussy.

“ Extravagant youth!” said Monty
Lowther chidingly.

“You see, we could have walked to
Wayland, but I have some hundweds of
GEMS to cawwy,” explained Arthur
Augustus, “‘so 1 thought it bettah to
'phone for a cah. Woll in!”

The big car buzzed away to Wayland °

with the seven juniors packed in it
Arthur Augustus glanced at his watch.

“Bai Jove! We haven’t any too much
time!” he exclaimed.
Wobinson !”

““Yes, sir!” said the chauffeur.”

The chauffeur came from Blankley’s,

“Make her wips

and his name was not Robinson; but to -

Arthur Augustus all chauffeurs were
“Wobinson.” The car ran swiftly.
Arthur Augustus nursed his bundle on
his knees.

“How many GeMs have you got
there?” inquired Lowther,

“Five hundwed, deah boy.”

“Oh, Great Scott! And you're going
to chuck them down on people’s heads?”

“Not exactly on their nappahs,
Lowthah. I am goin' to distwibute
them fwom the aeroplane, and let them
dwop where they like. A chap is bound
to become awah of the existence of the
GeM if it lands on his hat fwom the sky,
you know, and pwobably he will become
a weadah.”

“Especially if it catches him in the
eye!”

“I twust it will not catch anybody in
the eye. But, of course, accidents will

ha.ﬂ)en'”
The juniors grinned.

Arthur Augustus was quite satisfied
with his remarkable scheme for advertis-
ing the great paper; but his chums were
not so satisfied. They had an idea that
the law might have something to say
about such a method of advertising.
Monty Lowther rose to the occasion.
While Arthur Angustus looked out of the
window Lowther unfastened the string
where it was tied at the end of the
parcel.

It was quite a simple operation, and it
was likely to be effective. As soon as
Gussy started carrying his big bundle
again the five hundred GeMs were pretty
certain to slip out at the open end of
the bundle, and certainly the Ilandley-
Page would not wait while Gussy

-gathered them up again. Monty Lowther

regarded this as a ihoughtful and
friendly act. Fertunately, Arthur Augus-
tus was not aware of it.

The car came buzzing up to the aero-
drome. There was no time to lose; the
huge Handley-Page, surrounded by au in-
terested crowd, was getiing ready for the

trip.
“It's all  wight—our places are
booked,” said Arthur Augustus. “IXelp

me out with this paveel, deah boys. Wait
heah for us, Wobinson.”

V _They look as if they're
starting ! exclaimed Manners. “Run
for it! The pilot’s getting on!” =

“Yaas, wathah! Wun Like anythin’1”

The juniors ran,

There were several passenzers aboard
the Handley-Page, but the places booked
by Arthur Augustus had been kept.

“Hurry up, or you'll be late!” came a
shout.

“Oh, cwikey! It is weally not vewy
easy to huwwy up with this bundle——
Oh, bai Jovel”

¥rom the open end bundles of papers

flew out of the parcel, and they were fol. -

lowed by a regular stream. The wrap-

ping-paper collapsed in Arthur Augustus'

grasp as its contents streamed out,

-
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As he ran the swell of St. Jlms left
a trail of Gzis behind him.

There was a howl of surprise and merri-
ment {rom the crowd in the acrodrome.

‘“Ha, ha, hat”

“Qh, cwikey ! Stop for me,; deah boys

“Hurry up!”?

“Pway help me collect up my papahs

“Come on, Gussy i’ roared Blake.

‘“I cannot come on without my Grus,
Blake 2

“You Il be left behind———""

“Pway assist me—yaw 0ocoh 17

Arthur Augustus was frantically col-
lecting up scattered GEMS with both
handi, when Blake grasped him by the
arm and rushed him on. Tom Merry &
are on board already; and Arthur
~sus was rushed on by Blake, who
declined to heed his excited ekpo:twl‘.»
tions.

‘“Blake, you ass! My
Grms—"

““Buck up!”

“But I am only grom up to distwibute
ﬂ)e (,tF'\“ zasped Arthur

Welease me!

I‘ hey’ re distributed already !’ grinned
Lo‘vther
o ha, ha |12

“1 pwotest! T

“There you are!” gasped Blake. “Sit
down!”?

‘X\”onﬂ" Blake

“Keep your place t‘wxe sir1”

“Yaas, but————’
Three or four of the juniors held
Arthur Augustuos in his nlace He looled
as if he would jump out for his missing
Geus.  There was a buzz and a roar,
and a cheer from the crowd.

“We're off 17

“Hurray!”

“Oh dezr!” groaned Arthur Augustus.

The Handley-Page was off.

With a rush and a voar, the juniors
found themselves rising, and in a few
minutes Wayland was a tiny picture be-

nmth them.
~ “This is ripping!” exclaimed Tom
ferry.

“Yes, rather!?

“Oh dear! T zay. you know, this is
wathah wotten!” said Arthur Auﬂmtum
“T have not a qm«rk’ GreM with mn——onlv
the dashed w an)pm pavah! T wegard
this as a s How evah did that bundle
ceme open?”

“T wonder

S%¥1a ha, h

Tem Me

mid Monty Lowther.

& Co. er.ioyed their trip

hugely; but szhlr Auncustus remaine
in a very t htful mood. When the
Hoandley-Page veturned to the aerodrome,
after a {1 over the country, Arthur

Avigustus loaked v nd for his jost GENS.
But they had disappeared by that
time.  But the swell of St. Jim’s found
a reflection that comforted him, as the

aar buzzed them home io the school.

“Aftah aﬂ thnv are distwibuted !” he
remarked. Somebody will wead them.
Next time T ¢ see the editah of the GEm
T will inquiah whether he has had a vewy
large demand ior the papah fwom Way-
lond. But it is weally a puzzle to me
how that bundle came to be open at the
end. I am su al\ T fastened xt Jup vewy
safely. Tt is weally a pwoblem.”

And a problem it remained to Arthur
Augustus.

CHAPTER 8.
A Personal Staiement by Mr. Martin
Clifford,

INCE I first took up the pen to
chronicle the adventures and ex-
ploits of my young friends, Tom
Merry & Co., 1 have never had

occasion to drop into the first person
singular. But the occasion has arisen

- = o

‘He needs improvement mors
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now. Only in a personal statcment can
I deal with my rather remarkable inte
view with Master Arthur Aurras*:\z
D’Arcy, the younger brother of one of
my old school-fellows.
had been rather hard at work that

day, finishing a very special story for the
“Holiday Annual and had gone for a
“blow " along the sea-front with Frank
Richards, who was staying with me at
the time. When we returned I was in-
formed that a visitor had called,
waiting for me in the hbrmy

“Vlaster D’ Arcy, sir,” said George.

George is the zentleman who is some-
times butler, sometimes chaufleur, and
sometimes UaldQnCL. At the pr ,f(,-nt mo-
ment he was butler.

I am sorry to say that my
mark was, *Oh, bother!”

