A TASTE OF HIS OWN
MEDICINE !

(A ¢ compelling '’ inciden! from this
tweelk’s splendid school story of St Jim's.
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A ROUSING LONG YARN OF TOM MERRY & CO., AT ST. JIM’S—

(4

Martin Clifford

Generations of D’Arcys have fought and bled for their

country and their honour, but none has shown more courage

in the face of odds than Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, the swell

of the Fourth at St. Jim’s, who takes all the limelight in
this week’s rousing school yarn !

CHAPTER 1.
A Windfall for Wally !
« g T'S rotten!”
I It was Cutts, of the Fifth Form, at St. Jim's, whe
made that remark.
Gerald Cutts was in a bad temper!

There was nothing very uncommon about that fact. Cutts
was frequently in a bad temper. As Monty Lowther of
the Shell had once remarked, Cutts generally went about
St. Jim’s looking as if he had swallowed-his last sixpence.
But this time, Cutts was in a worse temper than usual,

*“Hang Ratty !”

_Cutts’ brow was like thunder as he made that exclama-
tion.

He glared at the study carpet. But he was thinking of
Mr. Ratcliff, the master of the Fifth.

It was not exactly unusual for Fifth-Formers to feel
annoyed with Mr. Rateliff. That irascible gentleman was
by no means popular with the fellows who had the doubtful
pleasure of working under his acid authority. Cutts had
many a time and oft said hard things about Mr. Ratcliff.
But at the moment he could scarcely find words for his
feelings. Could he have chosen Mr. Ratcliff’s fate just
thlen, it would have been something lingering, with boiling
oil in it. .

The door opened, and St. Leger came in

“What’s up?” asked St. Leger.

That something was “up” was
black brows.

Cutts glared at his study-mate.

“You ought to know !” he snarled. ‘Hang it, you've not
forgotten I'm giving that party to-night?”

“Rather not. Knox is comin’, isn’t he?”

f‘YeS !)7

“But why the worried brow, old man? Aren’t you
pleased old Knox is comin’? Dash it, it ain’t often that
Sixth-Formers:

“You ass! It’s not that! Didn’t I tell you about that
stuff I’'m getting in for the party?”

“Yes, but—"

“ And weren’t you in the same giddy class-room with

s

obvious from ' Cutts’

me when Ratty dropped on me for dozing——"

“ Anyone would have dozed!” grinned 8t. Leger. * Livy
may have been a cheery old bird when he lived hundreds
of years ago, but his books ain’t exactly snappy readin’
these days.”

“Ratty doesn’t see it that way,” snarled Cutts. “He
gave me five hundred lines to do by tea-time! Hang him!
And that means I can’t go into Rylcombe to get that
par(é’eg for to-night.” ) .

€@ ‘)j

St. Leger understood.

“That’s rotten.” he said. “I’d have gone, but my foot’s
stil} ajbit gammy, after that slip I had yesterday on the
stairs.”

“F know it is, you ass!” growled Cutts. “That’s the
trouble! I’ve got to get that rotten parcel, somehow. Bub
I daren’t risk not getting those lines done, and I can’t get
’em done if 1 go into the village. Blow Ratty!” -

“Hear, hear!” grinned St. Leger. “Carried unan:

“Tll have to get some kid to go for me.”
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St. Leger looked doubtful.

“You’ll be lucky if you can,” he said. ‘“Those fags are
such cheeky little sweeps when the Fifth ask them to do
anythin’. If T had my way, the Fifth would have fags.”

“Well, you’ve not got your way!” said Cutts surlily.
“So don’t waste time jawing!”

He rose to his feet.

“T’ll see what I can do,” he growled, and left the study.

In the Hall, Cutts ran into Blake & Co. of the Fourth.

It was a half-holiday, but since there was no cricket that
afternoon the chums of Study No. 6 were off for a ramble
in Rylcombe Woods. They glanced round in surprise when
Cutts hailed them.

“Hallo, Cutty ” grinned Jack Blake.
worried frown?”

“Still backing gee-gees that get cramp half-way?” asked
Robert Arthur Digby humorously.

It was well known. at St. Jim’s that Cutts, the black skeep
of the School House, had dealings with shady racing men
in the village. That was only one of Cutts’ dingy black-

guardisms. | .
“Look here, kids,”

“Wherefore the

“Shut up!”’ growled Cutts angrily.
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—STARRING ARTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY OF THE FOURTH!

ke went on, in what was meant to be a friendly voice, “ will
you do me a favour?”

Blake & Co. stared at Cutts in surprise. It was not offen
that Cutts forgot his-lofty position as a Fifth-I'ormer to
ask favours of the Fourth.

“Bai Jove!" exclaimed Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, the
swell of St. Jim’s, adjusting his celebrated eyeglass to
stare at Cutts. “Did I heah Cutts wequestin’ us to do him
a favah, deah boys?”

“No, it was only the wind in the trees, Gussy!” grinned
Herries.

“ Look here,” said Cutts, frowning, “it’s not much I'm
asking. T only want you to fetch a parcel for me from the
village.”

“Sorry, Cutts, we’re not going to the village,” chuckled
Blake. “We're going to Rylcombe Woods. Even if we
were going to the village, I dunno that we'd want to start
collecting parcels!”

“We’'re not giddy postmen!” growled Herrles,

“Weally, Cutts, T wegard your wequest as wathah
cheekay!” said Gussy with dignity.

Had the request come from some other fellow than
Gerald Cutts, Blake & Co. might have been only too ready
to oblige. But there was no love lost between Study No. 6
and Cutts of the Fifth. Cutts would certainly never have
stirred a finger to oblige them. So they did not see why
they should go out of their way to oblige Cutts! -

“ Look here, you kids: ”

“Can’t. Your face liurts the eyes,

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“Look here, you young sweeps!” roared Cutts.

“Naughty temper!” said Dig reprovingly, shaking a
finger.

“All I want—"" went on Cutts angrily.

“JIs a bar of soap and a sponge!” grinned Herries.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Blake & Co. turned away, chuckling, and vanished into
the quad, leaving Cutts glaring after them.

There was a siep behird the Fifth-Former, and Reggie
Manners of the Third appeared.

“Hi, kidt”

Reggie Manners halted abruptly when Cutts hailed him.
He eyed Cutts warily, Reggie knew Cutts!

-“You've got to gb into the village for me, young

»

said Blake gravely.

- Manners.” growled Cutts.
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“See?

If you don't, I'll give
you a good licking !”

“Go and eat coke!” bawled Reggie Manners, more loudly
than politely, and he turned and bolted as Curts made a
furious grab at him.

Cutts snorted.

There was another step in the Hall.
the boy from British Columbia.

“I say! Wildrake!”

Wildrake, heading for the quad, glanced at Cutts in
surprise. .

“Going out?” murmured Cutts affably. “I want a parcel
fetched from the village. Would you mind—"

I should mind,” nodded Wildrake cheerily. “Good-bye!”

And the Canadian junior vanished into the quad.

“I say. Clive!”

Sidney Clive had appeared from the stairs, accompanied
by Levison.

“I want a parcel fetched from the village, Clive. I
know you wouldn’t, object to obliging me——"

*“Wrong again!” grinned Clive. “ 8o long, Cutts!”

Clive and Levison vanished into the quad also.

Clutts seemed out of luck! He breathed hard.

“Hallo! It's Cutty-Wutty! How’s Gerald?” sang out a
cheery voice.

It was Monty Lowther, of the Shell.

Cutts looked round quickly., Tom Merry, Manners and
Lowther, had come along, arm-in-arm. The Terrible Three
had promised to join Blake & Co, for the ramble in
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. you, you asses!
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Rylcombe Woods, and they looked very healthy and cheery.
Cutts eyed them doubtfully. He had not much hope that
he could make use of the Terrible Three.

The Terrible Three were not nearly fond enough of Gerald
Cutts to want to oblige him! However, he could but iry.

“¥ say, you kids,” said Cutts, in as friendly a vcice as he
could assume, “are you going out?”

Since Tom Merry & Co. had their caps on and were
heading for the.quad, the question was really a little
unnecessary.

“Oh, no!” said Tom Merry gravely. “We’ve only got
eaps on because we mean to stay in all the afternoon.”

Lowther and Manners chuckled. Cutts flushed angrily.

“You're very funny!” he snarled.

““Not half so funny as you!” grinned Monty Lowther.
“In fact, therc’s nothing quite so funny as you, Cuits.
Your face, f'rinstance—"" .

Cutts controlled himself with an effort.

“Look here!” he exclaimed. “I want a parcel fetched
from the village. If you are going into the village, I'd
be obliged if you'd get it for me.”

The Terrible Three looked at one ancther, after which
Tom Merry winked at his chums.

“What about it, you chaps?” he said gravely.

Cutts’ face brightened.

“Always nice to oblige old Cutts,” murmured Monty
Lowther. .

“Rather !” agreed Manners.

“But fair’s fair,” said Tom Merry. “Look here, Cutts,
we’ll do this favour for you if you’ll do a favour for us.”

“What's that ?”” asked Cutts.

“Nothing much,” said the junior captain of St. Jim’s
airily. “While we’re fetching your parcel, we’ll expect you
to buzz up to our study and clean it up a bit. Black the
grate, sweep the chimney, scrub the floor, beat the carpet,
lay in a spread for tea—at your expense—do our prep, oil
our cricket bats, clean the boots, dust our clothes, and—"

He broke off in apparent surprise.

“Here, where are you off to, Cutts?”

But Gerald Cutts wasn’t waiting to hear any more. He
strode off with a thunderous brow, and if looks could have
killed, Tom Merry would have dropped dead on the spot.-

“Pon’t go!” pleaded Monty Lowther. “Give us one last
loving look!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

* But Cutts did not give one last loving look. He stamped
away, leaving the chums of Study No. 10 to go their way,
grinning cheerily.

Cutts was getting desperate.
very soon, they would not be ready by tea-time.

If he did not start his lines
And that

would mean facing the wrath of Mr. Rateliff. And
“Ratty’s” wrath was not a thing to be faced lightly.
“Hang it!” muttered Cutts, between his teeth. “I—"

He broke off, his eyes lighting up.

Four fags had come into view.

They were Wally D’Arcy, Levison minor, Curly Gibson,
and Jameson, and they were looking rather doleful.

As a matter of fact, the four Third-Formers had planned
to go to the pictures that afternoon at Rylcombe. But at
the last minute they had discovered that they only had
twopence and a three-halfpenny stamp between them!
Heace their gloomy faces.

Cuttg turned towards them.

After his experience with Reggie Manners, Cutts resolved
to try different tactics. Anyway, he knew that Wally
D’Arcy was not the kind who could be bullied into doing
things. With a would-be friendly smile, Cutts planted him-
self in the path of the fags.

“Half a minute, kids!” he said. -

The “kids” halted. Wally D’Arcy eyed Cutts sus-
pieiously.

“What's wrong with you?” growled the cheeky leader of
the fag tribe. He did nct like Cutts.

“Do you want to earn five bob, young D’Arey 7”

Wally jumped.

It was just what he did want to do.
still suspicious,

“How ?” he asked cautiously.

“Nothing much. I want someone to trot into Rylcombe
for me and get a parcel. Are you game?”

Before Wally could answer his friends answered for him.

“You bet Wally’s game!” said Curly Gibson.

“He'll go for you, Cutts!” chimed in Jameson.

“Rather!” nodded Frank Levison eagerly. “Let’s have
the five bob, Cutts.” 3

Wally glared at his companions.

“Shut up!” he roared. “He asked me, didn’t he? Not
Look here, Cutts, let’s see the five bob

But his look was

first.”

Cutts produced a couple of half-crowns.
Third-Formers gleamed.
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“Corn in Egypt!” muttered Curly Gibson.

It certainly did ceem a stroke of luck for the fags.
Wally’s doubts had vanished. He pocketed the money,
with a grin.

“Right-ho, Cutts, old man!” he said cheerily. -~ “I’ll
fetch your giddy parcel! Where is it? But I won’t get it
if it’s cigarettes,” he added, with a sudden return of his
suspicions. “I know you're a shady rotter——"

Cutts glared at him.

“You cheeky little sweep!” he
you?”

“Keep your wool on!” said Wally coolly.
cigarettes, is it ?”

“No!” snarled Cutts. “This parcel is waiting for me
at Tilley’s, the jobmaster in Rylcombe, you know. Say I
sent you, Half a minute—I’ll scribble a note.”

The Fifth-Former took out a pencil and scribbled on the
leaf of a notebook, which he tore out and folded, handing
it to Wally.

“There you are. Give Tilley that.”

“Right you are, old son!” said Wally cheerfully. “Come
on, you chaps! Wouldn’t do to be seen here talking to a
Fflf,i):h-Former—we’ve got the honour of the Third to think
o

Even

roarcd. “How dare

“It’'s not

“Why, you cheeky young sweep—"
Wally & Co. moved off towards the steps that led down
into the quad, looking very pleased with themselves. They
would be able to go to the pictures after all, now.

Gerald Cutts watched them disappear, with an_odd look
on his unpleasant face. Then he turned and made for the
Fifth Form passage.

It was time he began “Ratty’s” lines. But even with
that prospect ahead of him, he looked quite checrful, now
that 1he had arranged for the fetching of his mysterious
parcel |

CHAPTER 2.
Cutts’ Parecel !
[{ EALLY, deah boys, I'm beginnin’ to feel wathah
hungwy !”
It was Arthur Augustus D’Arcy who made
that observation.
Tom Merry & Co. and Blake & Co. had covered a good
many miles in their ramble that afternoon, and they were

one and all feeling as D’Arcy felt—rather hungry! In fact,
that was quite a mild way of putting it.
“Rather hungry!”’ echoed Blake. “My hat! I feel as

if I could ecat the legs off & dining-room table.”

“I could give a boa-constrictor a start of ten puddings,
and then out-eat him!” groaned Monty Lowther. “What
about you, Tommy ?”’

“T feel jolly peckish, too!” laughed Tom Merry. “I vote
we make tracks for Rylcombe now, and have a good feed
at Mrs. Murphy’s tucksnop.”

“Good wheeze!” nodded Blake.

“VYaas; let's make twacks for Mrs. Murphay’s, deah
boys,” agreed D’ Arcy.

The juniors were not far from the village, luckily, and
it did not take long for them to reach the High Street.
By the time they entered the tuckshop, however, their

- appetites were raging.

“My tweat, deah boys!” murmured D’Arcy, adjusting
his monocle and inspecting carefully the good things on
the counter. “Pway leave this to me! Mrs. Murphay,
two dozen of those tarts, please, and—yes, one dozen
two dozen doughnuts, please, and—yes, one dozen
mewingues, please, Mrs. Murphay. That sultana cake looks
pwetty wippin’—I’ll have that, too.”

“Steady on, Gussy—don’t buy up the shop!” grinned
Digby. “There are only seven of us—not a regiment!”

D’Arcy smiled upon him benevolently. )

“My deah Dig, pway leave this to me. I feel hungwy
enough for a wegiment myself!” .

It was Gussy’s way to stand treat on a lavish scale. But
Tom Merry & Co. and Blake & Co. ‘couldn’t help wonder-
ing if they would be able to get through all the good things
that D’Arcy had provided for them. Still, they meant to
do their best!

“These jam-tarts are ripping!” mumbled Monty Lowther,
with his mouth full ;

It is not supposed to be polite to speak with one’s
nﬁouth full; but Monty was too hungry to worry about
that.

The chums of the School House need not have worried
as to whether or not they could polish off D’Arcy’s lavish
spread; for help was shertly at hand.

“Hallo, hallo! Look who’s here!” .

It was the cheery voice of Arthur. Augustus D’Arcy’s
minor. .

Wally, Curly Gibson, Levison minor, and Jameson were

e s e



Broadcast the News, Chums !

grinning in at the tuckshop doorway.
hig major.

“Hallo, old hoss!” :

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy frowned slightly as he adjusted
his eyeglass to survey his grinning minor.  Arthur
Augustus did not approve of his young brother referring to
him as_‘““old hoss.” It was always a sore point with Gussy
that his minor quite failed to show more respect for the
lofty position of his major as a Fourth-Former.

Wally stepped into the tuckshop.

“Come on, you kids!” he sang out cheerily. “Here’s old
Gussy standing treat! I s’pose we're invited, Gussy?”’

But before his major could have a chance of replying
Wally had sat down at the table; and, at his command, his
three pals sat down with him.

Gussy gasped.

“Weally, you young scamp——"

“Those meringues look prime,” said Wally thoughtfully.
‘“Pass 'em over, Tom Merry.”

The leader of the Shell smiled and passed them over.
Gussy's friends were all grinning as they watched his aristo-
cratic fage. But Gussy was not grinning—far from it¢!

Wally nodded to

Wonderful Treat for All Readers Coming Soon! 8

Tom Merry & Co. looked at one another and grinned.

“So Cutts got somcone to fetch his giddy parcel, after
all!” chuckled Monty Lowther. “He had the cheek to
suggest that we fetched it!”

‘““Same here!” chimed in Dighby.
Beastly cheek!” .

“Don’t like mixing with Cutts,” went-on Wally., “He's.
a shady rotter! Besides, the Third don't caré to mix with
the Fifth ”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” . .

“But five bob’s five bob, you know,” said Curly Gibson.
‘So Wally fetched Cutts’ rotten parcel.” .2

“Bo we sce,” said Tom Merry, glancing at the brown

“He asked us, too.
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Wally snatched up the oream bun and flung it wrathfuliy at Curly Gibson, but the bun landed fairly in the eys of Arthur Augustus

D'Arcy! Squeich! “Ow! Oh!
f]‘;\Venlly, Wally, I wegard your mannahs as fwight-
ully——"

‘“After you v-ith the jam-tarts, Blake!” sang out Wally.
“What’s that, Gussy?”

“I wegard your disgwaceful wudeness with howwor!” said
Gussy bitingly. * Weally, Wally, I nevah invited——"

“These tarts are ripping !” murmured Waliy. ¢Try one,
young Levison!” C

Gussy glared at his minor.

“Wally

“Get 1t off your chest, old hoss!”

“You deserve a fwightful thwashin’! Your mannahs are
a disgwace to the D’Arcys! To join at a spwead before you
are pwoperly invited is fwightfully wude! ”

“Sorry!” said Wally amiably. “But you would have
invited us, eh?”

“Of course. I should certainly have suggested that you
and your fwiends joined us.” .

“Then you can’t grumble,” grinned Wally. “’Cause
\\ie’ve joined you just the same.  Pass that sultana-cake,

ease.”’
b And Wally D’Arcy carried on cheerfully, heedless of his
major’s wrathy look. : .

““What have you kids been doing with yourselves this
afternoon?” asked Tom Merry, smiling, o

“Been to the pictures,” answered Wally, with his mouth
full of sultana:cake. “Bit of luck, that was! We were
it.on)z; but old Cutts gave me five bob to fetch a parcel for

im.

Bai Jove——"' ‘howied the swell of St. Jim’s.

(Sce Chapter 2.)

paper parcel that stood on the table hehind Wally. “ Hanged
if I'd risk a parcel of mine being fetched by the Third!"”
he added, with a chuckle, “Don’t start playing footer with
it on the way back, kids, or Cutts’ll drop on you!”

“Why, you checky rotter!” said Wally warmly.
think the Third can’t be trusted——"

At that moment Wally’'s indignant words were interrupted.

Curly Gibson, in passing the crecam-buns to Levison minor,
had swung the plate around rather too hastily. One of the
cream-buns shot off the edge of the plate and landed on
Wally's waistcoat.

There was a yell from Wally.

“You frabjous ass—"

He snatched the sticky mess from his waistcoat and flung
it wrathfully at Curly Gibson.

Curly Gibson ducked. .

It was lucky for him he did, but it
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy!

There was a fiendish yell in the tuckshop as the squashy
cream-bun caught the swell of St. Jim’s in the eye.

“Ow! Yawooop! Oh! Bai Jove—"

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“You fwightful young wuffian——

“n, ha, ha!” roared Wally. “Sorry, old hoss!”

Wiping the sticky mess frantically from his eye, Arthar
Augustus D’Arcy rose in majestic wrath. e

“Wally, if it were not for the fact of cweatin’ a scene
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heah, I should give you a feahful thwashin’! As it is I ordah
you to wetiah fwom these pwemises !’

‘T don’t think|” said Wally cheerfully,

“Bai Jove! I ordah——"

“Order away, old hoss!” )

“I shall have to administah a feahful thwashin’ when we
get to St. Jim’s unless'you do as I ordah!” gasped Gussy.

“Bow-wow !”  ~ .

Arthur Augustus breathed hard.  He pushed back his
chair and took a step towards his cheeky minow, apparently
with the intention of removing Wally by force from the
{uckshop.

Wally, in alarm, jumped up, and there was a crash as his
chair went flying. 1t fell against the table behind and sent
that flying, too. And with it flew Cutts’ parcel.

There was another crash.

“Oh crumbs!” panted Levison minor, as he stared in
dismay at the fallen parcel.

Something inside had broken!

“Now you’ve done it, you ass!” exclaimed Wally, glaring
at his major. “I dunno what’s in Cutts’ rotten parcel, but
¥ heard it smash. You silly chump—"

“Bai Jove! I wefuse to be blamed for that, you young
wapscalliont I uttahly wepudiate all wesponsibility——"

There was a sudden shout from Herries.

“My hat! Look! Cutts’ parcel!”

A trail of sticky-looking red liquid was running slowly out
on to the floor from the mysterious parcel.

“What the thump—"

Tom Merry stooped over the parcel and stared 'at ie

liquid trail closely. Suddenly his face went very stern.

“My only hat !’

He straightened himself and stared round at the others
with grim, startled face.

“What’s up?” cried Manners quickly, amazed at the look
in his chum’s eyes.

“My hat|” muttered Tom Merry again. ‘I knew Cults
was a shady rotter, but I never thought he'd go as far as
this! Do you know what that red liquid is, you chaps?” .

“N-n-not blood?” whispered young Jameson, rather white
in the face.

Tom Merry laughed shortly. He could not help himself,
grave though he was looking. *

“No, you young ass,” he answered. ‘It’s wine! Cutts
has been trying to smuggle a bottle of wine into the school !
He said he had a party on to-night, you remember; I heard
him say so to Gilmore in Hall this morning. That’s what
it’s for. The silly fool! The dingy rotter!”

There was a contémptuous curl to Tom’s lips as he spoke
in low tones.

“This is the limit!” muttered Manners,
silence. )

It certainly was the limit—even for Cutts of the Fifth!
Smuggled cigarettes, it was well known, found their way to
the study of the blackguardly Fifth-Former. That was bad
enough to make all the decent fellows at St. Jim’s steer
clear of Cutts. But a bottle of wine!

Tt was the limit ! :

As Tom Merry & Co. realised, no doubt Cutts simply
wanted to “show off,” to impress his guests with his *“dog-
gishness,” wanted to let them sce what a daring ‘“goer”
he was. There could be no other reason for his reckless act,
for it was very certain that neither he nor his shady friends
would have emjoyed the contents of that parcel. It was
simply a matter of ridiculous bravado.