Frank Richards had been gpinning me
yarns of his adventurous youth in theg
Far West as we walked by the qca, and
my mind was so full of the subjeet that
I wanted to get right on to the ne
matalment of my series in the “Be

first re-

Friend.” However, courtesy to a dis-
tinguished visitor came first. :
“Nover mind, old. chap!? said

Richards. “I’ll do the yarn for you, if
you like. It would be vather o special
tr eat for your readers.” . ;
My dear man,” I answered, “‘you're
xelv kind ; but I cannot *ssx hmmv any
casualties among the veaders of
‘Boys’ Friend’ They are second in my
v}"mhon,, next to the readers of
GEM.
“Why,
warmly,
“You can go and talk to Hil
and get rid of

you ass——" began Richards

interrupted. 41 must go <
my visitor.”

“Bai Jove! I assuah voa you won't
get wid of me vewy easily I”’ came a well-
remembered voice. “I am goin’ to talk
to you vewy plainly, Mr. Clifford, and

i)

tell you some home twuths.
There he was, standing in tl.\ doorway
of - the library, and he had heard my

rather unfortunate remark.

1 blushed, and- Frank Richards
chuckled.

“ My dear young friend—-" 1 Logcm

“All sewene, Mr. Clifiord,’ ic
D'Arcy. “It’s all wight. How do you
-do, Mr. Wichards? I am vewy pk i
to ma.z(e your acquaintan ‘“n goin’
to vlwe My. Clifford son s about im-

pwovin’ the stowies, and if you would
care to heah them, you are vewy
welcome, so fah as I am concerned ”

“Vot at all,” said Richards politely.
“T woun’t rob Martin of these adva ;
than I do.

And Frank Richards went into the
billiard-room, to play a huudred up with
Hilda, while T disposed of my visitor.
aceompanied Master [ Arey into the
1ibrary, where he accepted my invitation
to be seated. T assumed my meskest ex-
pression. I saw I was in for it.

“I'm sorry to have kept you waiting,”

I said.

Vot at all,” said D’Arcy politely. “1
have been tallun to Miss  Wicharde.
Besides, you did not kuow I was comin’
this aftalinoon. I shoul d have appwised
you of my intention, of cou But' 1
had a weason. The fact is, M. Lhtm-d
I am goin’ to call you ovah the coal

“Peal gently with me ! I MUTmre
“I am sowwy it
Clifford. As Shakespe
must be ewuel to be

D’ Arcy firmly.
I sighed.

“ Pway don’t be discou x'ac*ed, my deah
sir,” said D’Arcy. “I was afwaid you
mxght be out if I-appwised you of my
intention of callin’, and I was bound to
see you, for your own good, you know,
to say nothin’ of the GEuM. Are you

=

and was

‘proof of }

Three-halfpences 11

awah that t
dwopped 17’

1 have learned as much from the
editer]” I replied. “The drop is not
1511157 alarming. Besides, the Genm still
beats any ntxu' paper in the kingdom,
b ¢ Magnet.” And it beats the
in everything but cireula-

he cvrhulatioal of the GExM has

Wichards would not
agwee to grinned D’Arcy.
“Mr. Richards is a very clever
I answaynd “But he has hxs!

nesses. That is one of them.”
'lhe rm‘our of the puddin’ is in the

eatin’ gaid Arthur Augustus sagely.
“The GEM circulation has got to buck
up, Mr. Clifford. I have been thinkin’
the mattah om vewy carefully, and have
alweady scen the editah on the subject.
He 1s wat }m.l an mtmhmlt chap—he
agwees with all my idea

“Than which there cot .]d be
1is 1 igence,’

“Kxacily. v w‘t;
tion dwopped 7

I reflected.

“For one of two reasons,” I said.
e it has not risen, or be-
not remained at the former

man,”

“‘eﬁk 5

no greater
> T suggested.
has the circula-

W,

cause it has

1!’5‘:0(. &
“Thi jokin® mattah, Mr
C ’1f*m severely. “The

n's at my school,
that as an 1mp0uant
]L is not evewy feilow who is
> ba put into a book. Of course,
a ﬁf"llmv a wight to exahcise some
supervision, and see that the bocks are
witten in ”w pwopah way. I have often

1 could wiiie, if I had

1hmghL that
lacking 2 1

time,”’

“Ts it only
inguired.

“Yaas. We are kept wathah busay at
school, you know, what with ewicket, and
focth '111. and ﬂmga, and then theré are
lessons. clobbah takes up a good
deal of a fellow's time. Some of the

time that is

the

_chaps in the Fourth are fwightfully care-

1e°s in their dw

, and it falls to me to
e Form, as it

“Howov ah, ’ to put in some
time on this am devotin’ the
pwesent Now, how
do you w’ite your . Clifford 7

“On a  type answered
mec

refer rin’ to the instwument.
, how do you manage about the

ghtfully, “So
George 1is a

g - :
“George " vapeated D'Arcy. “May I
inquiah who G Bk
“ Goorge, is the gen-
an who admitted you. was, at

t momet
he was my
momem he

my butler. This morning
zm(fem. At the present
my gardener, as I can tell

by the sound of lnn king flower-pots that
floats in at the window. It is in his
capacity as gardener that = George
furnishes ms with plots.”

“Bai Jov That is weally vewy we-
markable, A Clifford. I do not see
any Lonnﬂrﬁ gardenin’ and

ont e, never-
(eo has div the whole
into plo :

>

a large garden, and the number

I is very
Y Weally, Mr. (‘Hfold you are jokin’
again. 1 was not weferrin’ to garden
lots, of e I suppose you constwuct
vour stowies somechow

Tue Gra 1JBRARY.—Ne. 608.
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¢ Certainly.” -

“How de you begin?”

“ Frequently at the he«rmmnfr .l‘}us Is
qu.« a common custom with ‘x“thms

“It you are pullin' my leg, Mr.
Cliffor d, I can only wemark that you are
in" valuable mme I ‘did not come
h to waste time,’ d D’ Arey sternly.
Then I have been lavmn‘nv under a
misapprehension,” I confessed.
You would not mind if I gave you
some advice?” asked D’Arcy.  “Pew-
waps it would be a good ideah for me to
sit at vour ty vpewritah, and dash off
somethin’. Tt is said that example is
bettah than pwecept.”

“I should be very pleased to see you
das ‘1 ol'fu-—»

mean, come with me, and see

‘ Yaas, watlmh,’
101391

d the door
hur Augus
rlr\ was ble ased | to g
mLh an ap')lo\ ing

leading into my den
1y y ste *npud in.

ce round the room

? he 1
-r: —\e‘\y nic

; Twhv I rnan(e at the bocks?
“anv do.”
Arthur Augustus

bookshelves. Books : ar

ness, and Jper haps T ha }

number of tr‘om stacked round 1

The elegant junior read the titles of some

of them with approval.