~And to impress his guests with his “doggishness,” Gerald
Cutts had gone to the limit!

The faces of the juniors were grim as they stared at one
another.

Tom Merry stooped. and gathered up the sticky mess of
paper, cardboard, and broken glass, and tossed it contemptu-
ously into the fireplace with a grimace.

Even the irrepressible Wally looked serious for once.
Bl“]({)utts ought to be hoofed out of St. Jim’s!” muttercd

ake.

“He ought to have been hoofed out long ago, you mean !>
growled Herries. .

“Yaas, wathah!”

There was a sudden soft chuckle from Monty Lowther.

“My hat!” he ejaculated. “I’ve got a wheeze! Let’s
give Cutts a lesson. We’ll get a bottle from Mrs. Murphy,
and we’ll fill it up ourselves—with red ink and things.
Cutts won’t know the difference—not till he tastes it !”

“Ha, ha, ha! He'll know then!” chuckled Digby.

“You kids game to deliver the doctored parcel?” asked
Monty Lowther. “We'll see Cutts doesn’t flay you after-
wards.”

“You bet we’re game!” grinned Wally grimly. “The
awful rotter! Why, if we’d been found with that giddy
parcel, we might have got sacked |”
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“Bai Jave! Yaas, so you might!” gasped D’Arcy major,
a sudden thoughtful look springing into his eyes.

'There was still that thoughtful look in the face of the swell
of St. Jim’s as the others trooped, grinning, from the tuck-
shop, Monty Lowther carrying under his coat an empty
bottle, obtained from Mrs. Murphy, that was destined to
hold Cutts’ “patent medicine,” as Monty had humorously
called it.

That grim and thoughtful look was still in D’Arcy’s face
when they reached St. Jim’s. There was a frown upon his
noble brow, too.

Gussy was thinking—and thinking hard! But, so far, he
was keeping his thoughts to himself.

CHAPTER 3.
Not Nice for Knox !

“ O there you are, you young sweep !” )
1t was Mellish, the sneak of the Fourth, who
spoke. :
He had met Wally D’Arcy on the stairs, in the
School House.

“Sweep yourself I” growled Wally warmly.

. “Cutts sent me along to look for you!” snapped Mellish.
“You’ve been the dickens of a long time fetching his parcel.
Give it over !”

Wally handed it over with surprising meekness,

If Cutts had sent Mellish, who was a toady of his, to get
the parcel from Wally, Wally was quite willing 1o hand it
over. He did not want to be very much in the limelight
concerning that parcel !

Mellish took the parcel and hurried upstairs with it.
Wally watched the sneak of the Fourth vanish in the direc-
tion of the Fifth Form passage, and grinned.

It was not the first time that Mellish had helped Cutts
get things ready for a party, as Wally knew. = Mellish,
though a Fourth-Former, was to a certain degree “in ” with
some of the shady seniors. They found him useful, and
he, in turn, saw that he got his reward for obliging them.

Cutts, Gilmore, and St. Leger werc alone in the study
when Mellish entered with the parcel. Cutts’ guests had
not yet arrived.

“Got it?” growled Cutts, his eyes gleaming. “Good! I
thought young ID’Arcy was never going to get back from
the village, hang him {”

He took the parcel eagerly, tore off the covering paper
and cardboard, and took out the bottle.

“Good 1 he grinned. “This will be a surprise for Knox !”

Cutts was, perhaps, speaking truer than he knew! It
certainly would be a surprise for Knox! But whether it
would be a nice surprise was doubtful.

Cutts glanced round the study. Playing-cards and cigar-
etts, biscuits and cake, were all ready for the guests. The
black sheep of the Fifth nodded with satisfaction.

“Good !” he said. “You can cut now, young Mellish.”

Mellish “cut.”

“Better get that bottle out of sight, old man,” said
St. Leger nervously. “It wouldn’t be healthy for us if it
was spotted.” ’

Cutts nodded, and put the bottle in the cupboard, where
cigarettes were ready for the shady seniors, when they
wanted them.

A minute later there was a knock on the study door.
Prye and Poynings, of the New House, had arrived.

After a few minutes more there was another tap at the
door. This time it was Knox of-the Sixth.

Knozx, the blackguardly prefect of the School House, was
the guest of the evening. It was quite an honour for the
Fifth-Formers, they felt, to have Knox at their little party.
Whether Knox would have accepted Cutts’ invitation if he
had not expected to fleece them of some money at cards
during the evening was rather doubtful. But Cutts & Co.
did not realise that.

“ A little game of nap, eh 7’ murmured Cutts, when every-
one was settled round the table and the door had been
locked. “Have a cigarette, Knox, old man?”

b Knox took a cigarette, as did the others, and the game
egan.

Cutts was feeling very proud of himself. He felt that
he was being a very gay dog indeed! Not for a moment
did it occur to his limited intelligence how utterly stupid
his dingy blackguardism really was.

It was not long before Knox of the Sixth began to win
heavily, The ‘“blades” of the Fifth were no match for
the cunning of the black sheep of the Sixth.

After a while Cutts pushed back his chair. He was still
quite proud of himself, although he had lost quite a lot of
money to Knox.

“T’ve got a little treat for you, Knox, old man,” he mur-
mured, with pretended carelessness. “What do you say to
a spot of port wine?” .
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He took from the cupboard the bottle that Mellish had
brought to the study. That it was not the same bottle that
he had arranged to have left for him at the jobmaster's in
Rylcombe never occurred to Cutts for one moment. Such a
possibility was very far from his mind.

Even Knox whistled at sight of it.

“My word, how did you get that in?” he muttered.

“Easy!” chuckled Cutts. “St. Leger, hand over those
elas old chap. Ta! Here you are, Knox! You'll like
this.

Cutts had already uncorked the bottle, and now he poured
out a generous measure into Knox’s tumbler, giving the
others their share as well.

Krnox picked up his glass. He was grinning.

“You certainly know how te go the pace!” he exclaimed.

Cutts flushed. He regarded that as a compliment—
especially as it came from the Sixth-Former.

“1 suppose 1 am pretty fast!” he agreed fatuously.

“Hum ' Looks a nice colour,” said Prye.

“Tt is, isn't it7” nodded Cutts. “A real rich colour, T cail
that. I bet this is tasty stuff ! .

He sniffed his glass. It did not smell quite as he had
expected it to smell. But he knew
nothing about wine, so he said
nothing, for fear of showing his
ignorance. Knox, too, knew less
of those matters than he would
have liked to admit. Otherwise,
Monty Lowther’s hidcous mixture
would never have deceived him for
a moment.

“Well, here
Knox.

He lifted his glass, and to show
what a thorough “blade” he was,
he tossed off the glassful at a gulp.

The next moment a fiendish yell
rang out in the study.

“Yaroooh!” howled Knog,
springing to his feet, one hanu
clapped over his mouth, his eyes
almost starting from their sockets.
“Ow! Groooooh! Help! Oh,
help! Gerrrooogh !”

The others stared at the Sixth.
Former in~ amazement—all but
Cutts. He, too, had put the mix-
ture to his lips, and although he
had not swallowed so much as
Inox, he had swallowed enough to
put his glass down hastily and, like
Knox, clap a hand over his mouth,

*Oh, lor’!” gasped Cutts. “Ow!
Groooh !” -

With goggling eyes he glared
at the glass from which he had
drunk.

“Grooolt !
gurgled Cutts.

“Mmmmmm*” mumbled Knox.
“Oh! Grooooh! I'm poisoned!”

goes!”  grinned

Ly
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I'm poisoned!”

Then Gilmore took a doubtful sip
from his glass. But ouly one sip!
He put his glass down hastily after
that.

Monty Lowther had spared no pains in mixing Cutts’
“patent medicine.”  Not only was there red ink in that
mixture—lots of red ink!—buct there was turpentine, and
paraffin, and red pepper. Quite a lot of red pepper. in fact.
That was why Knox was now clasping Lis hands to his
throat and dancing wildly round the room.

Knox felt as though his throat was on fire!

“Oh!” he groaned. “Ow! Yarrroooop! My throat's
burnt away! Gimme some water, somebody! Help!”

There was a jug of ‘water standing on the mautelpiece,
and Knox dashed at it, and almost drained it, with great
gulps. Cutts, who also felt a burning feeling in the regton
of his inner man, watched Knox with streaming eyes.

“I—I—I'm awfully sorry, Knox, old man,” he mumbled.

Knox glared at Cutts. He tried to speak, but he couid
find no words. Then he stamped towards the door, turned
the key, and strode from the study, banging the door
violently behind him.

“Oh, dear!” gasped Cutts. “He's ratty, I'm afraid!”

“You don't mean it?” said St. Leger dryly.

“But who's done it?” rapped out Gilmore. ¢ Someone
raust have dactored the giddy stuff! Some cad——"

Cutts started.

“My hat!” he ejaculated. - “Mellish !”

The others stared at him. . .

“Mellish !” ground out Cutts, his- eyes glittering with

chums, for a first-class treat that is coming to
_all readers of the “ GEM.” This treat, which
lasts over several weeks, is a great scoop for
The others stared in amazement. ~ the old paper, and you’ll be agreeably surprised
when you learn the nature of it.
issue contains full particulars !

fury. “He brought the bottle! He thought it would be
funny, I suppose! My hat! T’ll slay him for this!”

“What about those Third Form kids?” put in St. Legocr.
_ “Rats!” snapped Cutts. “They didn’t know what was
in the parcel—I never told them, of course. So how could
they have got the idea of doctoring the stuff? But Mellish
knew what was in that giddy parcel! It must have been
him! Confound him! But he’ll pay for this.”

Cutts’ little party had been broken up properly. Du
Cutts meant to have his revenge. )

Percy Mellish of the Fourth, innocent though he was,
;\‘.as in for a warm time when Gerald Cutts got hold of
1im.

CHAPTER 4.
The Honcur of the D’Areys!
113 SAY, deah boys—"
I “Please don’t say, Gussy!”
“Weally, Blake!
one moment——"
“Certainly,”

I wequest your attention for

said Blake. He looked at his watch.
Mo'ment's gone, Gussy. Now shut
up !

“You uttah ass!
thinkin’—”.

“ What with?”

“Weally, Hewwies !

“Oh, cut the cackle, Gussy
groaned Robert Arthue Digby.
“We want to get on with our
prep.”

“Blow pwep!” said Arihar
Augustus warmly.

“0ld Lathom will be blowing
you, if you blow prep,” grunted
Blake. “You've not touched yours
yet this evening, Gussy, you ass!”

“Y am not an ass. Blake! I we-
gard yowas an uttah ass, howevah.
Pway listen for a few moments.
have come to a most impoetant
decision—"

. "“To give up spotted ties for
striped ones?” asked Dig, with a
grin. “Or to change the cut of
your spats?”

“Pway be sewious!
solved—"

“I've resolved, too,” said Blake
grimly, picking up a hefty Latin~
dictionary. “My resolve is (o
chuck this at your nappey if you
don't give that chin of yours a
rest.”
® “I wefuse to be instwucted as to
when I may or may not talk in this
studay, Blake—"

Forced to take action, Blake
flung the dictionary. It caught
D’Arcy full in the waistcoat, and
he doubled up, with a grunt.

I have been

I have we-

Next week’s “Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Herries
and Dig.
“You uttah wuffian, Blake!"

panted D’Arcy.
mind to give vou a feahful thwashing’ {”

“Any old time,” nodded Blake good humouredly.
at the moment, shut up! We want to work!”

“I wefuse to shut up! It is.a most twemendous decision
that 1 have come to, you wottahs!” Arthur Augustus
lips set with resolve. *It is a mattah that concerns {he
honour of the D’Arcys!”

“My hat!” gasped Digby. “Do you mean you've decidcd
?cl{ go and drown yourself, to rid the family of a silly
idiot ?”

Gussy glared at his study-mate through his eyeglass,
and breathed hard. Clearly, it was only tremendous seli-
control that prevented the swell of St. Jim’s from
administering a ‘“feahful thwashin'” to Digby there and
then.

“I tweat that wemark with uttah contempt,” he said
severely. “It is about that fwightful cad, Cutts. I am
wefewwin’ to his caddish act in gettin’ my minah to fetcl
that parcel fwom Wylcombe. Had Wally been discovahed
with that dweadful stuff, he would have been sacked fwom
St. Jim’s!”

“That’s so,” nodded Blake. “ At least, he would have
been sacked unless he could have proved he didn’t know
what was in the parcel. And I don’'t see how he could
have proved that.”

“I have a good

“But
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“He ecouldn’t have proved it,” said Herries.

“That is so,” said D’Arcy, obviously pleased to have
won the attention of his humorous study-mates at last.
“The facts are, then, that this unspeakable wottah, Gewald
Cutts, did a thing which might vewy easily have wesulted
in Wally’s bein’ hoofed out of St. Jim’s! Wally is only
a kid, and can do nothin’ to wevenge the dastardly act of
this wottah Cutts—" .

“Not so sure of that!” murmured Dig.

“So the wesponsibility of settlin’ ‘with Cutts wests with
me,” said D’Arcy solemnly. “I wegard it as a mattah
of family honour. For the honour of the family, I must
fight Cutts 1”

“W-w-w-what ?” stammered Blake, in amazement.

“For the honour of the D’Arcys, it is impewative for
me to fight Cutts,” repcated Arthur Augustus firmly.

“You’re burbling,” said Herries.
~ “I am not burblin’, Hewwies, you ass! I considah that
I should be lettin’ down the family name if I did not
challenge Cutts to a fight, and twy my best to give the
unspeakable wottah a most tewwible thwashin’!”

“But you couldn’t thrash Cutts!” howled Herries.

Arthur Augustus polished his eyeglass thoughtfully.,

“Pewwaps not,” he admitted, rather sadly. “But that
is not the point. I might pewwaps black his eye before
he thwashes me. Anyway, my duty to the honour of the
family name is cleah. I must fight Cutts !’

Blake, Herries and Digby looked at one another.

That Gussy really meant it was obvious. And they
knew what a mule-like obstinacy their chum possessed. If
Gussy had made up -his mind to fight Cutts, Gussy would
fight Cutts—unless they took forcible steps to prevent it.

“But you’d get slaughtered!” cried Blake.

" ‘t‘VXeally, Blake! I considah I know how to use my
ists.

“But look at his weight against yours!’

“‘Wats 1”

“It’s all right,” said Digby suddenly. “Cutts would
refuse to fight. The ass would think it beneath his giddy
dignity as a Fifth-Former to ficht a chap in the Fourth.
Though goodness knows——"

“I shall not allow Cutts to wefuse to fight!”

“But if he does refuse—" .

“I assuah you Cutts will not wefuse,” said D’Arcy
confidently. “I shall thweaten to weveal his blackguardly
secwet if he twies to avoid the fight.”

Blake whistled.

He saw that D’Arcy was right. Cutts would not dare
to relfuse, when he realised that D’Arcy knew about the
parcel.

“But, hang it, you wouldn’t sneak, even about Cutts,”
said Digby, wonderingly.

D’Arcy flushed.

* Weally, Digb%y 1” he exclaimed. “I certainly should
scorn to sneak. But Cutts will ngt wealise that!”

And D’Arcy smiled a triumpffant smile.

GHiS chums eyed one another unecasily. Then they eyed

‘ussy.

They knew that if he fought Cutts, there would not be
much left of the swell of St. Jim’s. Gussy seemed' to
;’e_a.lise that, teo. Only the fact did not seem to worry
im,

When Arthur Augustus felt that the honour of the D’Arcys
was at stake, the prospect of physical discomfort—and
worse—did not worry him very much.

“But look here,® protested Blake, “why be an ass?
You'll only get an awful licking, and since no harm has
been done, why worry? It’s not as if young Wally has got
into trouble. He might have got into trouble through that
heastly parcel, but since he-hasn’t—-"

“It is the pwinciple of the thing, deah boy,” explained
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy calmly.  “Cutts did a caddish
thing to a membah of the family who cannot call Cutts
to account himself. So I, as a wepwesentative of the
family, must act for him.”

“You're an ass!” snorted Herries.
little ass)”

“Wats !?

Evidently, the only way to stop-the fight would be to
prevent it by force, when the time came. And to stop
their chum from being smashed to a jelly by Gerald Cutts
—even though Gussy was asking for it—was a thing that
Blake & Co. were determined upon.

But Arthur Augustus evidently read that thought in their
faces.

“I'shall expect you chaps to second me, of course,” he
went on calmly., “TUnless you pwomise to second me, I
shall wefuse to tell you where or when my fight with Cutts
is to take place.” ‘

“Oh!” said Blake blankly.

**You pwomise to back me up??
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Blake, Herries and Digby looked at one angther help-
lessly. Unless they promised to back their study-mate up,
he was not going to tell them when or where the fight
was to take place! They could not keep Gussy a prisoner
in the study for the rest of the term! Clearly, then, they
had no hope of preventing the fight by force.

“Oh, all right, then I’ roared Blake angrily. “We can't
very well get out of it! But you're a fathead!”

“That’s a pwomise? You thwee fellows all pwomise to
second me ?™

“I suppose so,” growled Herries, and Digby nodded
gloomily.

*“Good egg!” beamed Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. “Then
I will now pay Cutts a visit, and awwange evewythin’!”

And with aristocratic dignity, the swell of the Fourth
crossed to the door and left the study, with his chums
gazing blankly after him.

CHAPTER 5.
Fixing the Fight !

’ARCY closed the door of Study No. 6 behind him
D firmly, and went along the passage at a leisurely
pace. He was looking a little worried, but there

was no uncertainty about his step.

He had made up his mind that the honour of the D’Arcyz
could only be saved if he challenged Cutts to a fight. A
duel might have been better—that was what his noble
ancestors would have decided upon, of course; but unfor-
tunately, duels were out of date.

So, since he had made up his mind, Arthur Augustus
was goihg to carry the matter through, whatever hap-
pened. S

“Hallo, Gussy! Whither away?” . )

It was Monty Lowther who spoke. On turning the
corner, D’Arcy had run almost into the very arms of the
Terrible Three. N

“Just goin’ along to the Fifth Form passage, deah boy.’

“What on earth for?” asked Tom Mexrry.

“I am goin’,” said Arthur Augustus firmly, “to see
Cutts. I am awwangin’ a fight with Cutts.”

“You're arranging a which?” gasped Manners.

“A fight, deah boy. With Cutts. I considah, in view of
what happened this aftahnoon, that it is a mattah of family
honour for me to fight Cutts of the Fifth,” said Acthur
Augustus.

Ho waved his hand gracefully to the three dazed Shell
fellows, and continued on his way, leaving them speechless.

Half-way up the stairs Arthur Augustus ran into Talbot
of the Shell.

“Hallo, Gussy!” sang out Talbot. “Where are you
heading for, with that look of giddy determination? Off to

" change your spats? It must be something pretty serious:”

“Don’t be an ass, Talbot!” said Arthur Augustus gcod-
humouredly. “As a mattah of fact, I am goin’ to see
Cutts 1 . N

“What on earth for ?” asked Talbot, staring. ]

“T am goin’ to challenge him to a fight, deah boy. It is
a mattah of family honour. So-long, Talbot, deah boy !’

The swell of the Fourth left Talbot of the Shell staring
dazedly after him. -

Thoe Fifth Form passage was deserted when Arthur
Augustus reached it. But Cutts’ study was not deserted—
that fact was obvious from quite a little distance away.

‘A peculiar gurgling sound was issuing from Cutts’ study.
Tt was a sound which caused Arthur Augustus to give a
puzzled frown before tapping on the door and entering.

“Bai Jove I”” gasped Arthur Augustus.

An unexpected sight met his eyes. . .

Cutts was in his study, and so were St. Leger and Gilmore.
They were not alone. i’ercy Mellish of the Fourth was in
the room as well, and apparently he was not enjoying
himself. .

Mellish was tied to a chair, with his head held back by
Gilmore, whilst St. Leger was pinching the prisoner’s nose
to prevent him from breathing through it. ~Cutts was
standing before Mellish, grinning hugely as be slowly poured
the contents of a bottle into the Fourth-Former’s mouth.

Arthur Augustus recognised that bottle.

It was the bottle that had contained Monty Lowther’s
“patent medicine.” And Mellish was getting a big dose!

With St. Leger holding his nose, Mellish was perforced to
swallow the loathsome mixture that Cutts was pouring into
his mouth. That the sneak of the Fourth was not enjoying
the taste was obvious from his frantic writhings and the
expression on his face. . .

“Bai Jove !” gasped the swell of the Fourth again, staring
in amazement at the scene through his gleaming eyeglass.

Why Cutts should be treating Mellish in that way was a
mystery to Arthur Augustus. Though he had recognised
the bottle of mixture, it had never occurred to Arthur
Augustus, of course, that Cutts could be labouririg under the
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¢ Your major’s in for a licking, of course,’’ said Frank Levison. * Cutts will beat him, and serve him right for asking for
trouble, the silly jay— Oooooch !’ Levison minor’s remarks were cut short, as Wally grasped him by the nose, and pulled
—hard. * You’d call my major a silly jay, would you ? *’ roared Wally. {(Seec Chapler 6.)

delusion that Mellish was responsible for it, and that the
Fifth-Former was now getting his own back !

“There!” said Cutts, as the last few drops fell into Mel-
lish’s mouth. “That’ll teach you not to play your rotten
japes on me !

Not till then did Gilmore, glancing up, catch sight of
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy standing in the doorway.

“What do you want?” he roared.

The swell of the Fourth entered the study and closed the
door behind him.

The three Fifth-Formers stepped back from their victim.

“Oh!” gasped Mellish breathlessly. “You rotters! Oh!
Grooooogh! You cads! I tell youI didn’t doctor the stuif!
I never touched it!”

“Expect me to believe that?” growled Cutts.
of here, you little sweep !”

He freed the wretched Mellish, and swung him out of the
door by the collar. Mellish turned a livid facc to the Fifth-
Former, but slunk away without further protestation of his
innocence.

Cutts turned on D’Arcy.

“What the dickens do you want here?” he roared angrily.
“Clear out!” .

- “Wats!” said Arthur Augustus loftily. “Cutts, I have
come heah on a family mattah—"

Cutts gazed at him in bewilderment.

“Is he going potty ?” he asked his chums dazedly.
the thump do you mean, you tailor’s dummy?”

Arthur Augustus adjusted his eyeglass and fixed Cutts
with a haughty and disdainful stare. ’

“1 wegard you as an unspeakable wottah !” he exclaimed.
EYou are ‘a fwightful cad! That is my considahed opinion,

utts !”

“M-m-m-my hat!” stammered Cutts.

Why Arthur Augustus should have bothered to come to
his study to tell him his considered opinion of him, was a
mystery to Gerald Cutts. It was certainly not a very com-
plimentary opinion, anyway. It staggered Cutts to hear
Arthur Augustus speaking to him like that, in the confines
of his study, with no help at hand.

Cutts began to push back his cuffs. He stepped between
the Fourth-Former and the door.