“Homeri Tlias!” he remarked.

you fond of Homer, Mr. Clifford 2"
“ After working on the G B, 1 turn to

ITUHI”) for hubt 10-@\’mon I replied.

“Are

THE BEST 4% LIBRARY &=~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 4°. LIBRARY.

“It is Greek to me,” T answered.

“Weally, Mr. Clifford, you seem to be
vewy humoswous. this affahnoon, Is this
you typew’itah 77

‘That i3 it Pray sit down.’

Arthur Augustus sat down before the

153 p««\\ute
*“ You have used a typewriter before ?”
I ventured.

1 felt a little uneasy, remembering a
visit from a lady musician who attempted
to play scales on the keys.

' 0Oh, that's-all wight! I know  all
about machinewy,” answered D'Arcy re-
assuriugly. I have not exactly used a
type‘w'itah, but I have mended a bike,
you know, and been up in a Handley-
D&E“ ]

“The construction of a typewriter,” T
said, *differs in some important respects
from that: of a Handl ey-Page.  As you
see, there are no planes, and the pro-
peller—-"

“Pway do not be so humowous, Mr.
Clifford. You sheuld put that into the
Gen.”

“1 will 1”71 said.

“1 soppose you wor kit like this?
said D'Arey. ¢ Does it mattah if two of
the keys catch togethah 77

"(H. dear!”

e

“Don’t alarm yourself, Mr. Clifford.
They have comme apart again. Some-
‘l‘iu secems to h:ne os\ ()]\L‘h off one of
nwm Does it mattah?’

AT

ot at all,” I said, with deep
sm, -~ YTt will not take me more
¢ half an hour to put it on zl}.’\'l'
e “hat’s all \\mhi;, then; T'm glad 1it's
not sewious. Now, vou must not think
me cheeky, Cli ffovd, but I weally

Mr.
foel that T could 'rno vou some valuable

“ My ideal of happiuess is to lie on the| tips. I am gom’ to dash off a first
sands, with a voluma of F s and a (hdpulh in a by ight, snappay style, you
banana. I eat tlie one and read the] kuow.’
other. The one T eat is, of course, the| “So that 1 can see how it cuaght to be
banana.” dene?”

“Bai Jove! And heah is Omar *“¥aas
Khayyam in the owiginal. Do you wead “That is very kind of you, Master

D’ Arcy.”
x Fos .

NOW ON SALE!

THE BEST AND LONGEST DETEC.
TIVE TALES FOR FOURPENCE.,

SEXTON BLAKE LIBRARY.

TALES OF SPORT, SCHOOL LIFE
AND ADVENTURE iIN THE

4 No. 92.-THE BSY
MEMORY

An Original and Thri hng Tale of Sexton

"inker, and Pedro. Telling of

pearance of George Marsden
Plum:er.,

No. 23.--FilE CASE OF THE SEA.

. SIDE CROOKS,

An exeiting and Clever Yarn of Sexton
Blake, Tinker, and ths Ion. John
Lawless.

No. 94. -THE AFFAIR OF THE DE-

MOBILISED SOLDIER.

WITHIUT A

g and Stirring Story of Human
# and Hoiding Power.
No, 95.—THE HKESTREL
EYNDICATE.
Another Adventure af the. Master.
Mummer, by the popular Author of
“The Red Heart of the Ineas?
¢ 'Fhe of the Transatlantic
Flyers,” ete.

exton Blake Appears Prominentiy in all the

BOYS’ FRIEND LIBRARY.
No. 474-—THE FIGHTING FIFTE.
Topping Yarn of Schoclboy ¥ f
Ad\eu‘.urc. By MAXWELL SCOTT.

Ne. 475, -THE CHAMPION 9F THE
DLEP.
Superb Swimming Story. By GEOFFREY
GORDON.

No. 476, #HOOP-LA !

Thrilling Story of Circus Life.

By HENRY
T. JOHNSON

4771.—THE LAND OF
: MYSTERY.

agmf‘cent Tale of Stirring Adventure,
¥ ALEC G. PEARSON.

No.

Price Fourpence per Voiume

Ts No. o(‘

HE

aboze Stoiies, Everywhere,
Price COMPLETE STORY N DACH NUMBER. Price
#d. Ea Ask your Newsagent for them, <%d. Each,
e e U e e T rAREEES]
5E GEM [apRaRy.-
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D’Arcy sat at the machine and re-
flected. I stepped to the window, and
signalled to George in the galden.
George came up to the window.

“Yessir?” said George.

“Hush!? T mmmmed ¢ George,
what speed did you tell me you could put

into the car?”

George’s eyes sparkled

“Fifty miles, sir!” he breathed.

“ Without casualties?”

“ Accidents will happen,’
phxlo@ophlcallv “W hen I was driving
for Captain Filbert, sir, I plactmaﬂy
never killed anybody And you couldn’t
see us pass !’

Gemge—hush !—get the car ready.”

““ What-ho, sir!”

‘Proa!\ the record as soon as
abmxd

‘You bet, sir!”

'“Brmk nothing else, if you can help

15

" said Georgs

‘I 11 do my best, sir. I've nev er really
showed you What that.car can do, Mr.

Clifford,  sir,’ George agerlv
“When T was dll\“l')’ '.mtmn Filbert
s

‘“Exactly. Hush!”

T turned back from the window.

Asthur Augustus D’ Arcy had not started
vork yet. He was gazing at the type-
writer keys with a ﬁ‘{ed abstracted gaze.
T watched him for soma time.
= Hu\\,;n it going ?”” 1 ventured, at last.
Is  vewy odd!” s‘ud Arthur
Ay x;mstu:, looking round. lx Wwa i 1s
simaply full of splendic ulnahx kut, some-
ho\» or othah, T do not seem to get
started. It is posctble that theve is Jmore
in i ‘itin’ stowies than I supposed.”
¥ Barely possible,” T assented.
“On  second thoughtq M. Clifford,
L will not dash- off a chaptah at the
priesent moment. 1 shall have to leave
vou in a few houahs to get back in time
for csllin’~ovah. T must not lose a
mome*t. I have a list in ‘my pocket of
points for you to wemembah in doin’
ultuah Grws.”
Is it a long list?”

“It will not take me more than a
couple of houahs to wead it out, explain-
in’ the points as 1 go along. 1 chall
>quizh your most pw ofounrl attention.’
Arthur Augustus felt in his pocket.

In the distance, T heard the whir-
whir that showed that Ceorge was
res

y.
“One momeuf e

speak to George.’

“Pway bu ek up, then, Mr. (‘liffo*d'"

T stepped from the winddw. T disap-
arved round the corner of the house. I
pped into the car, Ceorge was at the
wel, and Gf\orrre s nephew was holding
tiie ,ate or
Goorge, [ said, ““go it! Let the
h publlc oft as ll'rhtly as you can,
but go it!

o \\ ot-ho, sir!” said George.