““Any more you want to say before I lick you?” he said
between his teeth.

“Get out

“What

=7

Cutts was still in a very bad temper after the breaking up
of his party. Even the vengeance he had wreaked upon
Mellish, whom he had believed to be the culprit in that
affaiv, had failed to soothe his ruffled temper.

“Bai Jove! I wefuse to be licked!” said D’Arey
haughtily. “I have come hcah to visit you, Cutts, on a
family mattah. This aftahnoon you were wesponsible for
my minah fetchin' a parcel fwom Wylcombe—"

Cutts’ jaw dropped. So Gussy knew!

“What’s that?’ he muttered, in thick tones.

“A parcel from Wylcombe,” went on Arthur Augustus
coldly. “You know what that parcel contained, you
wottah! Had my minah been found with that in his pos-
session, he would pwobably have been sacked fwom the
school !

“I don’t know what you mean, you young fool!”

“You know jolly well what I mean!” retorted Arthur
Augustus warmly. “I wegard you with gweat contempt,
Cutts. But that is not enough. I have come heah for satis-
faction! On behalf of my minah, Gutts, I challenge you to
a fight to a finish !”

Gerald Cutts stared at the junior as though he could not
believe his ears. .

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared St. Leger and Gilmore.

Arthur Augustus turned his eyeglass upon them severely.

“Pway wemembah this is a sewious mattah, and docs not
call for mewwiment. On behalf of the family, Cutts, 1
challenge you to a fight to a finish. Yaas, wathah, bai

Jove |”
“You—you challenge me?” stuttered Cutts. “To a
fight 77

[13 S-Taas !)J

“Are you all there?” went on Cutts wonderingly. * Not
been hit on the head with a cricket-ball this afternoon, or
anything like that?”

“ Weally, Cutts, I—*"

“Do you feel at all feverish?” went on Cutts, staring ab
the Fourth Form junior curiously. “If you do, I should seo
the matron. You're ill.”

“T'm not ill!” shrieked Arthur Augustus D'Arcy. “I am
uttahly sewious !”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared, St. Leger,and Gilmore. *You
really want to fight Cutts?”
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“VYaas! I have come to fix the place and the time for
this affair of honour !’ said Arthur Augustus firmly.

Cutts scemed to realise at last that the swell of St. Jim’s
was really serious. He grinned, then gave a roar of
laughter.

“Weally,
mattah !’

“Oh, my hat!” Cutts wiped his streaming eyes. “You
want to fight me, D’Arcy? Why, you cuckoo, I could lick
you with one hand tied, and my eyes shut!”’

“Pewwaps,”’ said the swell of St. Jim’s.
not. Howevah——"

Cuits glared at him. )

“Do you think I would fight a Fourth-Form kid?” he
roared. “TFor two pins I'd give you the hiding of your
life! ~You young fool—”

“Unless you agwee to fight me, in the pwopah way, Cutts,
you will wegwet it. I pwomise yqu that you will wegwet
1it!  You must wemember that I know about that wotten
parcel, you wottah!” =

Arthur Augustus spoke quietly and coldly, but there was
a gleam in his aristocratic eye that Cutts didn’t quite like.

“You little sneak !” breathed Cutts fiercely.

*‘ Weewiminations will do no good,” said Gussy severely.
“You agwee to the fight?”

Cutts glared at the swell of the Fourth -as though he
would have liked to wipe up the floor with him there and
then. But that threat about the parcel had frightened him
badly. He dared not touch the noble Arthur Augustus now,

“Hang you!” he snarled viciously, “I agree! I'll give
-you the licking of your life, too! You’ll be sorry for this!”

“Then it only wemains to fix the time and place,” mur-
mured Arthur Augustus calmly. “It would pewwaps have
been more cowwect to have sent my seconds to you for that
purpose. Howevah, ‘they are silly asses, and this mattah
needed a fellow of tact and judgment. I suggest the
cleawin’ in Wylcombe Woods by the big oak; at half-past
two, on Wednesday next.” ] :

“I’ll be there, hang you!”

“Pway do not forget, then,” said D’Arcy.
that it 1s impossible to fix the fight for an earlier date,
Cutts, but I have to play cwicket on Saturday, and so,

Wednesday is the first afternoon pwacticable.”
”

Chutts, wemember this is a

pway

“And pewwaps

“You'd better bring a coffin, too,

“Wats !”

Arthur Augustus turned and moved graccfully from the
study, the light of triumph gleaming in his eyes.

Not that many juniors would have felt very triumphant
at having fixed up a fight with a hefty senior like Cutts of
the Fifth. But to Arthur Augustus this was a matter of
honour, and he was feeling very pleased with himself at
having forced Cutts into agreeing to a fight, which, even
if it meant a rough time for Arthur Augustus, would
undoubtedly mean a good deal of laughter at Cutts’
expense. '

That had been the difficulty—to persuade Cutts to agree
to making himself a laughing-stock! But Gussy had
persuaded him.

There was a springy lighiness in the step of the swell of
the Fourth, as he made his way downstairs. He was feeling
very pleased with himself! The family honour was to be
defended.

He turned into the Fourth-Form passage. Instantly,
there was a roar from a big crowd of Fourth-Formers and
Shell fellows gathered there. Evidently, they had been
waiting for Arthus Augustus.

“Here he comes!”

“Here's the burbling lunatic!”

“What did Cutts say, you frabjous idiot?”

“Ha, ha, ha! Good old Gussy! Are you going to fight
Cutts 7”7

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy adjusted his eyeglass and sur-
veyed the crowd coldly. ’

“Yaas, deah boys,” he nodded. “I'm fightin’ Cutts at
two-thirty on Wednesday next, in Wylcombe Woods.”

*Wha-a-a-at?” gasped Kangaroo of the Shell. '

“T twust I speak cleahly, Noble!”

“You don’t mean to say »

“My hat! You've persuaded Cutts to fight you, you—
You burbling jabberwdck! You really mean—"

**Oh, wats!” )

“But look here, is it truc?” roared Blake.

I twust I would not tell an untwuth, Blake!” snorted
D’Arcy.

“You really mean you've fixed up a fight with Cutts—a
proper fight, with seconds, and rounds and things?” gasped
Tom Merry. “And Cutts agreed to it?”

“Yaas!” :

The fellows stared at one another. Then they stared at
Arthur Augustus. It seemed too®extraordinary to be true.
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Yet they knew that Arthur Augustus would shrink from
telling a lie,

“Wonders will never cease,” gasped Lowther.

“How did you persuade Cutts?” asked Racke, grinning.

“That is my business, Wacke!”’

““He, he, he! Cutts will smash him!” sniggered Bagg:
Trimble. “He’ll knock Gussy all over the shop }”

*“Like this, eh, Baggy?” put in Herries, and with a smart
shove he sent Trimble flying against the wall, with a force
that knoeked all the breath out of his fat frame.

“Yaroooh!” wailed the fat Fourth-Former.

“Well, vou've certainly got cool cheek, challenging a
chap of Cutts’ weight!” grunted Gore.

*“Faith, an’ he has, be jabers!” put in Reilly, the Irish
boy of the Fourth. *Sure, an’ I admoire your pluck,
D’ Arcy !

“It’s not a mattah of pluck, deah boy,” said Arthur
Augustus stiffly. *“It is a mattah of the family honour!”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy opened the door of Study No. 6
and entered gracefully, intent at last upon geiting busy
with his prep!

CHAPTER 6.
. - Wally is Angry !

“ EARD the news?”
Frank Levison

question,

) Levison minor had joined Wally D’Arcy and

Curly Gibson under the elms in the quad. It was after tea
on the day following Cutts’ little party.

" What news?” asked Wally and Gibson together.

“Why, about your major, of course, Wally '”

The lcader of the Third groaned.

“What’s the ass been up to now?” he asked. “That's
tlflﬁew'Ofst of having a major, they need such a lot of looking
after !’

Frank Levison chuckled.

“He’s going to fight Cutts!” -

“W-w-w-what?” gasped Wally.

“Fact! Everybody knows! All the giddy school is
talking:_about it,” admitted Levison minor ruefully. “It’s
rotten !”

of the Third asked that

“What's it all about?’ asked Gibson. “What the
thump -

“It’s over that parcel bizney.” explained Levison
minor. **You know—that giddy parcel Cutts gave you five

bob to fetch from Rylcombe, Wally. Gussy has taken that
matter up frightfully seriously ! Calls it a matter of family
honour, the ass »

‘‘ Are you calling my major an ass?” roared Wally.

“Well, you did!” grunted Levison minor.

“I can call my major an ass if I want to,” howled Wally.
“But I'll pull your silly nose, young Levison, if you——-=?:

**Oh, right-ho,” put in Frank Levison hastily. “There it
is, anyway. Your major’s challenged Cutts to a fight.
Trimble says it's going to be on Wednesday next, in
Rylcombe Woods. Your major is in for a terrific licking,
of course. Serve him right for asking for trouble, the silly
jay Ooooh! Yarooooop:”

Frank Levison’s remarks were cut short, as Wally, grim-
faced, grasped him by the nose, and pulled—hard.

“Leggo by doze!”

“You'd call my major a zilly jay, would you?”

“Oh! Ow! DIb zorry! I neber meant to call the silly
cuckoo nabes—oh! Yarrroooh!”

“So, he’s a silly cuckoo, too, is he?” roared Wally, tugging
harder.

“No! The fathead’s not a cuckoo—leggo!”

“And a fathead?” snorted Wally. “T’ll teach you!”

Levizon minor broke free with an effort, and hurled him-
self at Wally. Their arms whirling, the two Third-Formers
struggled and fought, with trampling feet. Wally gave a
gasp as Levison’s fist thumped on his nose. ’

" *“Chuck that, you kids!*. 3

A stern voice cut in abruptly, the voice of Kildare, the
captain of St. Jim’s. With a gasp, Wally and Levison
“chucked it.”

“What do you mean behaving like this in the quad?™
snapped Kildare. “Don’t let me catch you at it again,
either of you.”

He passed on, leaving Wally and Levison minor breathing
hard. :

“Good old Kildare!” chuckled Curly Gibson. “He’s a
sport, not to give you two asses lines.”

“Who arc you calling an ass, young Gibsen?” glowered
Wally. ) B

“Oh, chuck rowing!” cried Gibson. “Look here, young
Levison, is it true about Wally’s major? Or is it just a
silly yarn of Trimble’s?” ’ .

“It’s true,” answered Frank Levison, rubbing his nose
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“Everyone’s talking about it. Everyone knows

. about that rotten parcel, too! Mellish found out anyway,
he seems to know all about it. He said it was because of
that parcel that D’Arcy major is going to fight Cutts.”
W“]\]’Vell, my major’s not going to fight Cutts,” grunted
Wally.

“Pon’t see how you can stop him,” said Gibson.

“Don’t, you?” snorted Wally. “Well, I tell you I am
going to! The silly idiot isn’t going to get smashed up
because of me, I tell you!’

“ But—" continued Gibson. .

“What do you mean—‘but’?” roared Wally. “I tell
vou I’m going to stop this silly business, so don’t argue,
you prize cuckoo!” .

“Yes, but—"

“Do you want me to pull your nose, like I did Levison’s
Wally howled, glaring at Curly Gibson, who backed away
hastily. “I'm going to find my giddy major now, and put
my jolly old foot down!”

Wally swung on his heel and headed for the School
House. Curly Gibson and Levison minor watched him go,
with grins upon their faces.

“Poor old Wally! He’s quite cut up about this!” said
Culx;ly’ Gibson. “He won’t show it, but you can see he’s
sick I’

“I hope his silly ass of a major gets licked, anyway,”
growled young Levison, rubbing his injured nasal organ.

It was still very red and sore, from Wally’s treatment
of it! At the moment, anyhow, Wally’s troubles evoked no

tenderly.
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“And if Wally thinks he can stop this giddy fight, he's
jolly well wrong!” added Levison. “So there!”

In the School House, Wally D’Arcy sped up to the
Fourth-Form passage. But he found Study No. 6 empty.

He looked into the junior common-room. But there was
no sign of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. Aubrey Racke & Co.
were there, however, and they grinned at sight of tho
Third-Former.

“Have you seen my major?”’ inquired Wally.
. ““No,” chuckled Racke. “Why, does Cutts want him?”

Wally glared at him.

“There’s going to be a death in your family soon, ain’t
there?’ grinned Crooke.

“Oh, rats!” said Wally disgustedly, and slammed tho

door.

In the Hall he ran into Ralph Reckness Cardew of the
Fourth.

“Seen my major?” demanded Wally.

Cardew grinned, and raised his eyebrows.

“Lookin’ for the dear brother, eh?” he drawled. “No,
T've not seen him. I should inquire in the sanny, kid!
Maybe the great Gussy is choosing which bed to be carried
to next Wednesday !”

Wally D’Arcy breathed hard.

“Are you trying to be funny, you cheeky ass?”

Cardew smiled at him agreeably.

“Yes, I suppose I am,” he admitted. “D’you mind?”

“You're a fathead, if you ask me,” growled Wally.

“I didn’t ask, though, my excellent young friend,” smiled

sympathy from Levison minor.

(Continued on next page.)

Q. What is a quagga ?

A. This, Eddie Grey, is a striped wild
horse peculiar to Africa and related to the
zebra. At one time this animal was

found in great numbers south of the Vaal
River, but very seldom farther north.
The quagga, like many other African
animals, has been greatly hunted and now
it is believed to be extinct.

This certainly does not look a safe boat to
paddle—but it is! The Arab uses this
craft—named a goofah—with great skill.

Q. Where was the first
built ?

A. Near Alexandria in Egypt. This
lighthouse does not now exist, but was one
of the wonders of the ancient world, and
is reputed to have been three times higher
than the Monument in London.

Q. Where do old motor-cars go ?

A. Most of them don’t! (Think it
over, lpoys—thjnk it over !)

lighthouse

Again our Ancient
Oracle exults in the
exuberance of hisown
verbosity in repiying
to readers’ queries.

Q. What is the difference between a
loofah and a goofah ?

A. A loofah, “Sixth Former,” is the
pod of the luffa Aegyptica (a plant that
bears the Arab name of lufah). It is
commonly used as & flesh-brush and is
often found in the bath-rooms of English
Louses. A goofah is a small Arab boat
woven of reeds and coated with bitumen,
asort of pitch—rather like a greengrocer’s
basket in shape. It is supposed that it
was in a goofah that the prophet Moses
was hidden among the bulrushes.

Q. Why doesn’t a carpenter use nails
in oak ?

A. The reason for this, Ken Keenan,
is that oak contains gallic acid, and this
acid has a bad effect on iron. So if a
carpenter used iron nails in oak, the nails
would soon corrode and break. Brass
screws, however, may be used with this
hard wood.

Q. What is a totem ?

A. Among various primitive peoples,
W. G. H., it is the custom for each family
or tribe to adopt some bird, reptile, or
beast as their own special symbol, or
totem. A totem then is a sign, and it
may be carved either in wood or stone.
In all cases it is supposed to be a sort of
mascot to the possessor. Some tribes that
have an animal totem will never kill that
particular animal, The aborigines of
Australia have great faith in their totems,
and the Red Indians of North America
erect carved and painted poles with the
strange symbols upon them.

Q. Who invented the saxophone ?

A. Thousands of sufferers would like
to know that, Ivor May. Frankly, I
don’t know, my boy; and if I did, I should
arm myself with a coke hammer and go
forth with the mob to wreak vengeance.

Q. Where do bats go in ths
day-time ?

A. Your guestion, * Curious,”
of Poplar, rather reminds me of
that other query: ¢ Where do
flies go in the winter-time ? ’ Bats
are what we call nocturnal
creatures—in other words, they
are active only at night. During
the day they hide away in dark
places, such as caves, church towers,
cellars, and under the roofs ‘of
houses.

Q. What is the originof £s8.d ?

A. These letters stand for the Italian
words lire (pounds), soldi (shillings), and
denari (p>nce), which are derived from the
Latin, lbra, solidus, denarius. The
Italian terms were introduced into;England
by the old Lombard merchants.

Q. What is an albatross ?

A. This is a sea-bird very much larger
than the ordinary gull that frequents
the waters of the southern hemisphere.
The albatross will follow a ship for hundreds
of miles, and for hours at a time does not
appear to move its wings. Sailors are
still superstitious about this bird, and to
i{illk one is reckoned to bring very bad
uck.

What peculiar objéects! Know what they

are ? ‘They’re totem poles, carved and

used by the North American Redskins.
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Every Wednesday.

Cardew lazily, “But I'm always glad to have a candid
opinion, don’t you know. By the way, I understand that
your brother is fightin’ Cutts as a matter of honcur—the
jolly old family honour, what? Cutts made you fag for
him, didn’t he, and fetch a bottle of wine from the village?”

“Cutts didn’t make me fag for him!”’ snorted Wally.
“He gave me five bob to do it—"

“Oh, that was it, was it?” grinned Cardew. “And so
our dear Gussy is going to call naughty Cutts to account,
is he, for his minor’s sake? How sweet and touching!”

Ralph Reckness Cardew strolled away, still grinning.

“Go and eat coke!” growled Wally, after the retrcating
figure of the dandy of the Fourth.

There was a step on the stairs, and George Alfred Grundy
of the Shell hove into sight.

It -was not often that the great George Alfred con-
descended to talk to Third-Formers. But he stopped at
sight of Wally D’Arcy.

*‘Hallo{” exclaimed Grundy.
your brother, young D’Arcy ?*

“How do I know what you’ve heard about him ?” grunted
Wally. .

George Alfred Grundy frowned.

“No cheek from you, kid!” he boomed angrily. “Is it
tr?‘eNy'()‘l’l’r brother is going to fight Cutts of the Fifth?”

o!

“But everybody says he is.”

“Then what did you ask me for, if you know already?”
said Wally bitterly. “ Anyway, it’s not true. That fight’s
not coming off !”

“Has your brother
surprise,

*“No, he hasn’t!”

“Then—-"

“Go and eat coke!”

George Alfred Grundy frowned a majestic frown. In
the opinion of George Alfred, if there was one person in
tlle Scl;ell who should not be cheeked, it was George Alfred
Grundy.

He made a grab at Wally D’Arcy’s shoulder, but the
Third-Former was too quick for him. Wally lowered his
head and charged George Alfred, and his head caught the
great George Alfred amidships. -

Grundy, of the Shell, gave a roar like that of the cele-
brated bull of Bashan, and clasped his waistcoat as he
doubled up.

“Ow!” gasped Grundy. “Grooof !”

Wally D’Arcy did not wait. He sped away, leaving
Grundy of the Shell gasping and groaning.

On the steps leading down into the quad, Wally almost
charged full-tilt into Glyn of the Shell.

“Mind where you're barging!” exclaimed Glyn, side-
stepping hastily. .

Wally D’Arcy glanced over his shoulder. There was no
sign of George Alfred Grundy in pursmit.

] “11 say, have you seen my major?” Wally asked breath-
essly. .

“Yes,” said Glyn. “I saw him going into the gym, with
Blake and Tom Merry and some other fellow. But'I say,
what’s all this about your major fighting Cutts? He'll
get an awful licking, and I'm hanged if I can under-
stand—"

But Wally D’Arcy did not wait to hear what Bernard
Glyn failed to understand! He left Glyn talking to the
empty air, so to speak, and sped across the quad towards
the gym.

There was a very grim light in the eyes of Wally of the
Third !

His cheeks were red and wrathy; like the celebrated
Alpine climber, his brow was set, and his eyes beneath
flashed like a falchion from its sheath.

“T’ll jolly well put my foot down about this silly fight!”
he told himself darkly. *“It’s going to be stopped!”

But whether Wally would be able to stop the extraordinary
fight that was already the talk of St. Jim’s was a problem.

“What’s this I hear about

backed out?” cried Grundy, in

CHAPTER 7.
Wally on the Warpath !

ARCY of the Third found the gym deserted but
D for the group of School House juniors.
Tom  Merry, Lowther, Manners, and Blake,
Herries and Dijgby had come to act as sparring
partners for Arthur Augustus, at his earnest request. For
the swell of St. Jim’s did not mean to waste the interval
of time that had still to elapse before the day of the great
fight in Rylcombe Woods.
D’Arcy of the Fourth was going into hard training!
As Wally entered the gym, Arthur Augustus was busy
sparring with Tom Merry.
For a minute or so Wally watched, unobserved.
Tom Merry was the best boxer of the junior school. But
THE GeyM LiBRARY.—No. 1,007.

THE GEM LIBRARY.,

Price 2d.

Wally noticed, to his great satisfaction, -that his brother
was standing up splendidly to the captain of the Shell.

Everybody knew that Arthur Augustus knew hew to use
his fists. But he would need to train very hard indeed
to save himself from a terrible thrashing at the hands of
Cutts!  Good boxer though he was, Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy was far too light to stand any chance at all against
a hefty senior like Gerald Cutts. In fact, it was pretty
certain that Cutts would administer a really sound thrashing,
however hard the swell of St. Jim’s went into training!

Of that there could be no shadow of doubt—no possible
douht whatever !

Tom Merry dropped. his hands.

“Whew !” he gasped, grinning.
Herries I

Tom drew off his gloves and tossed them across to George
Herries. Herries stepped forward, and the perspiring
Gussy faced him.

Gussy was not sparing himself! He had already faced
Blake, Manners and Lowther, as well as Tom Mcrfy‘

“ Weady, Hewwies?” panted Arthur Augustus,

Herries nodded, and the two began sparring briskly.
“'I feel pwetty fagged, I admit, deah boy ! exclaimed
Gussy breathlessly. “I wondah if I could, 1n my pwesent
state, land a weally cwashin’ blow?”

Before Herries could answer, however, Arthur Augustus
stepped forward and made the experiment.

It was a very successful experiment as far as Arthur
Augustus was concerned. But from Herries’ point of view
1t was quite a failure.

D’Arcy’s fist landed—with an exceedingly “cwashin’
blow”—on Herries’ nose, and Herries gave a yell.

“Oh great!” beamaod Arthur Augustus. *That pwoves
that even when I am tewwibly fagged, I am still able to
land. a weally powerful and effective blow'! Thank you,
Hewwies, deah boy, for allowin’ me to make that important
expewiment.”

“You silly fathead,” roared Herries, massaging his
battered nasal organ, “I didn’t allow you to make your
beastly experiment—not on my nose!”

“My deah fellow, then why the mewwy dickens didgp't

“Your turn now,

you guard that blow?” inquired Arthur Augustus in
surprise.

“I didn’t get the chance!” howled Herries. “You silly
lunatie, I——"

e

f*Weally, Hewwies

With a snort, Herries rushed at Arthur Augustus, and
Arthur Augustus put his fists up again in alarm. For
the moment, Herries secmed quite to have forgotten that
he was supposed to be a sparring partner, and that it is not
a sparring partner’s duties deliberately to attempt to black
his principal’s eye.

“Take that!” roared Herries, as he landed a glove on
H)et’z’m’rxstocratic eyebrow of Arthur Augustus. “And
hat !