And he went it.

said. - “I must

. . . . . ®

Precisely how Master D’Arey’s visit
telmmn{ed T cannot say. I heard from
rds that he left in
mingled with
His

t perp

ity,
fter throe hours and a half.
Hections during that period I cannot

place on record.

i

CHAPTER 9.
Something like a Stunt!
¥ anothah ideah, deah boys !”
Monty Lowther l‘ﬂlued his eye-

brows.
£ Wit mildi” he mur-
ve had one idea alieady

D
“Nou

e

e

e >

e
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E?very Wednesday.

“Weally, Lowthah——"
- “Still on the same stunt?”’ grinned
Blake.

“I am stickin’ to it, deah boys, til] the
Gem has the biggest circulation in the

kingdom. 1 wegard that as bein’ up to
me. My pwesent ideah is sandwich-
boards.” *

‘“Sandwich-boards |”?

“My hat!” -~

“Yaas, wathah! We can bowwow
some sandwich-boards in Wayland.”

“Can we?” grinned Digby.

‘“Yaas, and paste copies of the Gem on
them—the covahs, you know. Then we
pawade thwongh Wayland——"

“Wha-d-at?”’

_ “All in a wow,” said Arthur Augustus,
with enthusiasm. “Now, ordinawy sand-
wich-then do not attwact vewy much at-
tention. But we shall be wathah wemark-
able, you know. We shall dwess in our
best KEtons, and wear our Sunday top-
ahs—-"

“Look here, ass

“T wefuse to be called an ass, Blake.
I have thought out the scheme, and I
wequiah the assistance of you fellows in
cawwyin’ it out. In fact, T have alweady
ordahed the sandwich-boards.”

“Fathcad!”

“There are seven of them—fourteen in
all, as we shall be cawwyin’ them back
and fwont,” explained Arthur Augustus.
“Blankley’s are supplyin’ them, They
are goin’ to paste the covahs of last
week’s GEv orn the boards for me. 1
have given them full instwuctions.”

“You've given the order?” yelled Tom
Merry.

“Yaas, wathah! The sandwich-boards
will ' be weady on Saturday aftahnoon,
and we are goin’ to put them on at
Blankley’s, and start pawadin’ down the
High Stweet at Wayland!”

Tom Merry & Co. gazed at the swell of
St. Jim’s.  They sympathised with his
object; it was really a very worthy one.
But it was possible for enthusiasm, even
in a good cause, to he carried too far.
There was a limit, and the opinion of
Tom Merry & Co. was that Arthur
Augustus had reached it.

“Now, look here, you champion ass
——" began Tom Merry patiently.

“Wats! I wefuse to let you off,” said
Arthur Augustus. “You have agweed
to back me up in buckin’ up the Gem
circulation.”

“Yes; but—"

“There are no buts in the mattah,
Tom Mewwy.~ Success is the only thing
to be considered. I wequiah you to
come with me, and pawade Wayland on
Satahday aftahnoon, with Gem sand-
wich-boards.”

“But——"" roared Blake.

“ Wats!”

And Arthur Augustus D’Arcy walked
away, to put an end to discussion. It was
evident that his noble mind was made

t13

up.

Tom Merry & Co. locked at one
another,

COf - all
Herries. -

_“Give Gussy his head!” said Monty
Lowther, with a chuckle. “Let him lead
off with his merry sandwich-boards. It's
up to Gussy to take the lead; but we
can please ourselves about following.”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy had probably
expected some further argument on the
subject of his etriking advertising scheme.
But there was no further argument. Tom
Merry & Co. seemed to bave submitted
to their fate. On Saturday afternoon the
company appeared clad in their very
best Etons and toppers, and Arthur
Augustus surveyed them with some satis-

= =
= - - - -

the chumps—"" began

THE GEM LIBRARY.

faction. The swell of St. Jim’s himself
was a thing of beauty and a joy for ever.

“You fellows look quite wespectable,”
he said. * Even Hewwles is almost tidy.”

“Why, you ass——"’ began Herries.

‘“Howevah, you all lock unusually we-
spectable. This sandwich-board pawade
will attwact no end of attention.”

‘*Ha. 'ha,-ha !>

“1 see nothin’ to laugh at in that
wemark. Pway come on.”

And they started.

The juniors seemed in a merry humour
as they walked to Wayland, Arthar
Augustus was a little surprised, but very
pleased, by the obedience of his followers.
Evidently they felt that they could not
do better than follow the lead of a fellow
of tact and judgment.

The party arrived at Blankley's.

At a door of that emporium, opening
on a quiet side street, the sandwich
boards were ready, and they were handed
over by a grinmng . individual. Tho
juniors lifted them into- the street, and
set them up against the wall there

“Get them on, deah boys—-"

“You first, old scout,” said Monty
Lowther. “We want you to show us how
it is done, you know.”

“Yaas, that is vewy twue. Lend me a
hand.”

The Co. lent a hand, and Arthur
Augustus was soon fixed inside his sand-
wich-boards. They covered him from his
chin to his ankles—Gussy not being quite
full-size for a sandwich-man. The rear
board seemed to give a little trouble to
adjust, and Tom Merry & Co. took quite
a fong time in adjusting it comfortably.
Arthur Augustus did not guess that they
took so much time in order to allow
Monty Lowther to carry out a little pri-
vate scheme of his own.

While the other fellows were busy ad-
justing the board, Lowther extracted a
small tin of paint and a brush from his
pockets. Over the GEM cover that was
pasted on the big board, Lowther defily
painted, in huge letters:

PLEASE THROW SOMETHING !

Then the paint and the brush dis-
appeared.

“All right, now,” said Tom Meiry
cheerily. ‘““Does it feel quite comfy,
Gussy 77’

“ Yaas, that scems all wight. Buck up
and get into your boards, you fellow
and let’s get cut into the High Stweet.’

“ Ahem !”

Tom Merry & Co. donned their boards,
and Arthur Augustus surveyed them and
nodded with satisfaction. Then he led
the way.

“Follow me, deah boys.'>

“Lead on, Gussy !”

“Yaas, wathah !”

Arthur Augustus strode on, and the
juniors followed him—as far as the corner
of the street. Arthur Augustus marched
boldly on into the High Street, his shin-
ing silk hat and his celebrated monocle
gleaming above the board in fromt,

But his devoted chums did not round
the corner. Having seen Arthur Aungus-
tus started in full career down' the
crowded High Street, they backed away,
and slipped off the sandwich-boards.

“May as well take these things back,
as we're done with them,” remarked
Monty Lowther.

“Ha, ha! Yes, rather!”

he boards were piled in the side-
entrance of Blankley’s.  Meanwhile,
Arthur Augustus marched gallantly on
down the High Street, his chin well up;
in the full belief that his faithful
followers were marching in single file he-
hind him. i
The good town of Wayland had' cer-

Tb}ee,balfpence. 13

Tainly never seen a sandwich-man like
the Honeonurabls Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
before. Certainly he attracted plenty of
attention. But it was the rear board that
attracted most attention—especially from
the juveniles in the crowd.

There was a vroar of
Lowther’s inscription- was read, and
Arthur Augustus smiled with satisfaction
as he heard it. He did not know the
cause of the merriment,

“Bai Jove! There’s no doubt that
we are attwactin’ attention,”” he mur-
mured. ““The people seem to think it is
wathah funnay! Howevah, thiey can
think what they like, so long as they
wead the boards,” -

Crash !

A heavy stone clinked on the board
behind, and it gave Arthur Augustus
quite a nasty jar. He spun round.

“Yawoooop | .

“If that is cne of your sillay twicks,
Lowthah—bai Jove !”

Arthur Augustus blinked.

His followers were nowhere to he seen,
Tom Merry & Co. had vanished, and the
swell of 8t. Jim’s was alone in his glory.

“Bai Jove! Where are you? The
uttah asses, they have taken the w'ong
turnin’, 1 suppose—yawoooooch 1

A cheap egg caught Arthur Augustus’s
hat. :
He made a clutch at the silk topper;
and just saved it. Ie also saved a con-
siderable quantity of the egg.

SOh, ewumbsl What—what—

Ha, ha; ha'P*

“Give 'im wot he’s askin’ for [

“Throw scmething.’2

% Haha, hal?

“You young wascals!” roaved Arthur
Augustus, in great wrath., “ What are
you peltin’ me for 1%

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You've asked for it, coeky.”

Crash! Smash! Splash! Squash!

“Oh, cwikey! You feahful little
wascals, I have ot asked for anythin’ of
the kind ! T shall thwash you all wound—
yawoooop

There was a shortage of some things in
Wayland, but there seemed to he no
shortage of missiles. Clods and cabbage-
stumps, ancient potatoes, and over-ripe
eggs, fairly rained upon the amateur
sandwich-man. «

Arthur Augustus made a furious rush
at his tormentors, and tripped over the
board in front, and feil with a teirific
crash. There was a shriek of merriment,

“Hag; ha, ha 17

“Give bim beans.”

“Yawoooh! Help! Wescue!”

But there was no rescue for the un.
happy sandwich-man. He strugeled to
his feet amid a shower of missiles. It was
impossible to face the fire, and Arthur
Augustus fled. With clattering boards,
he sped away down the middle of the
street, with a yelling mob in pursuit.
The boards were a little too cumbersome
for flicht, and Arthur Augustus tore
them off and abandened them. Then he
ran for his life, leaving a score of
triumphant ragamuffing dancing on the
sandwich-hoards,

»,

Arthur Augustus limped  into the
Scheol Iouse, amid yells of laughter.
And for some days afterwards, the swell
of 8t, Jim's was not heard to refer to
the circulation of the Gwarn For the

resent, at least, Arthur Augustus had
had enough ! ;

THE END,
(Next Wednesday— " TALROT'S GIRL
CHUM ! by Martin Clifford, Order yous

copy of the GEM LIERARYwell in advance.)
Trr Gim LiBrary,—No. 608.
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1 A CRAND SCHOOL STORY APPEARS IN

THIS
WEEK'S

““MAGNET.”

PRICE 15> ORDER NOW.

The Opening Chapters of ocur Great New Adventure Serial Story.

CHAPTER 1.
: Captain Kidd.
“ WO million sterling, in bar gold
I and monev !”
“Plus the Dragon’s Eye!”
“And what may that be
worth 7

“ Another fifty thousand pounds at
least !

“’Pon my soul, lad, we're with you!
What say you, Stella "

The. beautiful girl of fifteen, whom
Captain Morgan Kidd, owner and skipper
of - the auxiliary schooner Foam, had
introduced to Dick Danby, the third of
the trio, as his daughter and first-mate,
laughed merrily.

“As I have only a vague impression
that Mr. Danby has found a treasure

valued at two million pounds, and
fomething - that he calls the Dragon’s

Eye, which he wants you to help him
recover, I'm not exactly in a position to
say,” she replied.

Captain Kidd brought his fist down on
the table with a force that made every-
thing in the little cabin dance again.

“The girl is right——" :

“ Perhaps youw'd better let Mr. Danby
tell me, dad; I'll get the yarn first-hand
then,” interposed Stella.

“Right again, my girl. Fire. and
brimstone, what a wite you'd have made
for my ancestor, the great Captain Kidd,
or my namesake; Sir Harry 'Morgan!”
cried the skipper of the I'ocam.

Captain Morgan Kidd was of medium
build, fresh of face, red of hair, and with
a pair of blue eyes which, though they
could smile, and often did, could flash
with the cold glitter of a toledo blade.

At such times his face would hardemn,
his red beard bristle, until he became the
living likeness of the old-time pirate
from whom he boasted his descent.

The girl's merry = laughter made
music in the mneat little cabin, as she
nodded encouragingly to the staliwart
youngster of sixtecn whom her father
had brought on bsard ths schooner, then
moored alengside the wooden wharf of a
small Fijian seaport.

 Perhaps, if 1t won't bore vou, I had
better start at the beginning,”” said Dick.

“I come of a good seafaring stock, like
vourselves, but my mother died when I
was only a kid, and my father went down
with . his ship, which was torpedoed off
the Shetlands in 1915.” :

REGINAL

THE SOUTHERN SEAS
by

Dick Danby coughed huskily, for he
had dearly loved his sailor father.

Captain Kidd muttered ficrcely, whilst
Stella glanced sympathetically at the
speaker:

*1 was then a ship’s boy on the Pathan;
for the purser, an old friend of my
father's, had promised to look after me.
And well he kept his promise, for when
the Pathan left Hong Kong for Sydney
with a mixed cargo, and two million
pounds in her strong-room, I was rated
as purser’s mate.”

Stella Kidd looked quickly up.

She was already favourably impressed
by the boy’s frank, open countenance,
and the fact that he had been deemed
worthy a position of trust at so young an
age, strengthened her good opinion of
him. ; :

“Just before the Pathan sailed,” con-
tinued Dick, “a man entered the
purser's cabin with a .sandal-wood box,
which he opened, disclosing the finest
diamond I have ever seen. It was uncut,
but shone with a strange brilliancy, and
was about the size of a pigeon’s egg.

“The purser whistled when he saw it,
and after the man had gone, leaving the
box to be depeosited in the ship’s strong-
room, he told me that he believed it to be
the Dragon’s Eye, a famous stone which
had been stolen from a temple in the in-
terior of China some three years before,
and——""

Dick Danby ceased speaking, and, to
the astonishment of his companions,
rushed on deck. :

A few minutes later he had returned.

“T thought I saw a Chink’s face peer-
ing through that open port; but there
was no boat against the side, so perhaps
I was mistaken,” he explained.

“ Wasn’t there anyone on deck?” de-
manded Captain Kidd.