“That” was a biff on the chin that sent the swell of
St. Jim’s reeling into the arms of Monty Lowther. Herries
ft'oocﬁi })efore the collapsed swell of St. Jim’s and brandished
1is fists. : : :

*“Come on!” he hooted. “I'll tecach you to experiment
on my nose!”

“Bai Jove! Hewwies, you uttah wuffian—"

“Chuck it, Herries!” grinned Blake, and he and Tom
Merry and Dig dragged back the indignant Fourth-Former.
“It was just a little mistake of Gussy’s, that’s all1”

“He oughtn’t to make mistakes with my nose, then!”
grumbled Herries. )

“Weally, Hewwies, I nevah dweamt—"

“Oh rats! '

“I am weally distwessed, Hewwies,
weally suffahed,” persisted Arthur
accept my apologies.”

It was at that moment that Wally of the Third stepped
forward, tight-lipped, and planted himself squarely in front
of his major. X

“Hallo, kid!” exclaimed Tom Merry in surprise. “What
do you want?” . .

Arthur Augustus put his eyeglass into his eye and beamed
upon his minor quite paternally.
“Ah, Wally!” he exclaimed.

a mattah of fact——"’
“You giddy fathead!” breathed Wally.
“Weally, Wally !” gasped Arthur Augustus. ‘“Bai Jove,

nose has
“Pway

if your
Augustus,

“I wanted to see you, as

“You burbling jabberwock !”
“Bai Jove!” .
“You tailor’s dummy ! What’s all this silly business about

~_you fighting Cutts because of me?” roared Wally.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy stared at his minor dazedly

Though he was acting entirely from a sense of duty, and
did not wish to receive any gratitude from his minor,
Arthur Augustus could not help but feel that he, at any
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rate, deserved gratitude. After all, what he was doing
was on Wally’s behalf.  He had somehow expected a certain
degree of grateful admiration from Wally.

But he wasn’t getting it!

In fact, Wally was being rude to him.

1t was too much for Arthur Augustus. He bestowed a
look upon his minor that ought to have frozen Wally into
2 small iceberg, as Lowther remarked afterwards.

“Weally, Wally,” said Arthur Augustus icily, “I wefuse
to put up with your extwaordinawy and vulgah abuse.
I am goin’ to administah a most feahful thwashin’, you
young wuffian!”

He took a step forward, but Wally eluded him.

“Oh, chuck it, Gussy !” he growled. *I’ve come to make
%ou sce sense. I'm not allowing this fight to take place.

ce?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry & Co.

“Tm putting my foot down, in fact!” went on Wally
grimly.

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“What are you cackling hyenas grinning at?” howled
Wally, glaring at D’Arcy’s chums. “T  tell you my
major’s not going to make an ass of himself by fighting
Cutts! He'd only get slaughtered, and there’s no sense
in it! I won’t allow it!” >

“You won't, ch?” grinned Monty Lowther.

“Bai Jove !”” murmured Arthur Augustus faintly. “ Wally,
are you cwazy?” .
“No, I'm not, but you are, to think you can fight

Cutts! It wouldn’t be a fight—it would be a giddy punch-
ball exhibition! And you'd be the punchball I”

Arthur Augustus, crimson with wrath, reached forward,
grasped his indignant minor by the shoulder, and began
to shake him, till Wally was breathless.

Tom Merry suddenly pushed his way between the two.

«Chuck it, Gussy,” he said quietly. “The kid’s right.
What he says is only what we've all been telling you all
along. You won’t listen to us. But you'd better listen
to your own minor. He's the one most concerned—it was
he whom Cutts got to fetch that parcel—” .

“It is no good arguin’ furthah, Tom Mewwy.” replied
Arthur Augustus firmly. . “I have _awv_vanged_ this fight,
and I am wesolved to go thwough with it. It is a mattah
of the family honour!”

«Blow the family honour!”. snorted Wally. -

«T wefuse to blow the family honour, Wally ! -

“Oh, it's no good arguing with an obstinate mule like
that,” put in Blake. “You might as well save your breath

all of you.” . .
“Except that I wesent bein’ called a mule, that is the

3]

I—»

“Yes he is,” said Tom Merry, with a frown. “I wish
to goodness that somebody could persuade you to chuck
this up! But it's really too late now, anyway, since you've
fixed it up with Cutts, I s'pose—you couldn’t very well back
out now—"

ﬁ“ Sl{aas, it is certainly too late!” said Arthur Augustug
rmly.

“Sa you'd better carry on with this giddy training, I
suppose !” said Tom Merry. “It may prevent Cutts from
tearing you absolutely limb from limb.”

“I wathah fancy,” said Arthur Augustus, “that I shall,
when the time awwives, pwove to you fellows that even
if T cannot lick Cutts, I can at least stand up to the wottah,
and delivah a gweat deal of punishment before I am
honouwably defeated.”

There was a ring of calm confidencg in the voice of the
swell -of St. Jim’s as he delivered himmelf of that dignified
statement.

Evidently, Arthur Augustus himself did not share the
belief of the rest of St. Jim’s that he would be but as
a leaf before the storm, before the wrath of Gerald Cutts !

CHAPTER 8.
Hard Training!

HE nows soon spread through the junior school thab
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was going into serious
training for his great fight.

The news was received with some amuscment. Tn
the opinion of most of the fellows it would have been about
as much use for a mouse to go into training for a scrap
with a cat!

The general opinion was that Arthur Augustus was 2
fathead; that he had asked for trouble, and that he was
going to get it. But most of the fellows agreed that they
had to admire the Fourth-Former’s pluck.

In fact, during the next few days Arthur Augustus becama
quite the popular hero. Offers galore reached him of help
in his training should he need it; cven Figgins & Co. of the
New House offered to lend their services as sparring-partners,
were they required. But Arthur Augustus declined all theso
offers gracefully. Backed up as he was by Blake & Co. and
the Terrible Three, he had no need for further assistance in
his great task of fitting himself to meet Cutts of the Fifch.

Even Ralph Reckness Cardew, the slacker of the Fourth,
offered the services of himself and his bicycle for pacing
Arthur Augustus in his road work, it being known that the
swell of St. Jim’s was going for a run every morning and
evening.

(Continued on next page.)

only sensible wemark any of you asses

have made,” said Arthur Augustus

firmly. “As Blake has wemarked, you
might as well save your bweath!”
Wally D’Arcy turned helplessly to the

others. )
~“What can you do with a major
like this?” he demanded. “A good
many chaps have got majors that are
a thundering nuisance—Reggie Manners,
f'rinstance—"’

“Why, you checky little sweep!”
gasped Manners. L

“But mine takes the giddy biscuit
finished Wally dolefully.

“Weally, Wally, I—"

“You think youre going to fight
Cutts, don’t you?” said Wally grimly.
“Well, I tell you you're not! T'll dish
this silly fight if it means a million
pounds!”

Since the whole Third Form of St.
Jim’s did not possess even a million
farthings—or anything near a million
farthings, if it came to that—Wally
D’Arcy’s threat sounded a little
exaggerated.

But there was no doubt that he was
very determined about his resolve to
stop the fight!

That was obvious in his face as he
turned away with a sniff and vanished
indignantly from the gym.

“My minah is a cheekay young wap-
scallion!” observed -Arthur Augustus
angrily “Weally, Tom Mewwy, you
should not Kave interfeahed when I was
about to administah a sound thwashin’
to the cheekay young wascal!”

“Oh, rot!” said Tom. “Wally’s
right!”

“Wats !
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'FAMILIAR SAYINGS:

HE world is large, and yet it'’s not so vast that the
g;)qd old GEM hasn't spread to every corner
ol 1t.

EADERS of all ages look upon Wednesday as
R. :lhe best day of the week, because it's GEM
ay.

ASY-TO-READ type, lively pictures, a real sporting
E serial and, of course, its topping, complete school
yarn have brought your favourite paper to the top

of the tree. '

a wise bird, with an outsize in ‘‘ nappers” and
a brain as big as a library.

HE best way to avoid disappointment is to
give your newsagent a regular order for the
- GEM. ‘

SHOULD you miss next week’s bumper number ‘you'll be

1_\ SK the Oracle if you want to know anything, for he’s

absolutely in the dark about those stunning TREATS.
And they are Treats, believe me, the.like of which
no GEM reader has known before.—ED.
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1t was, perhaps, rather a relief to Cardew when his offer
was gratefully declined. That the slacker of the Fourth had
made the offer was very surprising to everyone—to himself,
possibly, as 4auch as to anybody.

The fellows were feeling rather sorry for Arthur Augustus,

They admired his spirit; but they were quite sure that he
was in for the thrashing of his life!

Only Aubisy Racke & Co. seemed to be pleased at the
prospect of the swell of St. Jim’s receiving the territic
thrashing that was coming to him.

Aubrey Racke and his toadies were the only fellows in the
junior schoo! who admired Gerald Cutts. Ile was quite
their ideal of what a ‘“blade ” and “goer ” should be. And
they disliked Blake & Co. very much. Therefore, they
openly admisted they were looking forward to watching
Flutts give Arthur Augustus the hiding of his life.

When they came across Arthur Augustus in the House, or
4 tho quad, they grinned at one another and loudly in-
fuired the price of coffins. But if they hoped to “put the
wind up ¥ Arthur ‘Augustus, they were disappointed. The
swell of St. Jim’s carried on with his training calmly and
cheerfully.

Arthur Auvgustus was not only certain that he was doing
the right thing; he was beginning to feel equally certain
that he would be able to give Cutts a good deal to think
about when the day of the fight came. . .

Nobody elsé thought so! Gussy’s own opinion of lLis
prowess was not shared by the rest of St. Jim’s.

But that fact did not seem to worry Arthur Augustvs.

1t was not long before most of the seniors knew as much
sbout the coming fight as did the juniors.

This did not please Cutts at all.

He got very tired indeed of hearing jokes about * baby-

weight boxers  and similar matters. It was not safe to ask
Cutts if he wasn’t afraid of the Society for the Prevention
of Cruelty to Children. He didn’t like it. His efllow Fifth-
Formers teased him unmercifully about his coming fight
with a Fourth-Former, and Cutts’ temper grew worse and
worse as the days went by.

“Poor old Gussy!” remarked Kangaroo one day. “Cutts
is going round looking like a bear with a sore head! He's
getting ragged to death by the Fifth about this giddy scrap!
He won't half take it out of pcor old Gussy on Wednesday !”
- Tt was on the following Monday evening, two days before
the excitedly-talked-of fight, that Cutts was crossing ihe
quad alone, a cricket bat under his arm. He was returning
from the nets. As he neared the School House a distan:
figure by the gates caught his eye. .

Tt was Arthur Augustus, in running shorts, accompanied
by Manners on a bicycle. The swell of St. Jim's, evidently,
was just returning from a spell of road work.

Cutts frowned and gave a sour grin.

“You’ll have to look out, Cutts!”? grinned Figgins of the
New House, who strolled by at that moment with Kerr and
Yatty Wynn. “Gussy’ll give you a frightful licking if you
aren’t careful ! Ie means business; he’s training hard !

“I'm going to slaughter the little idiot!” smnarled Cutts.
“Maybe 1t’'ll be a good lesson to you kids not to give your-
selves airs with the Fifth!”

The Fifth-Former passed on scowling.

As he reached the School House steps scmeone touched
hira on the shoulder. Cutts glanced round and started when
he saw that it was Knox of the Sixth..

C]utts and Knox had not met since the little party in Cutts’
study.

“Hallo!” said Cutts nervously. ¢ I—er——’

“What’s all this about you fighting D’Arcy of the Fourth
on Wednesday?” asked Knox curiously.

Cutts gritted his teeth.

“I'm going to slay the little cub!” he muttered. “I was
forced into the fight, and I'm a laughing-stock in conse-
quence. But I am going to give the little hound a lesson
he won’t forget.” !

Knox laughed.

“Y suppose, as a prefect, I ought to take steps to stop
this fight,” he said softly.  “But, on second thoughts, I
think I'll give it my blind eye.”

There was no love lost between Knox of the Sixth and
the fellows of the Shell and Fourth, as Cutits knew. He
understood that Knox was only too glad at the prospect of
Arthur Augustus D’Arey receiving a hiding at the hands of
a bigger fellow.

“Tll promise you he won’t be able to stand when I've
finished gyith him,” said Cutts savagely. “But, I say,
Knox, old man,” he went on, “I wanted to see you to
apologise about that stuff the other night; it was doctored,
of course, but I swear I never dreamt——"

‘‘Oh, that’s all right!” said Knox, with surprising good-
Furﬁ%lr. “I realised someone had japed you. Wasn't yonr
ault.

“It wag young Mellish,” said Cutts, relieved to find Knox
#o pleasantly forgiving. “I made him suffer for it; though.”
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“Good !” grinuéd Knox. “That’s the way to trcai those
young rotters!”  He laughed. “Well, mind you make
D’Arcy suffer!” ‘

And, with a nod, he passed on.

In the Hall, Cutts passed Mellish of the Fourth. 'The
Fifth-Former went by with scarcely a glance at Mellish—
in fact, Cutts scarcely noticed him. But there was a very
bitter look in the face of the sneak of the Kourth as he
watched Cutts go up the stairs towards the Fifth Form
passage.

: Pﬁrcy Mellish had not forgotten his trcatment at Cutts’
1ands.

“I wish D’Arcy was twice as big and could give you the
worst licking of your life!” growled Mellish to Cutts’ ie-
treating figure. P

Unfortunately, D’Arcy wasn't—and couldn't! Like the
rest, Mellish knew well enough that Arthur Augustus could
not hope to make himself felt very much against a hefty
Fifth-Former. ‘

Next niorning, with only one more day to the big fight.

There was an ugly look in Cutts’ eye as he rushed at Arthur Augustus
fist crashed on his chin, lifting the swell of St. Jim’s clean off his
1

quite a large erowd of juniors turned out before breakfast
to give Arthur Augustus a cheer as ho set off for kLis
morning run. .

Arthur Augustus was certainly looking very fit indeed.
His cheeks glowed in the crisp morning air, and his legs
looked firm and well-muscled.” Though Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy always kept himself pretty well in the pink, there
was no doubt that his hard training of the last week haa
put him into really superb condition,

*“Never felt fittah, deah boys!” he rcmarked, beaming
round at the big crowd of Fourth-Formers and Shellites.
**Never bettah! I am twustin’ to make Cutts wemembah
to-mowwow’s sewap—yaas, wathah !

“]Rcady, Gussy?”’ asked Tom Merry, jumping on to his
cycle.

With a wave of his hand to the assembled crowd of
juniors, Arthur Augustus broke into a stecady run, heading
for the gates. He was accompanied by the 'Terrible Three,
Blake & Co., Talbot, Kangaroo, Levison and Clive, and
several others—some on bicycles, others on foot. "Those who
remained gave a cheer as Gussy passed out of gates.

“He looks jolly fit!” remarked Fatty Wynn.

“Yes,” said George Alfred Grundy. “Buj he can’t hope
to wallop Cutts. There’s only one chap in the junior school
who could wallop Cutts—and that’s me !”

“Eh?”’ gasped Kerruish. :“My hat}?

“Well, who else could do it?” demanded Grundy.

¢Oh, nobody! But—er—I was just wondering—"
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“Get it off your chest ! roared Grundy.

“Oh, nothing !’ grinned Kerruish,

“X tell you I'm the only chap in the junior school who
could wallop Cutts,” repeated the great George Alfred. “I
dunno if I ever told you chaps, but I was sacked from Red-
clyffe for walloping a prefect before I came here—"

“Yes, you've told us,” sighed Wilkins.

“Moro than once, in fact,” grinned Gunn, softly.

“Yes, I could manage Cutts. But poor old Gussy is an
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ass to try it. 1Ie’s in for a terrible walloping to-morrow !

A2y '?).{/ﬂ _
Ty, .-
A )

17 A

d! D’Arcytried to dodge a swinging right-hai\der, but failed. Cutts’
* My hat !’ yelled Crooke. ** It’s all over already! Ha, ha, ha!”’
ter 10.)

Tor once, George Alfred Grundy was voicing the opinion
of everybody.

CHAPTER 9.
Wally’s Wire !
HE day of the fight dawned at last. .

) l Arthur Augustus was up early, and together with
the Terrible Three and his chums of Study No. 6,
went to the gym and put in some sparring. He

appearcd at breakfast with glowing cheeks and confident

smile.

Aubrey Racke beckoned across the table to him. .

“Made your will all right, Gussy?” he inquired, with a
leer. “You’ll nced to have made it, later on to-day!”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy fixed him with an icy stare.

“Yaas, Wacke, deah boy,” he murmured. “I’ve made my
will—and 1’ve left my manicure-set to you. I noticed your
nails are wathah badly in need of cleanin’.”

Racke flushed crimson, and hastily hid his hands under
the cdge of the table. '

**One up to Gussy, I fancy, dear man!” murmured Cardew.

“Oh, rats!” growled Racke.

Though Racke & Co. wcre looking cheerful enough about
the prospects of the fight, the Terrible Three and Blake
& Co., at any rate, all looked decidely depressed in class
that morning. Both Mr. Linton of the Shell, and Mr.
Lathom of the Fourth, noticed that there was “something
in the wind,” and wondered what it was.

Mr. Lathom found Arthur Augustus D’Arcy particularly
absent-minded. In fact, when he asked the swell of St.
Jim’s suddenly for the name of the general who defeated
Napoleon at Waterloo, and Arthur Augustus replied vaguely,
“Gerald Cutts, sir!” the master of the Fourth quite lost
his temper.

“Ridiculous boy !” he snapped, with asperity. ¢ You are
apparently in a day-dream, D’Arcy. You will take two
hundred lines.”

“Bai Jove! Vewy well, sir!”

Tom Merry & Co. and Blake & Co. were not*the only
fellows who were looking rather depressed that morning.

Apart from Gussy’s numerous sympathisers in the Sheil
and Fourth, the Third Form was taking a keen interest
in the coming fight. Wally D’Arcy and his chums all
looked thoroughly miserable as the morning wore cn, and
the fatal hour drew near.

After classes, Wally, Curly Gibson, Levison minor, Reggie
Manners, and Jameson, gathered in a doleful group under
the elms in the quad.

“Not long now before they bring your major back on
a stretcher,” grunted Frank Levison.

“It’s rotten!” muttered Reggie Manners.

“Cutts is a cad!” put in Curly Gibson.

Wally frowned darkly.

He had told everybody that he was going to “put his foot
down” and stop the fight. At the time, he had thought,
somehow; that he would be able to do so. But he hadn’t
succeeded in stopping the fight yet!

“My hat!” exclaimed Wally, suddenly. “I've got a
wheeze 1

“What for?” asked Gibson. “To save your major from
getting smashed to a raspberry?”’

“Yes! Turn out your pockets, you chaps!”

“ Eh?)} .

“Turn out your pockets!” commanded Wally. “I want
to see how much wealth we’ve got between us!”

Wonderingly, the fags turned out their pockets. Reggie
Manners produced fourpence-halfpenny, Curly Gibzon twe-
pence, Jameson threepence and a three-halfpenny stamp,
Levison minor a penny.

*Good !” chuckled Wally. “That’'s encugh, with my six-
pence, to send the wire!”

“What - wire?” )

“The wire ’'m going to send, of course, you ass!”

‘;You’re sending a wire? asked Gibson, puzzled. “Who
to?” .

“You silly ass, to my major, of course!”

“Why?” asked Levison minor, wonderingly.

“You silly cuckoos, haven’t you got any sense at all?”’
howled Wally, excitedly. “I'm going to send a wire to
my major, saying somebody’s ill! . Telling him to come
at once, and all that sort of thing! He’'ll get it alter
dinner, and he’ll have to go, and he can show ihe wire
to Cuits, so Cutts can’t say he’s cowardly to hack out,
and everything’ll be all right!”

“Oh!” gasped Reggie Manners.

“My hat!” cried Jameson admiringly.

“That’s a scheme!” :

“But who’s ill?” asked Curly Gibson.

“Nobody, you chump!” exclaimed Wally. “But I'm_
going to say somebody is ill!” =

“You'll be telling a giddy whopper, then!”

“Y don’t care,” said Wally, recklessly. “It’s not a bad
kind of whopper. It’s a white lie, you know. 1 wouldn’t
tell one except to save old Gussy.”

He sat down on one of the seats under ihe old elms,
and produced a pencil and an old envelope.

“Now to get out the wire,” he murmured, thoughtfully.
“What about old Conway? B8’pose I said he’d got mumps?”

Lord Conway, Wally’s eldest brother, was a young man in
the twenties, and somehow it was difficult to think of him
with mumps. Reggie Manners said so.

“Well, chicken-pox?”’ suggested Wally.

“That’s not serious enough,” said Curly Gibson, shaking
his head. *“ Your major wouldn’t have to go home because
of that.” i

“What about scarlet-fever 7’ suggested Jameson, hopefully.
“Or botulism? - I dunno what that is, but people do gep it.”

" Bottle which!”

“Botulism !”

“That sounds jolly serious, you know,” nodded Curly
Gibson. “Good 1dea! Say old Conway’s got bottleisin,
and Gussy’s bound to go!” ’

“Why not say your pater’s got it?” put in Levison ﬁnor.
“He’d jolly well have to buzz along if your pater was ill!”

“Say they’ve both got it,” chimed in Reggie Manners.

“That’s a good scheme, young Manners,” nodded Wally,
with approval. “S’pose I say all at home have got it?
That’d make certain, you know.”

Hastily Wally jotted down the telegram on the envelope,
and put it into his pocket. Then he jumped up.
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*Now to buzz into Wayland likejimad on our bikes!”
he cried. “We'll bo late for dinner, but that can’t be
helped I

Two minutes later, the five fags were pedalling furiously
out of the gates! .

Scarcely had Tom Merry & Co. been dismissed from
dinner, when there came a tap on the door of Study No. 6
in the Fourth-Form passage.

. ¥*Come in!” called out Jack Blake.

y

The four chums of Study No. 6 were discussing the forth-
a?gnmg fight between Cutts and D’Arcy, with the Terrible

ree,

In answer to Blake’s invitation, the door opened, and
Toby, the School House page, entered.

“Telegram for Master D’Arcy,” said Toby, holding out
an orange-coloured envelope.

“Bai Jove!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus in astonishment.
“Tor me? Thanks Tobay!”

He took the telegram and opened it.

“Nothing wrong, is there?” asked Tom Merry quickly,

seeing the peculiar expression that appeared on the face of

the swell of St. Jim’s.

“Bai.Jove!” murmured Arthur Augustus.
extwaordinawy {”

“Which the:telegraph boy wants to know if there’s any
hanswer,” said Toby, the page.
“No, thanks, deah boy!” exclaimed Gussy.
Toby departed the richer by sixpence.
“ Weally, this is most extwaordinawy !” murmured Arthur
ugustus D’Arcy. He passed the wire across to Blake.

3

“Pway, wead that out, deah boy, and tell me what you
think of it!” '
:faek Blake read the message out aloud :—

¢ Come home immediately. We have all got botulism !’ ”

The juniors stared at one another, and then they gave a
roar.

“Ha, ha, hal”

It was so obvious that the telegram, so peculiarly worded
as 1tywas, could not have come from Eastwood House,
Gussy’s home, that they felt no anxiety at all for Lord
Eastwood or his family !

Wally, in his anxiety to make the telegram alarming
enough, had rather overstepped the mark!

‘It must be some silly jape ” cried Tom Merry.

“ Anyway,” chuckled Blake, “this wire is stamped locally.
It was sent off from Wayland, not from your home, Gussy !
Yes, it’s a giddy jape all right !

::But who the merry dickens—

“Sounds like a fag, the way it's worded”” grinned
Digby.

Arthur Augustus jumped.

“Bai Jove!” he exclaimed. “My minah, Wally 1

:“ Wally 2 echoed Manners. “Do you think-—2

Yaas, bai Jove, I do! The young wascal! It must be
young Wally—no one else would wish to perpetwate a silly
jape like this. You all wemember how he said he was
goin’ to ‘stop my fight with Cutts? The young wottah
is twyin’ to make me wush home, so that I shall not be
able to fight!”

It would have_astonished Wally could he have known how
quickly his major had seen through his dark scheme!

But, really, it was pretty clear. No one else in the

“How vewy

Third could have had any motive for sending that extra- -

ordinary wire; and that it was the work of a Third-
Former was obvious from the peculiar way in which it had
been worded. i

Blake tossed the ielegram into the grate with a laugh.
But Arthur Augustus was still frowning darkly.

“I shall have to question my minah about this mattah!”
he exclaimed. “In fact, I weally think I ought to
administah a sound ¢hwashin’!”

“Oh let Wally alone!” laughed Tom Merry. “He only
meant it for the best. You know, the poor kid can’t bear
to think -of you getting smashed up by Cutts.”

“If you weally think it is simply his gweat affection for
me, as his majah,” said the swell of St. Jim’s, evidently
pleased, “I will let him off a thwashin’, and meahly give
him a seveah lectuwin’ upon the ewwor of his ways!”

“That’s the idea!” nodded Blake. “Wally means well.”

Manners glanced at his watch.

“Time we were going, eh?” he said quietly. “To Ryl-
combe Woods.”

Arthur Augustus, who seemed to be the coolest of the
lot, nodded. i

“Yaas, wathah!” he - answered.
boys!”

A little later Tom Merry & Co. and Blake & Co. passed
out of gates.

They were not the only ones. Many other fellows, in
twos and threes, were sauntering out, apparently carelessly.
But all turned- in the direction of Rylcombe Woods.

As Arthur Augustus D’Arcy and his friends vanished
" Tuk Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,067
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down the lane, an excited figure bolted up the steps of the
School House. It was Levison minor, who had been posted
in the quad as look-out. Frank Levison found Wally and
the rest in the Third-Form room.

“I say,” he cried breathlessly, “they’ve gonc!”

“To the station?” cried Wally.

Levison minor shook his head.
. “No. Herries was carrying a towel—I saw it under his
jacket. That means the ﬁggt is taking place, after all.
Your wire hasn’t worked.”

Wally gripped Levison minor’s arm,

“You're sure?” he muttered.

Levison minor nodded.
T;;'Odh dear!” groaned Walter Adolphus D'Arcy of ths

ird.

CHAPTER 10.
The Big Fight!

€ ERE he is, you chaps!”

H “Good old Gussy!”

“Hurrah!”

There was a burst of excited cheering from the
swarm of fellows gathered in the clearing where the big
fight was to take place, as Arthur Augustus D’Arcy arrived
on the scene, in the company of Blake & Co. and the
Terrible Three.

Arthur Augustus adjusted his eyeglass and stared round
t}}:e clearing, in evident surprise at seeing so many fellows
there.

School House juniors galore thronged the clearing, and
there was quite a large body of New House juniors, too,
headed by Figgins, Kerr, and Fatty Wynn. There were
plenty of Fifth-Formers, also, most of them grinning in
rather a superior fashion. They could not resist coming to
an unusual affair altogether.
But they felt it was necessary to show the juniors-that they
did not regard it as a serious contest by any means.

Hence their superior smiles! .

Tom Merry glanced at his watch.

It was only three minutes before the half-hour, but there
was still no sign of Cutts..

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy seated himself elegantly upon
a tree-stump, and glanced occasionally at his watch.

He appeared amazingly cool, considering the task that
lay before him. .

Many of the fellows hurried across towards him, to have
a word with the swell of St. Jim’s and wish him luck.
Nearly all of them felt sorry for Arthur Augustus, con-
vinced as they were that he was in for a really bad time
at the hands of Gerald Cutts.

Tom Merry had brought a length of thin rope, and with
the aid of Manners and Lowther he quickly rigged up a
square enclosure. =~ 'With such a crowd, some sort of a
roped ring was necessary.

“Heah’s Cutts, deah boys!” murmured Arthur Augustus
grimly, a few minutes later.

The figure of Cutts had appeared among the trees.

Instead of a cheer, such as had welcomed Arthur
Augustus upon his arrival, a dead silence greeted tho
arrival of Gerald Cutts.

He glared round at the assembled fellows, obvicusly very
taken aback at finding such a large crowd of onlookers.
Then he shrugged his shoulders and smiled sourly. After
all, the whole school, or nearly the whole school, knew that
he was to fight a Fourth-Former; so, since they knew, it
did not matter very much if they were there to watch him
thrash D’Arcy within an inch of his life—as he intended
to do! !

The black sheep of the Fifth was accomPanied by St.
Leger, Gilmore, and Prye. TUnlike Gussy’s supporters,
the Fifth-Formers had not brought any towels or sponges
—Cutts had not thought them at all necessary. .

Cutts peeled off his coat, and glanced at Arthur Augustus
with a contemptuous grin. .

“Ready for your thrashing?” he asked sourly. “Don’t
turn round and call me a bully afterwards, that’s all I
ask. Remember, you insisted on it, D’Arcy.”

“Hear, hear!” grinned Gilmore.

“Oh, cut out the jaw!” snapped Tom Merry. “You're
late as it is, Cutts.” -

“You have yet to pwove yourself clevah enough to give
me a thwashin’, Cutts!” said D’Arcy warmly.

The swell of St. Jim’s peeled off his coat, and removed
his collar and tie, and carefully rolled up his elegant cuffs.
He was looking very grim and determined. Herries and
Dig were busy preparing a jug of water, and sponges and
towels. They would be needed soon—badly needed, they
thought.

“Got your life insured, Gussy?” cried Racke; from
among the crowd. .

“Shut up, Racke!” roared a dozen voices; and Racke




Read the Splendid Yarn of Greyfriars in This Week’s * Magnet ! 17

“shut up ” hastily. Public cpinion was very much against
Aubrey Racke at the moment.

But there was a sneer on the face of the black sheep of
ihe Shell as he stood by the ropes, with Crooke on one side
of him and Mellish of the Fourth on the other. Racke
and Crooke were whispering to one another and grinning.
But Mellish seemed silent and morose, and watched the
preparations with glittering eyes. . ’

“TIs your man ready?” asked Tom Merry.

“You bet he is!” drawled St. Leger, with a note of
derision in his voice. “By the way, does D’Arcy want to
take it bending over or standing up?”’ - .

There was a snigger from Racke and Crooke, as well as
from Chowle of the New House. .

Clutts clambered over the ropes into the improvised ring.
D’Arcy was already waiting in one corner, looking extra-
ordinarily calm and unmiffied, most of the fellows thought
admiringly. Compared with the big Fifth-Former, Arthur
. Augustus looked amazingly slim and light.

“Poor old Gussy!” breathed Reggie Manners of the
Third, who had just arrived with %ovison minor, Curly
Gibson, and several other fags. Wally himself was not
there. 1Ie had resolved not to witness the fight, after his
bitter disappointment at the failure of his telegram to stop
the contest. .

“Yos, poor old Gussy’s going to get it badly !” muttered
Curly Gibson. *“I’m sorry for the silly ass, although, of
course, he’s asked for it !”

Tom Merry, who was acting as timekecper, had a watch
in his hand.

*“Seconds out of the ring !”

“There ain’t any seconds in the ring, dear man!” mur-
mured Cardew of the Fourth.

“Shut up, Cardew !” growled Talbot. “Let’s have the
thing in order!”

“Sorry !” yawned Cardew.

“Time !” called Tom Merry.

There was a tense silence in the clearing as the strangely
contrasting fightees stepped forward. Except for the rustle
of the breeze in the leaves, ao sound broke the stillness of
Rylcombe Woods. :

There was a slight frown on Tom Merry’s face as he
watched the contestants step forward. The captain of the
_Shell was breathing hard. He was not looking forward to
watching the fight at all. .,

The faces of most of the onlookers reflected the same feel-
ings. Only a few, such as Racke and Crooke, were grin-
ning with anticipation.

Tom Merry glanced swiftly from face to face as Arthur
Augustus and Cutts approached briskly to the centre of the
ring.

Arthur Augustus, still contriving to look quite elegant,
despite the fact that he was in shirt-sleeves, wore a look of
quiet determination on his aristocratic features—features
that werc destined, surely, to be badly battered during the
next few minutes! If the swell of St. Jim’s felt any trepi-
dation ab the prospect of the fight, he showed noihing of it.
Not by so much as the fluttar of an eyelid did he betray
the slightest trace of “funk.”

The face of Cutts, who scemed to tower over Arthur
Augustus like a Goliath over a David, bore a look of smoul-
dering anger now.

The Fifth-Former felt that he was the laughing-stock of
cveryone, being forced into the ring to fight a *“kid ” in the
Fourth, and he meant to get his rcvenge,

He was not going to spare Arthur Augustus. That was
obvious from the ugly look in his glittering eyes, as he
rus};ed in to start the fight with a swinging right-hander.

Thud !

Arthur Augustus tried to codge the blow, but failed,

Cutts’ fist crashed on his chin with a sickening thud, lift-
ing the swell of St. Jim’s clean off his feet. Arthur Augus-
tus went flying against the ropes, to collapseson the grass
in a huddled heap.

Cutts gave a laugh. .
| "‘I’\’ly hat ! yelled Crooke. “It's all over alrcady! Ha, ha,
ra ! :

Tn breathless silence the onlookers stared at the prone
figurc of the swell of St. Jim’s.

CHAPTER 11,
Licked to the Wide !

ROOKE, however, had been a little carly in thinking
the fight was over!
As Tom Merry began to count, D’Arcy scrambled
up, and there was a sigh of relief from round the
ropes.
Cutts rushed in immediately. Again he swung for Arthur
Augustus’ chin. But this time the blow failed to get home.

There was a thud, But it was the fist of Arthur Augustus
that thudded this time, and it was the chin of Gerald Cutts
_that took the blow.

“Hurrah 1 yelled Curly Gibson. “Go it, Gussy !”

Cutts was feeling very annoyed—and rather hurt—from
that strong, jolting punch. It was no part of Cutts’ pro-
gramme to receive punches. He was to give them, but not
to rec:ive thetn—that was how he had pictured the fight
from beforehand.

Again a stinging punch landed on his chin, and therc was
an excited yell trom round the ropes.

Cutts was feeling oddiy dizzy.

He tried to shake the dizziness from his brain. But thosc
two blows must have been even harder than he had thought,
he told himself, for he failed to recover from thesi€kiy,
half-dazed iceling that had come stealing over him.

He lurched forward, hitting out strongly. But his hlows
only found the empty air.

“Go it, Gussy!”

“Hurrah! Good old Gussy !”

“Well played, there!”

With excited shouts, the onlooking juniors yelled en-
couragement to the swell of St. Jim’s.

The watching Fitth-Formers, on the other hand, were
frowning in perplexity.

“What's wrong with old Cutts?” muttered Prye.

“ Looks groggy, don’t he?” agreed St. Leger.

“His face is getting a rum colour,” put in Gilmore.
“Dash it, young D’Arcy can't have hit him hard encugh to
upset him like that!” °

“Cutts’ face would be a bettor colour if he chucked smok-
ing cigarcttes!” remarked Talbot, who bad overheard Gil-
more’s muttered words,

At the end of the first round an excited buzz of talk had
arisen. The fellows were amazed.

Cutts wasn’t thrashing Arthur Augustus, after all!

Except for that terrific opening punch, which had knocked
the swell of St. Jim’s helplessly into ‘the ropes, Cutts had
scarcely landed a blow! :

Arthur Augustus, on the other hand, had landed many.
Cutts had seemed quite incapable of defending himself.

The fellows stared from Arthur Augustus in his corner—
looking quite cool and unruffled—to Gerald Cuits, opposite.
They stared in amazement. Cutts’ face was an unhealthy
yellow colour, and his nosc was bleeding, and one eye was
half closed.

“Well, I'm blessed !” gasped Clive.

“Wonders will never ceasa!” breathed Monty Lowther to
Tom Merry, as he got busy with a sponge on the noble fore-
head of Arthur Augustus. :

The only fellow in the clearing who did not appear utterly
staggered by the way things were shaping was Arthur
Augustus D’ Arcy.

He glanced round at his supporters with a confident smile.

“1 fancy I am holdin’ my own pwetty well!” he mur-
mured.

“My hat, yes!” gasped Manners. “It’s amazing!”

“J “weally fail to see anythin’ vewy amazin’ in that,
Mannahs, deah boy !” said "Arthur Augustus, a little stiffly.
“T have been twalnin’ vewy hard, and I wemarked to you
fellows that I had evewy expectation of standin’ up pwetty
well to Cutts, although the wottah is biggah than I am.”

“Well, I dunno,” grinned Monty Lowther. “I never
thought things would go this way! Candidly, Gussy, I
thought we should be going round with a dustpan and
brush by now, sweeping up your bits !”

“Weally, Lowther !”

“Well, of gourse we did!” exclaimed Herries. “Hang it
all, Gussy, you can’t blame us for expecting you to get a
walloping from Cutts! It beats me how 1t is he hasn’s
finished the job already! Instead of that, he looks quite
groggy !” .

T intend that he shall look considewably more gwoggy

“Delioeit
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before I have finished with him,” said Arthur Augustus
with dignity,

There was a very businesslike gleam in the eyes of the
swell of St, Jim’s, as he rose for the second round.

Although Arthur Augustus had all along had a far higher
opinion of his own chances against Cutts than had anybody
else, it had really been rather a surprise even to himself to
find that he had come off so extraordinarily well so far.

A new hope had come to him.

Perhaps, after all, he could not only stand up “pretty
well ”-to Gerald Cutts of the Fifth, but perhaps he could
actually beat him!

With that thought surging in his brain, Arthur Augustus
rushed at his opponent, and hit out lustily.

Cutts of the Fifth, big and powerful fellow though he was,
strangely enough seemed utterly incapable of withstanding
the vigorous attack of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

He made feeble attempts to guard the stinging blows that
thudded into his ribs and face, but he scarcely landed a
blow himself. His footwork was slow, and every now and
then he would lurch in an odd way.

The fellows stared in wonderment,

Something was wrong with Cutts.

“My hat! He’s selling the fight!” breathed Racke.
“That must be it! D’Arcy has paid him to let himself
get beaten!”- - . 5

“Don’t talk like a bigger ass than you can help, Racke,”
said Manners contemptuously, over-
hearing the remark.

“Well, why doesn’t Cutts knock
him into the middle of next week?”
growled Racke, giving Manners a
vici’(’)us look. “He could if he wanted
to!

Manners did not answer. Though
Racke’s idea was absurd, of course,
Manners -could think of no good
reason for Cutts’ feeble exhibition.

“He’s ill!” gasped Tom Merry.

Cutts had suddenly lurched heavily,
his eyes half-closed. His face was
now the colour of putty.

“He’s ill!” echoed Redfern of the
New House.

“Stop the fight!” shouted Prye.

The only fellow present who did
not think Cutts was ill was Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy.

In the excitement of the fight, it _ _—
was natural that he failed.to under- —
stand the truth of the matter. To !
D’Arcy, it seemed that he was
winning hand over fist, but that fact,
though it surprised him a little, did
not surprise him very much. All
along he had expected to put up a
better show against Cutts than his
supporters had expected from him.

Now that he was actually licking
the black sheep of the Fifth, a wave
of joyfal triumph swept over Arthur
Augustus. The light of battle
gleamed in his eyes. He was licking
a Fifth-Former! It seemed almost
too good to be true. But since it was
true, Arthur Augustus meant to make
the most of it.

Cutts certainly deserved a thrashing. Arthur Augustus
intended to give it him.

With a final terrific straight-left, Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
knocked Cutts flying, just as Prye called out to stop the fight.

The black sheep of the Fifth crumpled up into a still
heap, and lay motionless.

There was a breathless silence. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
stared down at the vanquished figure of his foe with rather
mixed feelings. .

He had thrashed Cutts!

But, now he had done it, the tender-hearted Gussy began
to wonder if he had rather overdone it. Gerald Cutts looked
so very battered and ill, down there on the grass.

“Bai Jove !” murmured Arthur Augustus. “I am afwaid
I have been hittin’ wathah hardah than I intended! I hope
Cutts -will not have to go to the sannay! I am wathah
a hard hittah when I am woused.”

He stooped down over the prostrate figure. But already
half a dozen fellows had clambered through the ropes, and
were running to Cutts. Tom Merry, Blake, Talbot, St.
Leger and Gilmore knelt beside: him anxiously.

That Cutts had been ill was now very obwious. That
was the sole reason why he had put up such a feeble show.
That was why he had been licked to the wide by a Fourth-
Former, everybody jrealised.
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Everybody, that is, but Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

The swell of St. Jim’s had put up a splendid fight, and
had been amazingly plucky to face %’ds burly antagonist at
all. But it was owing to Cutts being off colour, not Gussy’s
skill, that had saved the swell of St. Jim’s from the
terrible hiding that he had been promised.

“I am sowwy if I have been wathah bwutal, St. Legah,”
said Arthur Augustus with dignity. “But, weally, the
wottah wichly -deserved his thwashin’. Howevah, I wepeat
;}}at I am sowwy if I have been wathah too seveah with

im——-"

“You young fool!” snapped St. Leger. “He’s sick!”

“Yaas, he looks pwetty sick,” agreed Arthur Augustus.
“You see, St. Legah, 1 am wathah a hard hittah!

“You young idiot! I mean, he was sick before you hit
him at all, only none of us realised it till too late!” cried
St. Leger angrily.

“Wats!” exclaimed Arthur Augutus warmly. “Weally,
St. Legah, I know it must be pwetty sickenin’ for you
Fifth-Form fellows to see Cutts thwashed by a Fourth-
Form chap. But to make up a widiculous stowy like that
is weally wathah the limit! I am surpwised, St. Legah.”

“Of course he was ill!” yelled Prye.

“Wats! But one could not vewy well expect the Fifth
to admit a lickin’!” said Arthur Augustus icily. “Tom
Mewwy, where is my coat, deah boy? Thanks! WWhat
about weturnin’ to St. Jim’s? Now
that I have thwashed Cutts, we will
leave him to his pals.” i

And with his noble head held high,
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy strode from

the field of battle—a conquering
hero!
CHAPTER 12.
Where Ignorance is Bliss!
EALLY, this is vewy

sportin’ of you fellqws!”
Arthur Augustus made
that remark, on entering

W

m’s

Unknown to the swell of St. Jim’s,
Blake & Co. had laid in a very fine
spread for tea that day. They had
thought, before the fight, that it was
the least they could do—that it might
be some small consolation to their
noble study-mate if he could sit down
to a really ripping tea, when he had
been brought home battered and
mangled at the hands of Gerald Cutts.

But, seeing how things had turned
out, Arthur Augustus seemed to
imagine that it was a feast to cele-
brate his amazing victory. His chums
all knew that his victory had scarcely
been due to Gussy’s powers on the
field of battle, so to speak. But they
scarcely liked to tell him so.

So far, in fact, no one had had the
heart to break the news to Arthur
Augustus that he had only beaten a
sick man.

That -fact would have to be made clear to him soon.
All the school knew the truth, and it could not be kept
from-him long.

But at present Arthur Augustus was in happy ignorance
of the facts.

He beamed” upon the spread in Study No. 6, through his
gleaming eyeglass, and nodded approval.

“This weally is vewy gwatifyin’, deah boys,” he mur-
mured, as he took the seat of honour at the head of the
table. “It is most kind of you to celebwate my victowy
over that wottah Cutts in this wippin’ mannah.

“It must have been a gweat shock to Cutts to find out
that I was such a hard hittah,” continued Arthur Augustus.
“When he found himself powahless against my tewwific
blows, it was weally a shock for all the Fifth, I suppose,
to watch and see him battered to a jellay!” .

“It was a shock to everybody,” murmured Digby.

“8it down, you chaps,” invited Blake, glancing at the
Terrible Three. “Now, Gussy, pile in! We laid in this
spread especially for you.” .

“Thanks, deah boy!” .

Arthur Augustus, who had developed a large appetite
during his fight, proceeded to pile in.

There was a silence in Study No. § X

D’Arcy’s chums were glancing at one-another from time
to time, doubtfully. - .

IF YOu
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THEREFORE—

Study No. 6, on his return to St.,
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“ Wally meant to stop that giddy fight ! ’’ grinned Reggie Man‘?ers.
Oow!

broke off suddenly, as a foot hacked his shin under the table.

s

/l// \\ [N \\ N

¢ e thought out a good stunt, tco—Ow.! ”?
You fathead, Curly !

Reggie
What did you kick me for ?

(See Chapter 14,)

Who was to be the first to break the ncws to Arthur _

Augustus that his victory was but a hollow mockery.

“Ahem !” coughed Blake, after a while. “Well, I'm
sure we're all jolly glad to sce old Gussy back here safe
and sound. But, of course "

“Thanks, Blake, deah boy!”

“Not at all! As I was saying, but——"

“Yaas, deah boy?”

“Well, I was going to say,” mumbled Blake
was a pity that Cutts wasn’t a bit more fit, or——

“Cutts nevah is fit,” said Arthur Augustus, shaking his
noble head. ““Too many wotten cigawettes! If he had
been pwoperly fit, pewwaps I should not have licked: him
so fwightfully easy.”

“Yes,” chipped in Digby. “That’s just it. You P

“I might barely have managed to knock him out, in
fact,” murmured Arthur Augustus thoughtfully. “Of
course, I should have knocked him out in the end, any-
Low, but not se easily, pewwaps.”

“Ahem!”

“You are suffewii’ fwom wathah a wotten cough, Biske,”

“that it
s

remarked Arthur Augustus kindly. “I should sce the
matwon.” B
“No-n-no, I'm all right !” protested Blake hastily. “You
sce +
_“In fact——" began Manneis.
“It’s like this, Gussy » chimed in Tom Merry.
“Ahem!” coughed Herries.

“Hewwies has a congh, too!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus
in concern. ‘‘Possibly you have caught Blake’s cough,
Hewwies.”