“Only a Kanaka, and ke was curled
up asleep in the shade of the cookhouse,”
replied Dick.

¢ Cutlasses and dirks, T'll teach him to
sleep on watch! I'll flay every bit of
skin off his back ! I'll~—— It's Aola, the
Samoan, and he's been kept awake two
nights with a hollow tooth, poor beggar !
A sleep won’t do him any harm! Carry
en, lad,” he added. And Dick, who had
already taken the worthy skipper’s
measure, and knew that, despite his
harsh words, and the  piratical - blood

which he tried in vain to live up to, he
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was, in reality, one of the kindest-hearted
men on earth, continued :

“We hadn’t - many passengers on
board, but a full cargo, and, as I have
said, a more than usually full strong-
room. As Hun submarines were known
to be about, the port admiral ordered us
to steer north of the Philippines, and to
sail “west until we had passed the
Carolines, then to head due south for
Sydney. How the Huns came to hear of
our change of route, I don’t know; but
they did, for they got us about ten miles
north of the Equator——"" >

Again Dick Danby’s narrative was in-
terrupted.

This time it was by Captain Kidd, who
sprang to his feet with a how! of anguish.

“Seuttle that cat, it’s clawed off half
my leg ! Catch it, Stella! I'll wring it's
neck! T'll flay it alive! T tear iy
limb from limb !”” he roared, until, some
what to Dick’s surprise, Stella caught the
offending animal and delivered it up to
her father, who, sinking back in his
chair, stroked the purring animal until iv
settled to sleep in his arms.

“It’s a miracle how the old Pathan kert
afloat, for she had a hole in her sides biz
enough to drive a tank through,” con-
tinued Dick, when quiet had once more
been restored. “ But her
held, and, evading the submarine in the
darkness, her skipper sent her along as
fast as he dare, intending to beach he:
on the Island of Ronaka, some fifty miles
away. :

“He'd have done it, too, but towards
morning a cyclone drove her off he-
course. It was just getting light when
she struck a rock, and broke in halves,
That was the last I saw of her, for I was
swept away by a wave, and the last thing
about the, wreck I remember was clam-
bering up a sloping beach, and falling un-
conscious just above high-water mark.

“When -I came to myself, I was a
prisoner in the hands of as nasty a
looking lot of islanders as it has ever
been my lot to meet, and, #o far as I
could make out,.the only survivor of the
Pathan’s crew or passengers.”

“That’s right, lad, she was reported
missing with all hands. It was thought
she had gone down in the cyclone. No

one ever supposed a Tun U-boat would"

be so far out of the beaten track,” com-
mented the skipper.

“T will tell you of my adventures
whilst a prisoner on the island another
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time, if you care to hear them, but it’s
enough for the present if I explain that,
after several months, I managed to
@scape on a catamarav, and, after passing
from istand to island, was at last taken
off by a tradiug hoat, and here 1 am.”

(i Tog S

CHAPTER 2,
The Eavesdroppers.
4 S Dick Danby ceased speaking,
: Stella Kidd looked thoughtfully
. at him for a few moments.
: . “Why did you approach my
father in this matter 2"’ she asked bluntly.
“ Young Harry Fielding introduced

\‘Iéjgn to me on the veranda of Kerrick’s

iiotel,” interposed the Skipper. ‘“He
was getting nicely under way with his
yarn when [ saw-that German dog, who
ealls himselt a Dutchman, Otto Schwab,
drinking in every “word; so I brought
him here, where we would be safe from
eavesdroppers.”

Stella Kidd lagked surprised.

“You know Harry, then?” she asked
Dick. ”

“1t was his father's schooner
picked me up. He and his cousin, .
Maddox, were on hoard, and we got quite
chummy,” explemed the young saitor.

Stella nodded comprehendingly.

. “Harry Fielding 1s all right. so is Joe
Maddox. They are both good boys,” she
remarked,  “I suppose you have told
them about the treasure?”
~ “Yes. The faet is, I rather hoped Mr.
Fielding senior would have interested
‘himself- in the business; but when we
reached Fiji he had gone to Melbourne
on business. As the Pathan is lying in
..shallow water, there is no telling when
she may be found, so I decided t6 ask
your help,” replied Dick. ™
~ Tather = and  daughter
glances. ;

After a few minutes’ thoughtful silence,
Stella nodded her head.

Captain Kidd rose to his feet and held
out his hand. -

“Right, my lad! Put it there!” he
cried heartily. “We'll help you get the

exchanged

gold, and divide up fair aud square after-

warda.”? . :

. ¢ Agreed!” eried Dick Danby.

And thus the bargain was struck which
was fated to lead them into so many
strange adventures and hairbreadth
escapes.

Striding to a cupboard, Captain Kidd
drew out a large chart of the Paecific,
which he spread on a table beneath the
skyhight.

“Herée’s Ronako,” he said, laying his
finger on a tiny spot an eight of an inch
above the dark line that marked the
Equator, “Where do you reckon your
istand 13?7 .

-“Tt must be one of these ato'ls,” ré-

plied Dick, pointing to a number of dots

anarked as a reef on the chart some fifty
miles north-west of the larger island.

“Hers i3 a map of the island I have
- wpade from memory, and a rough plan 1

seratched on fhe inside of a piece of

cocoanut-shell,”
_As he spoke, Dick Danby spread out a
sheet of foolsecap paper, saying :

“Here’s the rock on which the Pathan
struek. When I Teft her her forepart had
glid into the water, but hLer stern, in
which is the strong-room, was still show-
mg above the waves, and—— Hang the
paper 17 he added, as the map curled up
ab one edge. *

With a light ldugh, Stella Kidd
veached a silverframed mmrror from the
wall by her side, and, smoothing out the
vebellious eurd in the paper, laid i, faco
 upwards, on 6né edge. - o

; «Continued en page 16.)
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YOUR EDITOR IS ALWAYS GLAD TO HEAR FROM HIS READERS, ' l

A SHORT STORY.

Georgie Growler was a very miserable boy;
he always had something to grumble about.
If there was not any real trouble about, he
always managed to make some. In short, he
was Growler by name and Growler by nature.

Well, ever since 1915 Georgie Growler :
bheen grumbling becanse the “Q@Greyiriars
Herald ” stopped coming out- He ‘wrote to
me and grumbled about it, and he grumbled
to every boy and girl he met,

That will just suow you what an unrcason-
able young fellow he was. As though 1
wanted to stop the “Greyiriars’ Herald »! -

Most of the Companion Paper readers
realised that the “G. H.” had to stop bécause
of the war. There was g shortage of paper,
and 1 simply -could not go on witn the
“Herald.” I realised, and most of my
readers realised, that it could not be helped.
We blamed the Huns for’it, and decided to
lgelep smiling, and make the best of'a bhad
Job. s .

Not so, Georgie Growler! Oh, na! He
wrote to me very angrily, and said that he
couldn’t sec the point at all.