“Possibly !” gasped Herries.

“It’s like this!” said Tom Merry firmly. °We're all
jolly glad you won the fight, Gussy, old man. Jolly glad!
It would have been rotten if youwd been licked by Cutts.
But—well—"

Tom broke off awkwardly. .

Arthur Augustus, with a beaming smile, rose to his feet.
The others stared at him.

- With a shock, they realised that Arthur Auvgusius was
about to make a speech.

“In weply to Tora Mewwy’s kind speech and congwatu-
latin’ me on my victowy over that wottah Cutts,” began
_Arthur Augustus graczefully, “I can only say thanks most

feahfully, deah boys, for backin’ me up so wippingly all
along the line. 1 do not wish to say ‘I told you so.’ But
you must wemember that I felt pwetty suah all along that
I could stand up to Cutts, although you fellows wathah
widiculed that ideah. I do not blame you. You did not
fully wealise what a tewwific hittah, and what a tewwibie
fichtah T am when I am woused. I weally must admit
that it was no surpwise to me to thwash Cutts as I did, 1
only twust I have not been a little too bwutal. Speakin’ as
the most powerful fightin’ man of the junior school at
St Jim’s—"

“What?” yelled Herries.

“Speakin’ as the most powerful fightin’ man of the junior
school,” repeated Arthur Augustus, raising his voice a
little so that Herries should not again fail to hear, “I
should like to point out a few intewestin’ facts about
fightin’ at St. Jun’s.” .

“Oh, crumbs!” groaned Monty Lowther.

“1 shall not take more than ten minutes, deah bo;
or fifteen at the vewy most,” beamed Arthur Augustus.
* Firstly - :

“I think, if you don’t mind, old man, you'd better kecep
your speech for some other time,” put in Blake hastily.
“We’ve still got our prep to finish, you know.”

“I shall not be more than ten or fifteen minutes, deah
bey, or twenty minutes at the vewy most—-"

“Help !” panted Dighy. “Stop him—somecone !”

“I beg your pardon, Dig, deah boy?”

“ Nothing,” said Dig hurriedly.

“1 will start by bwiefly outlinin’ a histowy of ihe
school——" )

“Some other time, old chap!” cried Blake. And he rose
and forcibly pushed Arthur Augustus back into his chair.
“No time now !”

*“Weally, Blake——" ¥

“Must start prep!” cried Blake earnestly.  “Musin’t
shirk your lessons, Gussy, even after licking Cutts! Work
first, you know !”

“Weally, I've nevah heard you say so before!” cried
Arthur Augustus, in great surprise.  “It astonishes me,
Blake, deah boy, to.see you so keen on work all at once.
Howevah, if you weally feel—"

“I do!” said Blake. “Come on, you chaps, clear away
quick, and we can get down to our interesting prep !”

Tee Gem Lirary,—No. 1,067
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“Intewestin’? ” echoed D’Arcy. “Bai Jove, Blake—”

“No time to waste jawin'!” said Blake severely. And,
with a great clatter, he began shifting plates and cups
and saucers.

“Vewy well]” said Arthur Augustus resignedly. “I will
leave you to start your pwep, Blake. But I feel it is only
wight and sportin’ of me to go along to the Fifth Form
Eassage first of all and inquire aftah Cutts, to make suah

e is not sewiously damaged aftah my feahful w’ath!”

“Loo’k here!” began Tom Merry. “I shouldn't! You
see——""

“It is the pwivilege of the victowious chap in a scwap to
show a forgivin’ feelin’ towards his beaten foe,” said Arthur
Augustus, shaking his head. - “I considah it is my dutay to
ask after Gewald Cutts.”

“Look here,” said Tom, “I shouldn’t! You don’t under-
stand! You see—ahem! Well, you’ll only be putting
your foot in it !” -

“I twust, Tom Mewwy, that I am a fellow of tact and
%‘Oudgr'n,ent,” said Arthur Augustus serenely. “So long, deah

oys !’

And the swell of St. Jim’s left the study, still blissfully
ignorant of the fact that he was not exactly the conquering
hero he imagined himself to be.

“Why didn’t you stop him?” roared Blake.

“I couldn’t,” answered Tom helplessly. “Poor old
Gussy! It'll be a nasty jolt for him to learn that Cutts
was ill all along. Well, he’s got to know in the end—
the sooner the better. The Fifth will soon make it pretty
clear to him.”

At the end of the passage Arthur Augustus met Cardew.

“Hallo !” exclaimed Cardew. “How’s the giddy victor?”

“ Wippin’, thanks, Cardew! But will you tell me, as an
unpwejudiced observah of the fight, if you considah I was
a twifle too wuff on Cutts? He looked pwetty feahful when
I had finished with him. I am a vewy hard hittah, you
know. He looked quite ill at the finish. I twust I was
not bwutal ?”

Ralph Reckness Cardew stared. Then he grinned.

Cardew realised in a flash that Arthur Augustus was still
quite unaware that Cutts had been ill and practically help-
less to defend himself. ;

“Why, no, Gussy!” said Cardew gravely. “I think you
were right to teach Cutts a lesson. Your wrath was
terrible to behold, but it was a righteous wrath.”

“Yaas! I agwee that it was a perfectly wighteous
w’ath !” agreed Arthur Augustus, nodding.

“Certainly ! Of course, one could not help but feel a
little sorry for Cutts, as your smashing blows rained home
upon him,” went on Cardew. “Big fellow though Cutts
is, he was like a child before your magnificent display of
er—the fighter’s- art. You reminded me of a film I once
saw of Charlie Chaplin,”

(lEh?)J -5

“I mean of Gene Tunney,” said Cardew hastily. “One
of his big fights, you know, on the screen. You reminded
me of that.” :

“Did I weally?”
gratified.

“The resemblance’ was extraordinary, Gussy.”

“Was it weally ?” beamed Arthur Augustus.

“It really was. For example, you both had two legs.
said Cardew gravely.

“W-what ?”

“And two arms -and a nose,” continued Cardew. ¢ And
you both had a couple of eyes, and two ears. Amazing
resemblance !”

Having explained himself thus, Ralph Reckness Cardew
nodded and strolled on, leaving Arthur Augustus staring
after him very dubiously.

“Weally, I wondah if the silly ass was twyin’ to pull
my leg ?” murmured the swell of St. Jim’s.

With a doubtful look on his noble countenance, Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy continued his way towards the Fifth Form
?assage, on his kindly mission to inquire after his defeated
oe. 5

3>

murmured Arthur Augustus, much

»

»

—— —

CHAPTER 13.
A Shock for Gussy !

RTHUR AUGUSTUS reached Cutts’ study in the
* Fifth Form passage, and tapped on the door.
There was no answer.
. He tapped again, but still there was no reply.

A ‘step in the passage caused Arthur Augustus to turn.
It was Lefevre, the captain of the Fifth. He stopped and
looked at the swell of St. Jim’s curiously.

“There’s nobody in there, I know,” he said.
you wanting—St. Leger ?” .
k'“o{l wanted to see Cutts,” murmured Arthur Augustus

indly.
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“What?” snapped Lefevre. “Do you mean to say you've
not heard Cutts is in the sanny?”

Arthur Augustus jumped.

“ W-w-w-what ?”

: He’s sick !” said Lefevre curtly, and passed on.

w M-m-m-my only aunt!” stammered Arthur Augustus.

I—I feah I must weally have been bwutal, if it is
necessawy for Cutts to go to the sanny! I—I nevah meant
to thwash him so tewwibly as all that! Oh deah!”

And, with dismay upon his face, the swell of St. Jim’s .
hurried downstairs. At the end of the Shell passage he
ran into Talbot.

“I—I say, Talbot, deah boy!”

“Hallo, Gussy!”

Arthur Augustus grasped Talbot’s arm.

“Have you heard about Cutts?”’ he gasped.

“ What about him?” ,

“He's in the sanny, I'm afwaid.”

“Why, didn’t you know 2ll along ?” exclaimed Talbot, in
Eurhptr‘lﬁe. “They took him there immediately after the

ghnt . °

“Bai Jove !”

“He’s pretty bad, I'm told!”

“Oh deah! This is tewwible!”

Talbot eyed Arthur Augustus curiously.

“You knew he was ill, of course?” he exclaimed.

“Yaas! I'm afwaid I was wathah bwutal!”

“Oh, but you didn’t know, when you lammed him like
that, I suppose ?* .

“ Wathah not! I had no ideah how hard I was hittin’ !”

“Well, it’s not your fault,” said Talbot rcassuringly. “I
don’t think you hurt him very much. He soon came round
from that lamming. But——"

“I didn’t hurt him vewy much!” echoed D’Arcy, in
bewilderment. “But he is in the sanny, deah boy! I must
have hurt him tewwibly! I am wathah tewwible when I
am woused, and—"

“QOh, no, you didn’t really do much damage !”

ffBut__l

“Don’t you worry, Gussy! You didn’t hurt him much.
He’s ill, that’s all.” .

“Not hurt much?” said the swell of 8t. Jim’s, in amaze-
ment. “But he’s ill in the sanny! Weally, if you do not
considah that bein’ hurt, Talbot, I am hanged if I know
what you do call bein’ hurt!”

“But don’t you see,” explained Talbot patiently, “he is
in the sanny because he's ill, not because you lammed him.”

“Weally, I do not understand you at all!” said Arthur
Augustus helplessly. “I twust you will not be offended,
Talbot, if I remark that you appeah to be talkin' thwough
your hat!”

Talbot jumped. Suddenly he understcod.

“My only Aunt Sempronia!”

“What has she to do with it?” asked Arthur Augustus,
irritably. ¢

“You mean to say, Gussy, that you haven’t heard yet?"
yelled Talbot. “That you didn’t know Cutts was ill when
he fought you, and that was why he was so easily licked?
That if he hadn’t been ill, you would have been in the
sanny yourself and not him?”

It was D’Arcy’s turn to jump.

“What?” he gasped.

“That’s the whole thing!” grinned .Talbot. “Didn’t
anyone tell you? Cutts had been drinking something that
disagreed with him, it seems, and they’re dosing him in the
sanny for it. He was a pretty sickly sort of colour during
the fight, you know——"

“Yaas, but——"

“Well, that’s why! No wonder you licked him.”

Gussy gasped. ;

He remembered now what St. Leger had said, after the
fight. He understood, too, what Lefevre had meant a few
minutes ago. .

He understood why his own chums had been so oddly
lacking in enthusiasm over his victory!

In a moment, Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s glorious dream-
castle came tumbling about his ears, so to speak. The beads
of perspiration stood out upon his noble brow.

“Oh deah!” gasped the swell of St. Jim’s.

The sight of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s face made
Talbot feel quite sorry for him. He patted the swell of
the Fourth on the shoulder in a friendly way.

“Cheer up, Gussy! You didn’t know, when you lammed
into him, that he was sick! It wasn’t your giddy fault!™

“Bai Jove!” muttered Arthur Augustus miserably.

“Serve him right, anyway. He wouldn’t have spared
vou, if he'd been fit enough to thrash you!”

“Oh dcah!”

Talbot passed on his way, leaving Arthur Augustus with
a face about as cheerful as that of 2 martyr at the stake.

“Hullo, Gus!” B

A sudden voice hailed Arthur Augustus as he stood there.

It was Wally of the Third. ; i

N

<



FREE! FREE! FREE! What’s

“I’ve been looking for you everywhere,” grinned Wally.
“T say, old hoss, what a ripping show!”

“What’s that?” muttered Arthur Augustus wretchedly.

“Ripping the way you waded into old Cuits!” chortled
Wally. “He deserved it!”

“B-but he was sick, you silly young ass!”
Augustus, finding his voice.

“Well, a jolly good bit of luck“for you, that’'s what I
call it. He’d have smashed you to a jelly otherwise !”

“1 do not admit that he would have smashed me to a
jellay, Wally !> cried Arthur Augustus, breathing hard. “I
considah that I should have licked him anyhow, you
widiculous young ass!”

“OR, come off it!” growled Wally. “You know he would
have licked you! With one hand tied!”

“Wats! 1 considah—"

¥ {Dh, bow-bow !”

cried Arthur

« You think Wally doctored Cutts’ lemonade so that he would be groggy, and you could win the fight! ** said Mellish.

you’re wrong. Another chap didit!”
himself on the chest.

And Wally, grinning, turned away and vanished. Wally,
at any rate, was very satisfied with the way things had
turned oufl é

But the face of the swell of St. Jim’s was as long as a
fiddle as he made his way slowly to his study.

On the stairs he passed Mellish, who eyed him curiously.
Then Racke came along. Racke stopped.

“Hullo, here’s the giddy conquering hero!” he called
out with a sneer. Racke was very disappointed with the
result of the fight, and he intended to get a little satis-
faction by taunting D’Arcy. “Been licking any more
invalids and cripples, Gussy?”

Arthur Augustus did not even hear Racke.
by with clouded brow.

In the Fourth-Form passage, a fat figure rolled in his
direction.

It was Baggy Trimble. And he was grinning in a way that
showed that he was simply bursting with news.

The Falstaff of the Fourth blinked at Arthur Augustus
cxcitedly. '

“I say, Gussy!
Cutts?” he sniggered.
was deliberately doped so that you could lick him!
you dope Cutts, Gussy?”

“Bai Jove!l”

He passed

Have you heard what they say about
“The Fifth are saying that C;])tts
id

' Bai Jove ! ”* said D’Arcy.
* I’m the chap ! > he replied calmly.

FREE ? See Next Week’s Issue! 21

The suggestion was too much for Arthur Augustus. He
made a rush, and pinned the alarmed Baggy to the wall.

“You fat wottah!” he exclaimed.

“Ow, really, Gussy—"

“You miscrable fat fwog!”:

“Leggo! I'm only telling you what some of the chaps are
saying !” panted Baggy. ‘1 thought you ought to know!”

“Cleah off I snorted Arthur Augustus, releasing the fat
junior contemptuously. “You are makin’ up silly stowies,
Twimble ! ’

“But it is true!” hooted Trimble.
now , that Cutts was doped
the fight .

Arthur Augustus made another rush, and Baggy turned
and scuttled away down the passage as fast as his fat little
legs could carry him. The swell of St. Jim’s did not follow.

At the end of the passage Baggy Trimble turned.

“Everybody knows
so that you could win

zZ—Z % Z
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A

“ But
¢ Who'’s this other chap ? > WMellish grinned and tapped
(See Chapter 15.)

“Yah!” he yelled.
Gussy, you rotter!”

Then he vanished hastily.

Arthur Augustus moved slowly on in the direction  of
Etudy No. 6. A worried frown had appeared on his noble

TOW.

Could it possibly be true, what Baggy had said?

Had Cutts been deliberately “doctored *’ by someone who
wished to see him licked by the swell of St. Jim’s?

It was at least possible!

Arthur Augustus paused before he reached his study. His
face was deeply troubled. He turned, and with quickened
step, returned in the direction from which he had come.

He headed straight for the Fifth-Form passage, and
tapped on the door of Lefevre’s study.

In answer to a shout from within, Arthur Augustus
entelll'ed the study. Lefevre would be sure to know the
truth.

The captain of the Fifth was alone.
prise at the Fourth-Former.

“Hallo, what do you want?” L.

“Pway pardon this intwusion,” said Gussy with dignity.
“I know you are a fair sort of fellow, Lefevre, although

you are in the Fifth——"
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“T believe you doped Cutts yourself,

He glanced in sur-
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“Thanks!” reforfed Lefevre dryly. “Thanks awfully !

“Don’t mench! I know you will not twy to conceal the
twuth, Lefevre. I am askin' you, therefore, if it iz twue
about Cuits. I have heard a vewy amazin' and dreadful
stowy, but, since it came fwom that fat and widiculous ass,
Twimble > 4

“Oh, don't talk all night!” cricd Lefevre impatientls,
“What do you want me to tell you? (et on with it.”

“Weally, Lefevre! I am gettin® on with it '™

“Well, what is it?” roared the captain of the Fifth.

“Of course, it may be just a widiculons stowy of
Twimble’s, But Twimble declared most emphatically that
Cutts had been doctahed pwior the fight in Wylcombe
Woods ! Co

Arthur  Augustus
Lefevre anxiously.

“Perfectly true,” mnodded , with a grim look.
“Cutts  was  perfectly. well morning. and, had
apparently, however, eaten nothing that could have upset
kis health. DBefore leaving the school for Kylecombe Woods,
Lie drank a glass of lemonade which made him feel seedy.”

“M-m-my hat!” gasped Arthur Augustus D'Arcy. “So
it is weally twue?” -

Philip Lefevre nodded again. :

“Oh, deah! But I—I suppose nobody thinks I intah-
feahed with Cutts’ dwink?”

“Oh, no,” said Lefevre with a smile. “I don’t think
anyone would accuse you, D'Arcy. You may be an ass,
but you're straight.”

“Weally, Lefevre—""

“Cut along now, please. I'm busy.”

" Bllt—"

“Scat!” roared the captain of the Tifth.

Arthur Augustus went. His face was a picture !

adjusted his eyeglazz and watched

CHAPTER 14.
On the Scent !

HE swell of St. Jim’'s stood on the hearthrug in Study

I No. 6. There was a look of deep trouble upon his

noble countenance. s
“So that is the dweadful twuth, deah boys!” he
said.

Blake
svmpathetically.
irom Lefevre.

They felt sorry for D'Arcy.

“Rotten luck!” said Blake.
you!”

“I twust the fellows know me bettah than to suppose I
would dweam of doin’ such a thing as to dope Cutts, so az
to thwash him unfairly,” nodded Arthur Augustus. “But
it is all-vewy distwessin’! Of course, I should have licked
Cutts anyhow——"

“Ahem”

“You should weally see the matwon for that cough of
vours, Blake. I was just about to say, deah boys, that I
-considah it is up to me!”

“What's up to you?” asked Dig.

“To discovah who the wottah was who doped Cutts,”
said the swell of St. Jim’'s firmly, “and thereby cleah
myself completely of suspicion. It is necessawy to discovah
the culpwit for the sake of my honour!”

“Bless your honour!” grunted Herries.

“I have just visited Cutts in the sanny,” went on Gussy.
“He is a lot bettah, fortunately. But he still has a pain
in his tummy.”

“But who on earth is responsible for it all, I wonder?”
cxclaimed Blake, jumping up, with a frown on his face.
"It was a proper cad’s trick—unless it was done by some
silly kid who didn’t realise what ?

“Bai Jove!”

Arthur Augustus gave a sudden startled exclamation.

“ What's bitten you, Gussy ?” asked Digby in alarm.

The face of the swell of St. Jim’s was a picture.

Whatever the thought that had given rise to his sudden
ejaculation, the swell of the Fourth did not seem to find
it a pleasant one, judging from the expression on his noble
countenance.

“Bai Jove!”

“Get it off your chest!” cried Herries.

“A feahful thought has stwuck
Augustus.

“Well, that’s better than a lump of iron!” put in Blake
humorously., “What is it, Gussy?”

“Oh, bai Jove!” .

“Don’t keep repeating yourself!” roared Herries. “ What
bee have you got in your giddy bonnet now? If you think
you can guess who the chap is that doped Cutts, tell us
bis name—don’t stand there saying ¢By Jove! ”

“Bai Jove! I—I—— Oh, bai Jove!”

TaE GEM LiBrarY.—No. 1,067,

& Co. stared at their elegant study-mate
He had just told them what he had heard

“But no one will blame

“What's up?”
me!” gasped Arthur
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“Bump him!" growled the thoroughly
Herries, and D’Arcy’s chums made a rush.

“Hands off!I” exclaimed Arthur Augustus in alarm. “A
tewwible thought has stwuck me! Can it possibly be that
my feathah-bwained yvoung minah is wesponsible?  We
know young Wally  was tewwibly distwessed at the
pwospect  of my fight with Cutts—the youngstah not
wealisin’ that I was more than a match for the Fifth-
Former. Pewwaps the young wascal was foolish enough
to twy to stop the fight by makin’ Cutts too ill to meet
me!”

"My hat!” gasped Blake.

“My giddy aunt!” muttered Herries. “That's just the
sort of thing the Third would do! Thoze kids wouldn't
realise how jolly serious it was to try a stunt like that!”

But Digby shook his head.

“I don’t think young Wally would try that kind of

game.” :
.. He might!” cried Arthur Augustus, greatly distressed.
“I do not think for a moment the young wascal would
mean to give me an unfair victowy—no doubt he thought
Cutts would be too ill ‘to show up, and the fight would
be off.” N .

“I don’t think so,” said Dig thoughtfully.

“But who eclze could it be?” cried Arthur Augustus
hopelessly. “I gweatly feah my suspicions are cowwect.
But, anyway, the pwoblem can casily be solvéd. I will go
in search of my minah at once, and wequest the (wuth
fwom him.”

And with a worried frown upon his face Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy left the study in search of his trouble-
some minor. )

But Wally was nowhere to be found.

At last, however, Arthur Augustus came across Reggie
Manners and Curly Gibson in the arad. Ther grinned at
the swell of the Fourth cheerfully as he approached them.

“Hallo, Gussy!” exclaimed Curls Gibson. I say, we
chaps in the Third were joily glad to hear how vou waded
into that brute Cutts!' Good bizney !”

“Yes, congratters, Gussy!” nodded Reggie Manners.
“We men in the Third don’t take much interest as a rule.
of course, in what you silly Fourth-Form asses get up to,
but this time we really backed you up.” ¢

“You diswespeetful young sweeps!” exclaimed Arthur
Augustus severely. “I am lookin’ for Wally——"

“We dunno where he is!” said Gibson. a little hastily.

Arthur  Augustus eved the curly Third-Former sus-
piciously through his eveglass.

“You are suah ™

“Sure as eggs!™ nodded Curly Gibsor,
want Wally for?

Arthur Augustus glanced first” at Curly Gibson, then at
Reggie Manners. Something in theis manner struck him
as being odd. Distinetly odd'’

Could it be that Reggiec Manners and Curly Gibson had
been in Wally’s plot, and were now afraid that Arthur
Augustus was looking for his minor because he suspected
the truth?

To the swell of St. Jim's it scemed highly probable.

However. if the two Third-Formers were intent upon
shiclding Wally, it would be no geod challenging them
with the facts, D'Arcy told himself. This, clearly, was a
case for his well-known tact and judgment.

“Ahem!” coughed Arthur Augustus. “I am pleased to
heah that you kids were so anxious for me to defeat Cutts
this aftahnoon.”

“You bet we were!” affirmed Reggie Manners promptly.

“Possibly you kids would like to come along to the tuck-
shop and have a ginger-pop?” suggested Arthur Augustus,
with a benign smile. .

To the two Third-Formers, the sudden offer on the part
of the swell of St. Jim’s was rather a surprize. But no
Chird-Former ever paused to wonder why, when there was
an offer of a free feed.

Reggie and Curly Gibson accompanied Arthur Augustus
joyfully. and a little later the three were seated in Dame
Taggles’ little shop, with ginger-pop and jam-tarts on the
table before them.

“Jolly good ¢f you, Gussy!” mumbled Reggie, with his
mouth full of jam-tart.

“Not at all. Always a pleasuah to sce you kids enjoyin’
vourselves! By the way, about my minah, Wally—-*

“What about Wally 2 murmured Curly Gibson.” -

“I suppose he was vewy eagah for me to beat Clutts in
the fight in Wylcombe Woods this aftahnoon?” observed
Arthur Augustus casually. :

“Oh, rather!” rnodded Reggie Manners.
never thought yvon would lick Cutts a

“None of us did, of course,” put in Curly Gibson airils.
“And, of course, you jolly well wouldn't have licked him
if Cutts hadn’t been ill, you know—"

Arthur Augustus frowned. %

cxasperated

“What do vou

“Of course, he
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He was a little tired of hearing the point of view
expressed that he would have been beaten very badly but for
Cutts’ mysterious illness. He himself did not share the
general view. But at the moment he let Curly Gibson’s
remark pass.

“Have anothah tart, young Mannahs,” he
“So my minah was vewy wowwied, was he?”

“Oh, rather! In fact, ho jolly well said he was going to
<top the fight, you know »

“Weallyt” murmured Arthur Augustus.
ginger-pop, deah boy. Yaas, as you were sayin’—

“Wally meant to stop that giddy fight!” grinned Reggie
Manners. “He thought out a good stunt, too— Ow!”

Reggie broke off very suddenly, and emitted a yell as a
foot hacked his shin under the table.

“‘le Yoooop! You fathead, Curly! You kicked
me!’

“YWhat on earth are you talking about, young Manners ?”
asked Curly Gibson innocently. .

“T was only saying that it was a good stunt of Wally’s,”
went on Reggie Manners, glaring at his chum, “wken
he Yow! Oh! Yoooop!”

“Shut up, you ass!” hissed Curly Gibson, in a tenc that
was meant to be heard by Reggic alonc. But Arthur
Augustus caught the words, too, and his brow set.

“T,o0k here, young Gibson—" roared Reggic Mauners,
vnrsing his ankle pamnfully.

“(lome on, Reggie'” interrupted Curly Gibson, jumpiug
}\‘p. "“:I‘ime we got along! Thanks awfully for the spread,
sussy 7

Before Reggie Manners had time to resist, Curly Gibson
gripped him by the arm and whirled himn out of the
tuckshop.

“T,00k here, what's the giddy idea?’ roarcd Reggic. T
was only telling Gussy what he’s bound to find cut soon!
And, anyway, he won’t mind—it never came to anything !”

“Rot !~ hissed Curly Gibson angrily. “How do you know
(Gussy won't mind? If you ask me, I think he'll make it
hiot for Wally if he finds out about that telegram, and——"

“Oh, well, if you think Gussy would be ratty——" grunied
Reggie Manners.

Of course he would,” said Gibson, as the two Third-
Formers went their way.

But in the tuckshop Arthur Augustus D'Arcy sat with
frowning brow and troubled face.

“Bai Jove I he muttered under his breath. “It’s as cleah
as daylight! Young Mannahs says Wally thought out a
<tunt to stop the fight. If young Gibson had not stopped
him talkin’, Weggie Mannahs would have blurted out the
whole twuth. Oh deah!”

That it could only have been the telegram he had received
before the fight that Reggie Manners and Curly Gibson had
been talking about in the tuckshop never occurred to Arthur
Aungustus for a moment.

‘With a worried frown on his noble countenance, Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy rose, paid his bill, and left the tuckshop,
a prey to gloomy reflections.

suggested.

“Have another

3

CHAPTER 15.
A Promise Fulfilled !

ERCY MELLISH, the sneak of the Fourth, entered
P the tuckshop half an hour after Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy had left it.  Mellish was surprised to see
Baggy Trimble seated by the counter, demolishing a
plateful of doughnuts, with a glass of ginger-beer at his fat
clbow. - :

Mellish knew that Baggy was stony, and that Damo
Taggles had long ago declined’ to allow the fat junior
further “tick ”—hence Mellish’s surprise.

“Hallo, porpoise!” exclaimed Mellish. “Raised the wind
somewhere? Been looting somebody’s money-box, or what?”

“Qh, really, Mellish!” Baggy Trimble blinked at the
cneak of the Fourth loftily. “°As a matter of fact, D'Arcy
gave me half-a-crown.”

“What on earth did Gussy give you half-a-crown for?”
Mellish asked curiously, as he seated himself at the counter
and started on the jam-tarts he had ordered. “To buy
soap? You need itl”

“QOh, really, Mellish! As a matter of fact,” went on
Trimble, with his mouth full, “he gave me half-a-crown to
go and look for his minor, young Wally. He, he, he!”

«“What the thump are you sniggering about?” demanded
Mellish, staring at Baggy curiously.

“T happen to know why Gussy wants to see Wally,”
grinned the fat junior, leaning towards Mellish and lowering
his voice. *“I—er—happened to stoop down to do up my
hootlace just outside Gussy’s study this evening—"

“T see,” nodded Mellish, with a sarcastic smile.

«“And I happened to overhear what was being said in the
study,” went on Baggy. ‘ Gussy was saying that he believed
his minor had been the chap that doctored Cutts® lemonade,
so as to save old Gussy from getting slaughtered—"

“My giddy aunt !” breathed Mellish. He gripped Baggy’s
arm suddenly. ‘You really heard that?” smipp i

“Yes!” sniggered Baggy. ¢ News, isn’t it? Everybody’s
wondering who doped Cutts for the fight; evidently it was
young Wally.”

“ And Gussy wants to see him about it, eh?”

‘“Rather ¥’

:‘\Vhat does he mean to do to Wally 7’ muttered Mellish.

That was a thing which Baggy Trimble did not know.
But when he did not know facts, Baggy usually supplied
fiction, rather than admit himself ignorant.

“Oh,” he said glibly, “Gussy is going to reward his miner,
of course! He’s going to give him a fiver”

“A—a fiver?”

“A whole giddy fiver I’ nodded Baggy Trimble.

“My giddy aunt! I should have expected Gussy to be a
bit ratty with Wally, knowing what a beastly righteous sort
of chap he is,” muttered Mellish. An odd grin spread sud-
denly over his features. “Well, I suppose even Gussy isn’f
such a hopeless ass as to be wild with the chap that saved
him from an awful licking at the hands of Cutts.”

“QOf course not!” sniggered Baggy. “Gussy’s as pleased
as punch!”

Mellish jumped down from his chair.

“Well, so-long, Trimble!” he murmured, and hurried
from the tuckshop.

There was a peculiar expression on the face of the sneak
of the Fourth as he crossed the quad in the dircction cf
the School House.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy sat at the table in Study No. 6
finishing his prep.

Blake, Herries, and Digby had already finished theirs, and
had left Arthur Augustus in solitary state. There was a
dcep frown upon the noble brow of the swell of St. Jim's
a3 he worked away at his Virgil. Though he was busy with
Virgil, he was thinking of Wally.

As yet, evidently, Baggy Trimble had failed to find the
scapegrace of the Third. At any rate, Wally had not been
near Study No. 6.

A sudden tap at the door caused Arthur Augustus to look
up with a start. Was it Wally at last?

“Come in!” called out Arthur Augustus,
pen hastily. :

The door opened. It was not Wally who entered the
study, but Percy Mellish.

Arthur Augustus frowned as he adjusted his eyeglass to
fqrvey Mellish. Mellish grinned and closed the door behind
1im.

Hallo, Gussy !” said Mellish. “I want a word with you!”
you!”

“Pway get it ovah as quickly as poss,” returned Arthur
Augustus a trifie coldly. He did not like Mellish. “I am

dropping his

- busy with my pwep.”

“«You think Wally doctored Cutts’ lemonade, don't you ”
said Mellish, with a grin, .

“Bai Jove!”

Arthur Augustus stared at Mellish in amazement. The
swell of St. Jim’s was thoroughly taken abagk to find that
Mellish knew that. het

“YVou're wrong, old bean!” said Mellish cheerily. “T tell
you, you're right off the rails! Wally doesn’t deserve any-
thing for that job!”

«Bai Jove! And T had wesolved to give Wally—"
«] know what you’d resolved to give him,” grinned
Mellish. “But the kid doesn’t deserve it 1” :

“Bai Jove, no!”

“But,” went on Mellish cheerily, “someone else does

«YWathah !” agreed Arthur Augustus.

«And the chap that really doctored Cutts’ lemonade, so
that he'd be groggy, and you could win the fight, deserves
what you were going to give Wally, doesn’t he, Gussy?”
cried Mellish. N . )

“Fvewy time!” said Arthur Augustus. “But who is this
chap 7

N})ellish grinned cheerfully
chest.

“T'm the chap!” he observed calmly.

Arthur Augustus stared at the sneak of the Fourth as if
he could not believe his ears. Mellish tapped himself on
the chest a second time. 3

“Pm the chap,” he said. “Don’t forget you've promised
to give me what you were going to give young Wally !”

“M-m-m-my hat!” stuttered Arthur Augustus. -

T deserve it, not Wally.”

“You—you—"

(Continued on page 28.)
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and tapped himself on the
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IUST CRICKET! Dick Dareis only a youngster, but he knows more about cricket than many chaps twice his age.

Ard

Dick plays *“cricket’’ in more than one sense of the word, as Markshire discover in their hour of need!

THE LUCK

OF THE

By
RICHARD
RANDOLPH.

A GRAND NEW
CRICKET STORY
DEALING WITH
THE ADVEN-
TURES OF A BOY
WHO LOVES THE
GREAT SUMMER
GAME, AND IS
A MASTER AT
IT, TOO.

A New Job for Dick !
! LAN EDMEAD was dozing fitfully when Dick Dare

went to bed that Sunday night. A dozen times

in the night Dick had to get out to minister to his

chum’s wants. He did it ungrudgingly ; but it meant
litile sleep for him, and in the morning he felt far less fit
than usual. .

The doctor when he came again said that it was only
a chill on the liver, but neceded to be treated with care.
There would be no more play for Alan Ldmead in the
match at Hove. . ) .

“I can’t begin to think who’s going to keep wicket,” said
Tom Armley, as the pres., all but Balkwill, went to the
ground together.

Balkwiil had breakfasted late, and had disappeared
immediately after the meal. :

“Maybe the skipper will,” suggested Toplady.

“You don’t mean fhat, Walter?” said Jenyns.

“I don’t. Not but that I think he could do it all
right if he cared to. He’s smart enough. But it would
be too much like hard work for that one, I guecss.”

Not until ten minutes before the time for play was
the question answered. Then Urwine met the men coming
in_from the nets, and said abruptly:

“You will take the gloves, Dare!”

. It was grossly unfair. Every man there realised that
it was so. One or two of them expected Dick to rebel.
Buﬁlhe remembered his compact with himself, and answered
coolly :

“Very well, sir.”

“Ever done it before?” asked Toplady.

“Once—ten years ago.”

Rayner laughed. Ten years ago Dick had been a small
boy in knickers, of course. But Toplady said, quite
seriously :

. “You can do it all right if you try. You're good for any
job on the cricket field, my son!”

“Oh, I shall try, you bet! But don't get on your car if
I miss catches off you, Walter.”

“Urwine will go a bit too far before he's finished,” said
Armley to Jenyns and Rayner. “He treats us as though we
were blessed serfs !”

Both nodded. There was revolt in the air. They knew
that the captain presumed on his kinship- to the man who
practically owned the county club; and it angered them
the more because they never doubted Ainsley’s fairness,
yet did not know how to make him see matters from their
standpoint. . ¥

Dick put on the gloves, and went out with the rest. Balk-
will had only arrived a few minutes earlier, and he was not
ready for the field until the Sussex batsmen, Bowley and
Tom Cook, were on their way to the wickets. Urwine would
have spoken sharply to anyone else who was thus belated.
He said nothing to Balkwill. But Dick could gucss from
the faces of both men that they had not come -to any
agreement.
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“You'd better stand well back to Toplady,” said Urwine
to the new wicket-keeper.

“Very well, sir,” Dick replied.

He went some ten or twelve yards behind the wicket.
Urwine called him a little closer, then sent him back again
—did all he could to fluster him. Dick kept his head, and
smiled.

Toplady bowled one of his fastest. It rose more than stump
high, and Cook, trying to get out of its way, had ths bad
luck to touch it. Dick ran forward and took the ball within
three inches of the ground, and a good man was out to
the first delivery of the day. The catch was nothing out
of the ordinary; but the Markshire plavers, all but Urwine
and Balkwill, applauded it.

To Balkwill, Dick, getting no instructions. stood cloge up.
He might give a few byes thus: but he would have a chance
of stumping. ‘L'he crack often drew the unwary batsman out
of his crease.

Langridge stayed with Bowley. - The younger man was
rather slow; but the Sussex crack scored at a good pace.
and was not bothered by any of the bowling.

Most men who are really good in the field can make some
sort of shot af keeping wicket, though the really great
wicket-keeper is a rare bird. Possibly Dick had it in him
to be one, though he had never had any ambition in that
direction; anyway, his performance was more than credit-
able.  Three or four of Toplady’s that Peter Nevern or
Edmead would probably have stopped went to the boundary
for byes, and Urwine scowled and muttered each time. But
his wry faces and bad words did not trouble Dick.

Langridge left to a good ball from Armley. Wensley next.
Balkwill enticed him out; he missed the ball, and serambled .
to get back. But Dick had whipped off the bails quickly
and deftly, and he was too late.

Then Urwine told Dick to take off his pads and gloves.

“You'll go on at the south end,” he said. “Rayner. vou
must keep wicket.”

“ Excuse me, sir, but I’'m no good at the job.”

“Do as I tell you!” snapped Urwine.

Rayner turned, as if to march off the field. They were
not serfs. Urwine was their captain, but not their master.
If they owed him obedience, he owed them at least ordi-
nary civility.

Had Rayner gone, at least three of the others would have
followed him. But he remembered John Ainsley, and thought
better of it.

“That a Captain !*

HE move was a bad one. Arthur Gilligan came next.
and before he had scored was missed by Rayner,
who had never been used to fielding anywhere but in
front of the wicket. Bowley reached his hundred, and

he and his skipper piled on the runs after that. Gilligan gave
no more chances. Hitting hard and cleanly, he scored faster
than the pro., and Bowley was anything but slow. An
hour after lunch Sussex seemed quite definitely on top.
But the dismissal of Bowley and Gilligan, after they had
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added 109 in partnership, made matters look more hopeful
for Markshire. Balkwill got both wickets.

Then Rayner blundered again—not his fault, for he was
doing his best—and two of the later batsmen shared in a
bout of fast and furious hitting. The Markshire score was
passed by 40 runs before the innings came to an end.

When the Markshirs innings commenced, Westland found
one from Tate altogether too good for him, and Rayner
was caught at cover, and Balkwill and Urwine were
brought into partnership.’

An uneasy feeling pervaded the Markshire team. All
knew by this time that there was grave trouble between
the two who had once been allies, All agreed that it was
up to Urwine to pay for the damage he had done; but
none felt sure that he would do it. If he did it would
be because he saw no way of getting Qut of it.

«“One of those two will run the other out,” said Tom
Armley.

“Then it won't be Greg, unless it's by accident,” replied
Toplady. “He's the queerest beggar T know, and you can’t
even guess at times where you stand with him. But
he’d never do the dirty on anyone—not even Urwine.”

No one dissented from that. Dick had eften wondered
what the real feeling of 'his comrades towards Balkwill
was. He had seen that the crack held himself aloof from
them, and he had only lately begun to understand why.
Even now he did not wholly understand.

Balkwill and Urwine settled down. Their batting was
masterly. Tt seemed as though neither man could make
a mistake. Runs came fast, though the bowling was
frequently changed. Once more Markshire seemed to be
getting on top.

“But we've got to declare and get them out if we're
to win,” said Jenyns.

Any declaration, however, was clearly a matter for the
Morrow. : i

The pair were still at the wickets when half-past six
came.

Dick had a brief talk with Balkwill in the evening.

“Urwine says he won’t pay,” he told Dick. “Thinks the
owner of the launch may, if we go to him. Dashed if
I'm going, though! He wasn't to blame, and I'm asking
favours of no man.” . . .

«] suppose we shall have to, if Urwine wont, then,”
Dick said.

“I1f we can.” ,

And Balkwill shrugged his shoulders. There was trouble
in his dark face—anger, toe. Dick would have difficulty
in raising his share of the money needed. And he could
guess that it would be even harder for Balkwill.

The overnight not outs soon got going again in the
morning, when Edmead was allowed to leave his bed,
though not the hotel.

None of the Sussex bowlers bothered them. They had
put on 257 in partnership before the pro. was run out.

“Told you so!” said Armley. .

“Qh, if yowd said that Urwine would do it, I shouldn’t
have argued the case,” answered Toplady. “I knew Greg
wouldn’t.” .

Balkwill had made 139. The crowd cheered him. The
Sussex players gave him a round of applause. And as
he drew near the pavilion his comrades roared at him.
But his dark face never brightened, and he did not raise
his eyes. He lifted his cap an inch from his head, and
that was all the-acknowledg-

word was spoken, yet it seemed to Dick that the pressure
on l;xs shoulger salid: :

“You're the ‘only man who could have got away with
that. But don’t y%u try it too often.” g v

Lunch came with Urwine still in, and nearing 200. Since
Sussex led on the first innings, Markshire’s obvious game
was to go all out to finish the match. Everyone concerned
had faith in Gilligan’s also going for a win outright,
even at the risk of losing the five points for the lead
already attained. But a declaration could be delayed till
the home side had no chance of getting the runs, and in
that event there would be practically ne chance of getting
them out.

The Markshire pros. hoped for a declaration after lunch,
but they hardly expected it. The side had made enough
runs for a sporting chance.

“But he’s never got 200 yet, for all the centuries he’s

made,” said Armley. “ And he always did care more about
himself than about the side.”
. Westland had made up his mind that nothing should
induce him to offer the captain his advice. He offered
non.el. But had he done so it would have been to no
avail.

Urwine was_ determined to get his 200. He needed 20
or so. He might have got the runs in less than half an
hour had he gone for them hard. But he would take no
risk. He played himself in again with the greatest care;
and the minutes, precious as gold, slipped away, and West-
land turned his back on the game, and in the pro.’s quarters
the men chafed and grumbled.

Not one member of the Marckshire side applauded the
stroke that brought their captain the 200. There was some
clapping among the less critical spectators. But all who
knew the game realised that Urwine had played for his
own hand, not for his county, and Walter Toplady ex-
pressed the feeling many men had when he said, snapping
his fingers in contempt:

*“That—a captain!”

The game could only end in a draw now. When Mark-
shire took the field Urwine told Balkwill to go on.

Balkwill refused point blank.

“There's no use in it,”’ he said.
myself out for nothing!”

He was wrong, of course. Toplady, who felt just as he
did, saw that, and would not follow his lead.

Dick was put on at the other end; and these two were
kept on for well over an hour, while Bowley and Tate
piled up runs. Nothing takes the devil out of a bowler
like the certainty that all he can do is of no wuse. If he
cares for his side more than for himself he is likely to
be of less use than the individualist, to whom runs or
wickets matter because they count in the averages. Neither
man bowled badly. At first they bowled pretty well. But
when the time passed, and still they were not relieved, they
were easy money for the batsmen.

At length Toplady stalked over to Urwine at the end of
an over of Dick’s. :

“T'm bowling no more,” he said. “There’s another
match to-morrow, and a longish journey home before it.”

Urwine showed his teeth.

“There may be another match to-morrow, but that’s not

to say you will be playing in
0 it!” he answered savagely.

“I’'m not going to wear

ment anyone got of their I

“We’ll see. Anyway,

generous appreciation of what
he had done.

The dark fit was on him,
and he went straight from the
dressing-room to the bar as
soon as he had taken off his
pads and bathed his face.

Then Dick did what he
knew was an audacious thing.
He was very likely to get
snubbed for it; but he risked
that.

He followed Balkwill to the

bar, and was beai@e hi‘,“ later cut him out entirely in the eyes of Mr.
before he could give his Ainsley, the rascally Urwine plots to get Dick
order. out of the way. His effort proves of litile ovail,

“Have one with me, old

~man!” he said.

Balkwill nodded, and Dick
gave the order.

The drink was cool and
sparkling.

Then Balkwill laid a thin,
long-fingered hand on Dick’s
shoulder, and they left the
bar together, Not another

WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE.

Driven to rebellion by the tyranny
of an over-bearing manager, young
Dick Dare 1s sacked from his job
in an insurance office and decides
2 to epply at the Markshire County Crieket Club
ground for & place on the stuff. A born cricketer,
Dick is engaged to play for his county by John

Atinsley, the man who has brought Markshire to
he forefront of cricketing counties, and whose
ife Dick had saved o few deys before. The
youngster acquits himself well in his new job,
but unfortunately falls foul of Leonard Urwine,
the Markshire skipper, and a relative of Mr.
Ainsley, for Dick's name is_mentiored in John
Ainsley’s will. Fearing Dick might sooner or

however, thanks to the timely infervention of
Balkwill, another Markshire player, who has
already warned Dick of Urwine's treachery.
Urwine next tries to drown Dick by steering @
motor-launeh broadside on to a small rowing-
boat in which Dick and Baelkwill are spending
the day. In spite of all this, however, Dick
makes up his mind that Urwine shall not drive
him out of the team. Dick returns to the hotel,
after ihs adventure, to nurse his sick chum,

Alan Edmead. (Now read on.)

jmy

bowl no more to-day. And
think it’s about time you took

young Dare off. The boy’s
fagged out.”
Urwine made a double

change, Armley and Tooker
going on. The game petered
out into a tame draw instead
of providing the thrilling
finish it might have done. It
was a sore and disgruntled
team that made its way back
to Manchester to meet Notts.

«Who Is On My Side ? »

HEY did not get home
till the early hours of
the morning, and few
of them were carly at

the ground.

Contrary to his_ usual
custom, Gregory Balkwill
was among the first to turn
up. He was talking with
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Toplady and Peter Nevern, now recovered and fit to play,
when Dick arrived.

Dick saw Peter shake his head in reply to something
Balkwill had asked him. But the fierce look on the face
of Walter Toplady showed that he was with Balkwill.
Walter put both hands on Peter Nevern’s shoulders, and
looked down into the face of the little man with the grey-
streaked hair who had so long been his good comrade;
and Dick could see that he was trying to coax Peter. But
Peter shook his head.

“Come here, Dare!” called Balkwill.

Dick joined the group rather unwillingly. There had
come to him a sudden intuition as to what was in the air,
and he did not know what he would do.

3 Armley and Rayner came up, followed by Tooker and
enyns.

“Ill-give it_you straight,” said Balkwill. “I'm asking
you all to strike—to retuse to play for Markshire again
while Urwine captains the side. We shall do no good till
we get rid of him. I thought I was sure of Peter; but
he won't come in.”