1S

“Just because we're fighting Germany 1.
Herald ? |

don’t see why the - Greyfriars’
shouldn’t come out!” he wrote.

And that was after 1 had explained all
about the shortage of paper!

Anyhow, I couldn't get Georgie Growler to
be reasonable about the business. He kept
on - writing and grumbling, until' I go} too
Then; at
last, he said he wouldn’t read any of the
Companion Papers again. ; :

Qf course, I was sorry he felt so upset about
it all, but ¥ eouldn’t see what I could do
to make him feel any happier, so I let the
matter drop. 5
~Well. he still went about grumbling because
the “Greyfriars’ Herald ¥ had stopped appear-
ing, and he grumbled and grumbled mongn
in and month out.

Now, this is whers the funny part of the
story comes in. The other day he met a
loyal reader named Charlie Cheerful.

“Hallo, Georgie!” cried Charlie.
you seen this week’s ‘ Gem ’?”

“No, I haven’t!” snapped Georgie Growler-
“1 don’t want to, either! The ‘Greyfriars’
Herald > was stopped through no reason at
all, and I haven't seen the other papers
since.  The ‘ Greyfriars’™ Herald’ was the
best paper going!”

“But if you haven't seen this week’s
‘Gem — bhegan Charlie Cheerful, when
Gecrgie interrupted him again. He had
started grumbling once more, and he meant
to go on grumbling.

“Have

“1f they were to start bringing out the
¢ Greyfriars’ Herald’ again—"
“But s

“1t’s no good to keep on telling me about
the ‘Gem’ and all the other papers——"
“Listen to me a minute—-"

“1 don’t want to hear anything - about

thent, 80 it’s no use to keep saying, ‘Look f

hered

1 want to tell you something-—-"
“Ahout the ‘Gem’ or ‘Magnet,” I sup-

 pose, and I don’t want—"

“On, dear! If you'd only shut up for a
jiffy, and give me a chance to say some-
thing, perhaps you.wouldn’t want to keep on
grumbling so much !”

“Well, you only want to tell me something
about Tom Merry or a new serial or some-
thing—-"

“Xo, I don't, you silly young chump!”
shouted  Charlie Cheerfnl, almost out of
patienee. “I was going to tell you about the
¢ Herald * {”

“Going to tell me it stopped beeause af the
shortage of paper, I supposc!” grunted
Georgie. Growler.

“No!¥  yelled Charfie at' the top of his}
voice.  “It's eoming out again on October

20th!” : s =
He had to gasp for breath after:shouting

so loudly, and he

Georgie.

he glared trivmipbantiy, at*
f “§ tiom,

T

At first that young fellow looked decidedly

unbelieving, then he seemed to be cousiger-
ing: Charlie’s startling: news.
. “1 believe you're only kidding me!” he said
at last: “Who told you it was coming out
again ‘on QOctober 20th? And “hgw do you
Know it’s true?” : e

“This is how I know!” cried Charlie Cheer-
ful. And he dived quickly to-his pecket, and
drew forth a copy of the previous week’s
*Gem,’ contaiming all the news about the
veappearance of the “G, B.” “Look ab that !’
he cxclaimed excitedly. “Qetober 20th!
Going to be better than ever it was before!”

Georgie hastily looked at the Editor’s Chat,
and gradually s face Jost its miserable
expression, and he began to smile.

“See, they are going to give Tuck Hampers
away again!™ cried -Charlie. “I'm not going
to miss that. DUve ordered my copy of No. 1
already. You'd better go and order yours
straight away, or yo might be too latel”

But Georgie did not hear the last remark;
he was devouring the news about all the good
things that are ghing to appear in the
new “@. H.” Then he started doing a step-
dance on the pavement, and the people
passing by > wondered what was wrong with
him.

Charlie stood roaring with laughter. s

“Phat’s not the only thing!” he exclaimed,
clutehing Georgie’s arm.“The great ‘' Holiday
Annual’ is geing to be on sale on October
15th, It’s going to be a big, thick baok,
full of all sorts of jolly fine things—eoloured
plates, long school stories, hundreds of pie-
tures, tricks, puzzles, articles, and a grand
play; a picture-gallery, lots of other stories,
contributions from Harry Wharton & Co.,
and Tom Merry & Co., and all the rest of the
famous boys of the schools!” -

He finished up breathless, while Georgie
stared in amazement. He had missed all this
cood news because he left off reading the
Companion Papers. > :

“My  mother’s ordered -a copy of the
« Anpual’ for me,” went on Charlie. “It’s
going to cost 5s., but mother says it’s worth
much more than  that, and she certainly
wouldn’t let me miss it. 8o I'm all right!”

Then He, too, started dancing about on the
pavement.

“What a treat—eh?” eried Georgic Growler;
and he wasn’t grumbling now. He was
laughing all over his face.

“You'd better hurry home  and tell your
mother all about it!” said Charlic eagerly.
“YVou can borrow my copy of the ‘ Gem’ that
telts you all about it, and show it to her.”

“Yes, rather!” cried Georgie. “On the way

1 shall order No. 1 of the ‘Greyfriars’
Herald.” ” . 4
“That’s the idea!” laughed Charlie. “Your
mother will order the °Annuai’ for youm
when yowve told her alt about it1?
“What-hot Good-bye, okl son! Thanks

{ for telling me all the news!”

“So-long, Georgie!” cried Charlie.

And the two ,boys went ‘on their ways as
happy as could be; and Georgie hasn't heen
heard to grumble since.

NOTICES.

Correspondencs; etc, Wantsd.

Miss Trixie Clark, fona,” 23, y
Street, East Camberwell, Victoria, Australia—+—
with girl readers anywhere, 10-12.

Miss Gladys Dove, Chandos Lodge, Ellen-
horough  Park, Weston-super-Mare — with
readers anywhere. .

F. Holand, 65, Cheadle Stireet, Higher
Openshaw, Manchester, waiits  members all
over the world for new Corréspondence Club ;
magazine issued.

& 'R. Broughton, 47, Cammell Road, Firth
heffield—with rteaders in’ the South

Park,
Sea Islands and in British Columbia.

F. Brown, 80, New Town, Ashford, Kent,
has for sale No. 3 Mececano, in good condi-
Cost price 21s. 6d.

Moorhouse -




THE TREASURE SEEKERS

(Continued from page 15.)

Captain Kidd grunted in a dissatisfied
manner.

‘Seems to me that if she is out of the
water, as you say, the islanders will have
stupped hel as clean sz a clamshell by

this time,”” he remarked.—~ -~ |
“They’d never get into the strong-

room if they worked at it with their
primitive tools for a thousand years!”
declared Dick confidently.

As he spoke he glanced at Stella, and
was struck by the strange expression on
her face.

Stretching out a hand that trembled
as though with excitement, she picked
up a pencil, and seemed to be scribbling
aimlessly on the edge of the map.