*“No,” said Peter Nevern. “I don’t love Urwine. I
would far rather see Westland skipper. But—there’s Mr.
Ainsley! Think what the club means to him—think, tco,
what every man among us owes to him! We have had
no better friend. He gave us our chance; he’s stood by
us whenever we needed help. Gregory drop it! I can under-
stand your feeling. I don’t blame you for fecling that
way. But to do this—no, I can’t have a hand in it!”

He passed the back of a' hand, misshapen through much
hard work behind the stumps, across his eyes, and the
simple gesture gave Dick a lump in the throat. .

Perhaps it moved Balkwill, too, but not.to the giving up
of his scheme of rebellion.

“You're the best man of the lot of us, Peter,” said
Balkwill.: “If I'd heed any man I'd heed you. But I'm
uot going back. I won’t play again with Urwine, that’s
flat! Who's with me?”

“¥ am, Greg!” cried Toplady. s

“I was sure of that—and of you, Armley, and of Rayner.
Dare, what do you say?”

“He'’s with us, of course,” Toplady said.

But Dick had had time to think. He perceived that
Balkwill’s plan was all wrong. It might get rid of Urwine,
but the cost would be a heavy one. John Ainsley was not
the man to be dictated to, and he would have the committee
solidly behind him. It would be impossible to let revolt
pass unpunished, however well it might be justified. There
would be suspension for some at least of the men, and
Markshire's chance of the championship, which had not vet
gone west, would®be utterly wrecked.

“I can't!” said Dick. “Don’t you
cricket 77 5

Balkwill glared at him, Toplady looked surprised and
hurt. Armley snorted angrily. But Rayner's face showed
that the colt’s outspoken words had shaken him.

“Does Urwine play the game?” asked Jenyns.

““No. But that's for him to answer.”

“And we're out to make him answer for it!” snapped
Armley. . .

Now came Dick’s hardest trial. Balkwill took him by the
arm and led him apart. The dark face had softened, grown
strangely winning. . . )

“I thought we were chums, Dick,” said Balkwill.

“1 hope we are, Greg.” .

“There isn’t much I wouldn’t do for you, my son.”

“And there’s not much I wouldn’t do for you, old man.
But I can’t do this, because it’s all wrong to me. I see it
Nevern's way, not yours.” .

“Think how that rotter’s treated you!
wouldn’t be alive now if he’d had his will!”

“I believe that. And that’s one reason why I can't side
with you. I should be like him if I did it because of that—
putting myself before Markshire I”

‘Balkwill put a hand to his forehead, as though his head
ached. It did. He had lain awake all night thinking of
this stroke. He had been very sure that Dick would be
among his supporters. It threw him out to learn that he
was wrong.

Yet it did not anger him now, though it had done for a
moment.

Between these two, so unlike in most ways, there had
grown up a very real and strong affection. At the outset
Dalkwill had been drawn to Dick by a curious feeling that
Dick was very much what he himself had been when John
Ainsley had brought him to Marchester. He had held aloof
from Dick because he had realised that he was no longer a

see that it's not

Why, you
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companion from whom the boy could get any good. He had
gone too far along the miry ways with Urwine for that,

Yet, in his association with Urwine he had always been
fool rather than knave—fool of the clever, reckless sort, the
sort that sce whither the road leads, vet still follows it
He cared more for his mother than anyone else in the
world; but his love for her had not saved him. It was
Urwine’s treatment of Dick that had led to a complete break
between him and the county captain.

What that break was likely to mean to him only he knew.
But he would not try to patch up the quarrel now. He
had defied Urwine to do his worst. He did not doubt that
Urwine would hit out. But he counted on getting in the
first blow.

Now he turned away. Dick and Peter Nevern were
right. He hated to imagine what John Ainsley would think
of him. But he must go on!

“Greg,” said Dick, his voice trembling a little, “is this
the finish between us ?”

Balkwill swung round.

“ Not unless you make it so, boy !” he answered gruffly.

Then he turned again, and marched away.

Ten minutes later he and Toplady invaded the secretary’s
office. '

“Eh? What’s this?” asked Mr Frost, handed a sheet of
paper.

“ Better read it, sir,” answered Balkwill, while the big
fast bowler flushed and shifted his feet.

It did not take long to wead. In a few words it stated
that those whose names were undersigned refused to play
in to-day’s or any future match under Urwine's captaincy.

No reasons were given. It might have been expected that
Mr. Frost would ask far some.

He did not. He read without a word. laid down his pince-
nez after reading, and sat for a full nunute before spealking.

He had seen this trouble coming, and not he alone. But
he had not seen it coming quite in this way,

“ Will you take my advice?” he asked.

“We'll listen to it, sir,” replied Balkwill respectfully.

“I know what that means—yow'll do no more than listen '
Ah, here comes the man who will settle things!  Mr,
Ainsley has arrived.”

The Team to Meet Notts !
T HE sceretary had glanced out of the window. and had

seen Mr. Ainsley cnter the pavilion.

Toplady started for the door.

“You'd better stay,” said AMr. Frost. ©If you g£o
you're fairly certain to meet him coming up, and Le'll think
you're funking it.”

“I am!” whispered the big fellow to Balkwill,

“I'm not,” the crack answered,

But, though he did not funk the coming interview, he
dreaded it. He would face it; there would be worse than
this to face before he was through. But not even Peter
Nevern thought more of John Ainsley than he did. The
difference between them was that Peter had always gone
straight, whereas between Balkwill and the great man there
hung the cloud of many things Balkwill had done of which
he knew Mr. Ainsley would not approve.

Mr. Frost saw at a glance that John Ainsley Lad alveady
heard something. It was not from any of the players he
had gathered that heavy trouble was pending, but from a
member of the committee, who had caught a few words,
quite by accident, that had not been intended for his cars.

“What is it, Robert?” asked John Ainsley,

For answer the secretary handed him the signed paper.

Toplady edged nearer the door. It was said of Toplady
that, as a lad of eightern, he had come ncar winning the
V.C. during the War. He would never have shown the
white feather in the face of bodily danger. But he was in a
funk now.

But Balkwill had set his face hard, and when Mr. Ainsley
turned upon him he did not flinch.

“You signed first, I see, Balkwill,” said John Ainsley.
“This is, I assume, a stroke of your own devising. As man
to man, give me your reasons for it.”

“Urwine has not treated the men fairly,” answered Balk-
will.  “His attitude towards one man—Dare—has been
nothing short of persecution. We do not believe that he
cares about winning as much as he cares about his own
personal distinction. He is not fit to captain the side. Ie
should have declared the innings at lunch yesterday. He
delayed till he had reached 200, and we lost all chance of a
win. He kept Toplady here bowling till Toplady refused
to go on longer. I have a charge to make against him
on' my own account, Dare and I were out in a boat at
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Brighton on Sunday. Urwine, steering a mator-launch, ran
us down and smashed up the boat. I cannot swim; but for
Dare I might have heen in grave peril. TUrwine refuses to
pay for the damage doue, and neither Dare nor I can afford
to pay. 1 could say a whole lot more. But I think that’s
enough.”

“Why not have reported all this te me, or to the com-
mittee?” asked Mr. Ainsley.

“*There was not time.”

. You mean that you wanted to force our hands? We were

to be given half an hour, or less, to choose between the bulk
of the team and the captain? But that is not playing the
game with us. For my part, I refuse absolutely to be
coerced. I accept without hesitation the obvious fact that
we must play this match without the aid of any of those
who have signed this manifesto. As to future matches—
well, who knows whether Markshire may ever play again?
But this match must and shall be played! That is all I
have to say to you.”

It Toplady could have recanted then and there he would
have done it. But he saw that to attempt it would be use-
less. He almost choked as he went out. He was man
encugh, though, not to blame Balkwill by as much as a
word. They were all in it; and, looking at the strained,
dark face, Lie guessed that Gregory felt this at least as much
as he did.

Balkwill's heart warmed to him for his silence. Toplady’s
tongue was an unruly member; it was no little thing that
he should control it now. From the moment when they went
downstairs together without speaking dated the beginning
of a real friendship between these two. They had never
hated one another; but Balkwill had gibed at Toplady, and
Toplady had made it plain that he did not approve of
Balkwill’s ways.  There would be no more gibing, and
already Balkwill’'s ways had changed.

“Well, Bob?” said Mr. Ainsley.

“It’s all very fine to say we'll play this match.
are we going to raise a team?” returned Mr. Frost.

“We can do that. It's not a question of finding a side
to beat Norrs, Let us admit that hopeless.  We may be
beaten by an innings and 300 or 400 yuns. That has hap-
pened 1o other count though nesver vet 1o Markshire.”

“On that understanding, let’s sce what we can do. Of the
regular pro’s. we hav: only Nevern—loyal old Peter—and
voung Dare.”

*“Was Dare asked to sign that paper?”
Ainsley.

““One can hardly doubt that—surely.”

“Why didn’t he, then?”

“Because, like Peter, he's loyal, I imagine.
in the habit of fighting his own battles, and won’t have them
fought for him!” .

John Ainsley nodded.

“There’s a bowler, a bat—no: two hats; for Peter is never
so apt to make runs as when they’re badly wanted—and a
wicket-keeper for us,” he said. *Reginald Westland gives
us another first-class bat. Ferguson and Reeve will manage
somehow to play, even though they weren’t down on the
list. Young Matthews—another bowler. That's six. Tl
wire to Tryon, if he's not on the ground. Seven. A couple
more of the youngsters, though I'm afraid we can’t count
on them for very much but doing their share in the field—
we haven’t a man on the staff who can’t do that. Nine ”

“Yowre forgetting Urwine,” said Mr. Frost dryly.

“Urwine will not play,” replied John Ainsley.

“You mean he'll refuse? I don’t think that.”

“T mean that he will not have the choice. Till this matter
is set right he is as much out of the field of selection as any
of the strikers. He brought this trouble upon us. T think
it very unlikely that he will ever play for Markshire again.
I blame myself for his appointment as captain. T have nob
been blind to the fact that he has not been an ideal leader;
but I had hoped -that he would improve, and there is no
denying his value as a batsman. We must find two moro
men.”

It was not casy. Later in the season University and
public school players would have been available. Given
more time, a couple of them might have heen found now.
But it was time that lacked.

“There’s Blair,” said Mr. Frost donbtfully.

“Even in a side booked to be heavily beaten T do not care
to play Blair,” was the answer he got. I have not yet
had it explained to me how it was that he turned up at
Edgbaston—vith his bag—in advance of Dare, whom we
sent.”

“1 have it! There's Avnulf. I¢'s five vears since no
played for us last, and he's fifty if a day; but he can still
get them, and stick to a catch if it comes his way. Agreed?
That’s ten, then. As for the eleventh—you’d better turn out
yourself, John, and captain the team.”

“T? At my hest I was never first-class, and these three

But how

inquired John

Because he's.

vears past T haven't handled a bat. As for the captainey,
Westland's the man.”

“He'd rather not. He won't refuse if you ask him. But
ke's far more likely to get a heap of runs—and we shall
need them—if he hasn’t to be bothered about the captainey
at such a time.”

“If there were but a day to turn round in—but they’ve
rushed us, and there isn't—I wouldn’t think of it. But as it
iz—— Oh, confound it, I'll do it, Bob!”

*That's good! Now we'll see what the committee says.”

_ But Mr. Frost knew well that the committee would say
just what John Ainsley said. It was not that they feaved
him, hut that they trusted him wholly.

Not one of them raised a dissentient voice. They iwere
sure that ic was for the best. Impossible to give in to the
strikers—quite right to leave Urwine out—better to play the
match and be beaten to any extent than to back out of it—
so their verdict ran. :

Wires were dispatched, and John Ainszley felt like praying
that he might win the toss. If he did not, he would have
to ask Arthur Carr for five or six substitutes in the field,
he supposed.

When the strikers heard what was the chosen team they
igasplod. But they did not feel in the least minded to
augh.

“Urwine out of it!” said Tom Armley.
we're winning !”

“Winning what?” snapped Toplady. “Not the match,
that's a sure thing. I'd rather he played; he might make
another two hundred'” :

“ 1 always thought Mr. Ainsley a
Rayner. *“I'm sure of it now.”

No one argued agamnst that.

And John Ainsley won. the toss. He never knew that
Carr had made up his mind to put the home side in if he
won. The Notts skipper had heard of the trouble. Ho
could not doubt that his side would win easily enough, and
his chivalry” promnted that decision. But he was saved
taking the responsibility of it.

Neville Tryon was on the ground, and as keen as
could be 1o play. But Ferguson, Reeve, and Armnlf were
still to come. Word had arrived from all three, however,
They were on their way.

“That means

great man,” said

“You must go in first witn Mr. Westland, Dare,” said
John Ainsley, who somehow looked years younger to Dick
in his flannels and blazer.

* Very well, sir.”

“You won’t mind ?”

“Not a bit! Any place from No. 2 to No. 11 is my
place,” replied Dick, smiling.

And Mr. Ainsley noticed the modesty that made the
speaser say ©No. 2,7 giving Westland the first place as of
rignr, as well as the sportsmanlike willingness.

“Don't try to rush things. We're bound to be beaten, I
~appose, but we may as well put up a decent show if we
can.

I understand, sir.”

“hiz colloquy took place in the pros.” dressing-room. The
strikers, in mufti, were all there. Mr Ainsley never even
glanced at them. One or two of their number had been
half afraid that he would order them cut. He preferred
to ignore them.

But he could not ignore Leonard Urwine, who met him
as he closed the door.

“What does this mean, sir?” demanded Urwine hotly.

“1 hardly think rou need -ask. But if you really want
to go into the matter come to my room with me. Under-
Btand, however, that I, not you, captain Markshire to-

ay.”

“It wasn’t my fault that I turned up late. I—

“Your arriving late was not a material issue.”
“1 don’t fathom what all this means. I—7”

“You will fathom it very soon. Come with me

When, five minutes later, Urwine left Mr. Ainsley’s room
he disappeared into the bar.

A Wednesday morning usually brought few spectators
to the Marchester ground. After lunch they rolled up,
for Wednesday was the local half-holiday. To-day there
was but a sprinkling round the ropes when play began.
But within half an hour the turnstiles were clicking fast.
Word had got to rhe town of the curious situation of
affairs, and the enthusiasts did not know how to stay
away.

Cards were studied, not mercly scanned. The Mark-
shire side, in the order of going in, though that was neces-
sarily subject to change, since three men were not yet on
the ground, read thus: “R. H. G. Westland, Dare, N. B.
Tryon, Fallows, K. M. Ferguson, C. Reeve, Nevern, A. H.
Aruulf, Rayle, Maithews, J. R. M. Ainsley.” Urwine absent,
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Balkwill, Toplady,
to do without such as these,
(oH\ in their places?

Sympathy was with the strikers, aud the fact that Un\mc
was a rank outsider scemed to be common knowledge now.
But if that were so, and if he were to be left out, why
not have I)]d)(d ‘them?  That "he should be stood do“n
seemed to-prove them in the right of it.

It was hard to uudm;hnd The presence in the tcam_ of
Peter Nevern and Dick Dare made it even harder. Why
were they not with the strikers?

Dick sensed an inimical feeling on the part of the gather-
ing crowd. They hal made a fanounte of him before.
lhm did not cheer him now.

,But he had done what he held right,
&{umq up to his best now.

Against Harold Larwood and Sam Staples he and
Westland batted with such care that only ten runs came in
the first half-hour.

‘But this was not the natural game of either man, and
~oon the scme begf’m to move at a better rate.

mth his fieldsmen clustered’
to the on. V(‘c-c'tl(md “Very quick on his feet,’
away to the off for ten in one over.

Reoyuer, Arndey—what could they hope
and w 1th old crocks and raw

and he was

‘got’ L:im

_,thlllckly
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IN HONOUR BOUND !

(Contzmlul from page 23)

“So lt,t s have it, Gussy ! Mind, you ploqued .
; Arthur Augustus D'Arcy passed a hand dazedly across his
row.

“You really want me to give you what I was goma to
give to Wally 7 he asked feebly, cyeing Mellish as thohf’h
the sneak of the Fourth were sowme stiange freak,

“1 jolly well dot” .

“Wight ,you are, then ! gasped Aribue Augustus. 1
think you're off your \\ockah Mellish: Lut if you weally
are the chap that doctahed Cutts’ lemopadu. vou deserve
evewy bit of what I.was goin’ to give Wall I‘m dashed
if T undahstand why you want it, but here it

With a terrifie punch, Arthur Augustus D’ Arvey swept
Mellish off the table, into a heap on the floor.

Mellish did not seem to like what he had got, although
he had made Arthur Augustus promise to give it to Lim.
He staggered up, his nose looking rather. like an over- ripe
tomato. Arthur Augnstus knocked him down agam, praHC-

i mg over him with wildly waving fists.

Xoung Voce w as tried at the other ehd and Dml\, well

set, found him “easy to play. At the end of an hour the
50 went up PO
Larwood came ba(-k but troubled neither b1t~men Rum

were coming fast now; and thé growing crowd applauded.

Opinjon was' veering round The best -that: could 'be done.

powerful team ’hke Notts, scemed

by such a side” agumst
But at least these two

in the nature of a fmlom hope.-
were leading it comageous]v

At lunch they wWere still together, and the score had bcon
(mued into three figures.

A3 Dick’ made his - way to the pavilion by Westland's

side, amid the clapping of the spectators, he wondered
what' sort of reception he was likely “to’ get from “the
strikers.

The recer;txon he got gulpuwed lum for a moment 'Ihev
crowded round him. patted -him.on the back,.made much

of "him. ~He .told himself that e had boen wrong {o
doubt - them. Good fellov.s al! thev cared greatly for
Markshire.

The veteran Arnulf and Colin Reeve (uxncd up at lorch.
Ferguson would be along by four at latest, he wired.

Sam’ Staples 'got Westland with his ﬁht ball after lunch.
It was a beauty—might have bowled anvone. The old
Cambridge man had made 52 of the 107 for the first wicket.

Trvon shaped well in his first county game, and scored
25 of the next 35 by clean hitting.” - But Larwood sent his
middle stump spinning at 142

(Not bad for a team of crocl-s is it, chums ? Anyway it
certainly does not look like being a cake-walk for Notts,
Don’t miss the grand wind-up of this powerful serial
which ewill appear in next week’s issue of the GEDM.)

. to make his voice lwald above Mellizh's ho\\l\

‘that

Five minutes later, when Wally D’ Afcy put his head in
at the door, it was.to find his major,  looking” far less

“elegant than usual, staudmg in the middle of a partially

wrecked study, with “*Mellish’s  head ‘tucked comfortably
?ndm his left arm, “hlle he pommelled him w 1th his right
st B ¥
““What the thump—" glllmed Wally. .

“Hallo Wally ! gasped Arthur’ Augustus- dmmfull\

“ Yaroooooooh ! howled Mellish.” “Ow ! Oh Y codo00p !’

“Baggy Trimble says yvou want to see me!” velled W ail\
* But
" That's all right !" beamed Arthur Augustus, ~rill holdlug
"\Icl'henu héad in:'chancery. and battering werrily.
My mistake, Wally ! bhut the door '™

It was_ a sadder and wiser Mellish who at last ~1«(~u.eded
in hwakmg free;” and bolted wildly from the study, “- As
Monty Lowther remarked, when Mellish nearly” Colhdod
with him in “the passage, Mellish was loolxmg rather llke
the wreck of the Hesperus! - =

“ But that was not the only hckmg he qoccnod ‘for hm
share in Gussy’s famous fight. Trimble, after overhearing
another conversation in Study No. 6—Baggy had - beén
fastening. his shoelace, -as he explained—spread the news. '
Mellish was the fellow who had doctored . (Ctutts’
lemonade.” And that news did not take long to get to the
ears of Gerald Cutts. :

Had he seen Mellish emevge from Curis' siudy afier Cutts

BSOS

away

had dealt with him. even Awthur Augustus D’Avev himself

might have felt a little sorry for the sucak of the Fourtl.
Mellish had doctored Curts’ lemonade to ng. }Gnm'f
for bem‘7 foreced "to drink Monty  Lowth “patent.
medicine I But when both Arthur -\d"‘h’(h and Gerald
Cutts“had finished with him, Mellish very much wizhed that
he had never mtmfored with Gussy's affair of honour! --
THE END, ¢

(Thez e will be tmofher magnificent story of Toni Merry
and Co. in next week's GEM entitled:  RATTY'S BID'
FOR FAME! >’ You canwot aﬂ‘ord to miss this bumper
number, chums, as it will conlain full particulars of a
shmnm_] treat that uwll be the sensation of the year.)

2’6 DEPOSIT

ensures dehvery of a world-famed 400A Mead
‘Marvel " Bicycle...Nothing more to pay till

you have ridden the machine one m-nth,

“MARVEL - 400 —'£4 7s 6d CASH.
We pack FREE. vay carriage and guarantee satise
faction or refund your money. Factory- soiled
cycles CHEAP. Accessories at popular prices.
Write TO DAY for illustrated Catalogue, Testi-
momal Budget and special offer of 15 Days Free Trial.

CYCLE COMPANY (INC.)
Dent. B 611, BIRMINGHAM.

XMAS GHUGOLATE SLUBS

 SPARE TIME AGENTS WANTED

Frys Rowntrees Cadbury s ete.: Excellent
ommission. No Outlay. Particulars Free. -

: SAM UEL DRIVER, South Market, LEED_S

=

The Picture Paper with the MOST News

e

SUNDAY GRAPHIC|;

€
f

photo, 8d. -—HAGKETTS ,JULY ROAD LIVERPDOL.

AUSTRALIA

150 BOYS WANTED to sail on White Star g.s. ¢ Vedic,”
6th October. Salvation Army auspices. Enter for prehmmarv farm
tr.umng during August. Outfits provided. Assisted passages Also -
150 "YOUNG WOMEN WANTED for domestic service. - Free

passages. * Work guaranteed. Write or call: Branch Managel,
3, Upper Thames Street, London, E.C.4; 12, Pembroke- Place,
Liverpcol; 203, Hope Street, Glasgow; 44, Royal A\mue, ‘Belfast,

MAGIC Performer takes a box of matche\ pldct‘c it

' l on his flat open hand; box is seen fo rise °

slowly vn_end, and then the drawer gmdu(tll\ opens, exposing

matches, PRLTTY MYSTIPYING EFFECT. With full instructions

and apparatus, POST FREE, 1/-. .
JEAKINGS, SON & CO., MILL STREET, BEDI‘ORD

300 STAMPS FOR Gd. (Abl(smdolld/ I)x'ldlllr:dl{digne%'i:‘\i, h South
Wales, Gold Coast, etc. —W. A. WHITE, Engine Lan?, L\_'.E, Stourbridge.. o

worth Cheap Photo Material

and Tilms. Samples
Catalogue  Free. 12 by

10 " Enlargement, .any ~

£2,000

< All applncatnons {or Advertisement Space in" this )
publtcatwn shopld be addressed to the Adver-'
txsement Manager, UNION IACK SERIES The
Fleetwayi'louse, Farrmgdon St,, London, E,C.4.-