But as *Dick watched the swiftly-
moving point, whilst answering a ques-
tion put to him by her fa.thel, he saw
her form the words:

“Dow’t - move; but look into the
mirror.”’
Wonderingly Dick obeyed, and, with

difficuity, repressed a start- of ' dismay
when he saw the faces of the twe men,
who were watching them through the
open skylight, reflected in the shining
surface.

It needed all Dick Danby's self-control
to keep himself from looking up, and to
talk to the skipper as though he had seen
nothing. .

Saying he scarcely knew what, Dick
took the pencil from Stella’s hand. . So
clumsy was he that he let it fall on the
floor at the foot of the tiny companion-
way.

Leaving the table as though to pxck
up the pencil, he dashed up the stairs,
and was on deck before those above
realised the meaning of his manceuvre.

Springing hastily to their feet, the two
men confronted him.

One he recogriised as the supposed
Dutchman, Otto Schwab; the other -was
a-tall, thin, wiry individual, with the
s“althv skin of a half-breed, and the
most revoltingly ferocious face Dick had
aver seen,

Otto Schwab glowered furiously at the
indignant * young  Britisher, whilst his
companion’s hand moved m:tmd.xely to-
a knife concealed in the waistband of his
trousers.

But Schwab shot a warning ghu(e at
him, as, with an oily smile, he said:

“Js Captain Kidd on board, my boy?”

“Why ask when you know he is?”

_retorted Dick contemptuously.

Otto Schwab flushed angrily.
“Keep a civil tongue in your head,

MMWWW a2 522 27

The Big Three!

Do not fail to read the entirely new series of thrilling adventures of
these dauntless mseparable chums which starts i this week’s
popular comic, the JESTER. An offer of £3()0 to be won in a snmple
F ootball Competltlon and a host of -
amusing pictures, ]okes and good
stories also appear in this famous

MMMWWWWWMWW

THE GEM LIBRARY.

bovi In my country we teach—"
began, when Dick 111tex1upted him.

“Idon’t care what you do in Germany !
It’s what we do in the British melre
that counts nowadays!”

Otto Schwab went as white as a sheet
with fury, but ere he could repudiate the
nationality thrust upon him, Captain
Kidd burst from the cabin.

“Hallo! What is all this?"” began the
skipper.

Then his eyes fell upon the Malay half-
breed.

With a roar like an enraged bull, he
flew at him.

Terror-stricken, the other
flee.

It was a Heaven-sent opportunity, and
the irate skipper took advantage of it.

Lifting his right foot, he raised the
flecing man well clear of the schooner’s
low fl{‘LbOald and sent him sprawling
on to the whart beyond, with a kick
which would have gamgd him rounds of
applause on the football-field.

*““Hail and . lightning, you yellow-
skinned skunk, with a figure-head that’d
frighten a stone idol, didn’t I tell you
rd wring your scraggy neck if T caught
you w! ithin' a hundred yards of the Foam
again?’ he roared.

Ter Pig! Mad Englishman!
adds to the score'I owe you! And Sulah
Mendozza always pays his debts!”
shricked the Malay, literally dancing with
rage, cuntil Captain Kidd took a step
towards him, when he darted off like a
scared rabbit.

Then the skipper of the Foam tumed
tn Otto Schwab.

“Get off my ship!” he thundered. I
don’t remember having sent for you!
And, if ever I do, you may come w ith a
&h‘ught waistcoat and a brace of keepers
to cart me to the nearest lunatic-
asylum !”

Otto Schwab looked as fhough he would
have liked to try conclusions with the
angry captain then and there, but the
buriy skipper was evidently no easy pro-
position.

“Besides, the last thing the pretended
Dutchman wanted at that particular time
was to claim the attention of the Fijian
police.

He was not known in that part of
Polynesia, it is true, but too close an
inguiry might have elicited the fact that
the J)uunhman, Otto ‘Schwab, and the
commander of a certain U-boat which had
sunk the Pathan and many another gcod
ship, was one and the same.

Clicking his heels, he raised his hand
in a form 1al mili tary salute; then, wheel-
mrr round, marched off, the very picture
of offended dignity.

Captain Kidd’s hearty laughter rang
aver the sleeping waters of the harbour.

“(Given yourself away this time, Herr
Otto von Schwab!” he chuckled. “But

he

turned to

story and picture weekly.
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This orilyI'since then.

it's not a laughing matter,

“Enough to gulde them to
treasure, I am afraid,” returned Dick
ruefully, as they re- entered the cabin, to

| find that Stella, by standing on the table,

had been an amused spectator of the
whole scepe.
+“Wasn’t that \Inndozm you helped
overboard so politely, dad?" she asked.
“Yes, the-thieving toad !” :
“Who is he?” asked Dick.
“If he wasi’t the biggest coward
unhung, he’d be the most dangerous mau

about the ‘islands,” returned Captain
Kidd. “He nearly made a ¢ black:
birder ’ of me once. But, as soon as 1

tumbled to his game, 1 sailed round 40,

the other side of the island from which
he had taken the doped natives, and set.
’em all ashore again. He tried to kuife
me for that, so I chucked him over-
board.” : : e
“And jumped in
Stella, gazing proudly at her father.
S Oh well, T was a bit hot, and wanted

H qwlm, nnyhow‘ ?“retorted the skipper.
“But I'd have let the sharks have him if
I'd known the kind of veptile he was! He
has tried to do me a score of dirty tricks
He even tried to kidnap

Stella; but her old father hadn’t taught
her to shoot for nothing, and all he got
for his trouble was a bullet in the leg:Z
Dick Danby glanced admiringly at the
beautiful girl, who looked so frail and
demure in her plain, white, drill coatl
and skirt, that he could haldlv imagine
her capable of defending: herself.
“0Oh, you don’t know Stella

after him!” said

5

xot”’

)aughod Uaptain Kidd, 1eadmg the boy's" .

thoughts. * Wait till you've secn her
conning the schooner through a * dan-
gerous opening in a reef, or furling sail -
in a storm! But, come, lad! Schwab
may be a Hun, but he’s a precious lively
Hun, and if we don’t get to business we'll
find him ahead of us! The trouble will
ba to get a diving-suit. - Stenson, the
pearl-fisher, has got one of the nu\est
out. - Carries its own air.. No tubes of
life-lines to get in the way. But I don’t
know if he will lend Jt to us.

“1 think he will if I ask him, fathex
interposed “Stella: %

“He ought to, after vour nursing his
child through that last bout of tvphoxd
The doctor said she would have died buf
for you,” rveturned her father.

“Mr. Fielding has two diving-ontfits,
which we are going to borrow. Harry

Fielding and Joe Maddox are ov elhaul-

g them now,” replied Dick.

“That's alt ughf then. TI'rather fancv
we'll leave Schwab standing, after alli”
chuckled Captain Kidd.

Another long instalment of this grand
new aduenture serial will appear in next
Wednesd y’s GEM. Order your copy now.)

Out on Friday, 13d.
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