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AN EXTRA-LONG COMPLETE SCHOOL STORY OF ST. JIM'S—

OIS fucty

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, the swell of 8t. Jim's, can be as

obstinate as a mule where his noble dignity is 'soncerned. ' t
And this characteristic has landed him in trouble many a

time and of, Even his chums, however, mre loft gasping

at ﬂu.sr s latest method of hunting for trouble, though they

gasn still more at the way In which hs gets out of jt !

i

CHAPTER 1. L
A Very Mysterious Message. ||

[ WACTICALLY certain, [ |
deah boys.” |
Arthur Augustus /(

D'Arev, of the TFourth
Form at St. Jim's, spoke with von-
fidence.

His confidence did not seem to
be shared by his clnnns, Blake and
Herries and Dighy.

In fact, they
doubtful. :

“That’s all very well—" bhegan
Blake.

“Yaas, wathah " assented Avthur
Augustus, “Pwactically certain, 1
assuah you. The telegwaph Loy
may be heah any minute now.” M

looked

very

“Tea’s on in Hall now,” re.
marked Herries.

“That's all wight.”

“T'm hupgry " olzerved Dighy,
in a tone of patient plaintiveness,

“It'e all wight.,”

The ehumz of Study No. 6 were standing in a group in
the quadrangle at St. Jim's.

(heery fellows passed them cvery moment, going into
the Housze to tea.
Blake & Co.,

usual,

Tea in Study No. 6 in the School House was an inslitu-
tion—generally o very cheery and substantial institution.
It was but seldom that Blake & Co. weve reduced to that
last resource of the impecunious junior—tea in Hall. If one
member of Htudy Neo. 6 had ecash in hand then all members
of Study No. 6 had cach in hand. It happened very seldom
that all four members of that c:lebrated study fell, like
ithe seed in the parable, in a slony place.
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however, were not quite so cheerful as

It had happened snow.
For whole days there had been a dearth of cash in Study

But it happened sometimes.

Nea. 6, As Jack Blake expressed it lugubriously: “I am
«tony, thou art stony, he is stony !”

Arthur Augustus bad written to his noble pater, Lord
Rastwood, twice, if not thrice. It was weeks since Arthur
Augnstus had had a liver from his noble pater; and never
conld a fiver have come along more opportunely than now.
But no fiver came. Not-even a currency note came, Lord
Eastwood seemed to have forgotten entirely that schoolboys
were apt to overrun their allowances. Certainly, it wag
a long, long time since Lord Eastwood had been a school-
boy. He might be excused for having forgotten the
manners and cusioms of the Fourth Form. On the ather

hand, Gussy biad reminded him twice, if not thrice. Btill
his lerdship had not played up.
Fellows who were stony had many resources. If they
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had friends—and Study No. 6 had heaps of friends—they
could “ten"” along the passape, and they could borrow litlle
.;ums here and there, 1o be repaid when their ship came
Lo,

Blake & Co. bad exhausted these resources.

They had tea'd with several fellows in the Foucth, singly
or in twos, or all together. Twice had they tea'd with
Tom Merry in the Shell. Once they had gone over to tho
New House to tea with Figginas & Co.

They had not worn out their welcome by any micans
They had come, and were welcomo again, But there was
a limit in these things, Study No. 6 realised that they had
reached the limit allowed by the fitness of things, and on
this sunny afternoon—hungry after games practice—they
were at the end of their tether. It was tea in Hall, or no
tea at all; neck or nothing, so to speak. Unless——

“Htands to reason the old boy won't telegraph a remit-
tanee,” said Dig. “ Fellows' paters never telegraph a vromit-
tance,"

“Nover " said Herrirs, " We shall miss tea in Hall while
we're wailing for the telegram that won't come,”™

ey Marlin Clifford

" Look here, Gussy ** said Blake restively.
“Pway be patient,” said Arthur Augustus mildly.
- “I have w'itten to my patah again, and cxplained
F the wholo cires to him. I have vewy specially
i wequested him to wire me a wemittance. I have
pointed out that there is no longah time for the
ordinawy post, and that if he does not wire a wemir-
| tance, it cannot possibly awwive in time. I wely
absolutely upon my patah wirin' that wemittance in
time for tea. It's all wight.”

Arthur  Augustus D'Arey's
abated.

Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther. eoming in
from the ericket ground, paused to speak to the dis-
eoisolate group, The Terrible Three smiled slightly ;
no doubt being fully aware of the parlous financial
circumstances of Study No. 6 in the Tourth.
~“Clonie on, you men!” said Tom Merry cheerily.
“We're going in to tea. Come and feed with us.”

“We're in funds, " added Manners taetfully,

. "A cake nnd three kinds of
jam!” =aid Monty Lowther
tomptingly.

DBlake and Herries and Dig
exchanged glances,

They were sorely tempted,

confidence was un-

Hospitality was unbounded in No. 10 Study in the Shell,
when funds ran to hospitality, as evidently they did now.

T'wice had the stony quartette tea’d with the Terrible
Three, and twice, they thought, was a proper limit.

But they began to wonder now whether they might not,
after all, put in a third visit in No. 10,

That is to say, Blake and Herries and Dig wondered.
But Arthur Augustus was reposing absolute confidence in the
arrival of a remittance by telegraph from Eastwood Ilouse.

Before his comrades could think it out and reply, Arthur
Augustus spoke, and knocked the whole thing on the head.

“Thanks awlly, deah boys, but we're all wight again.
Just waitin' heah for the kid fwom the post-office. Il's
all gewene.”

Blake & Co. could do nothing hut back up their chum.

“Thanks all the same, old beans,” said Blake.

“Right-ho!” said Tom, “If anything happens—I mean,
if anything doesn't Lappen—drop in at No. 10.”

And the chums of the Shell went on into the School

Inuse,
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‘4 Every Wednesday.

Blake stared towarde the gates.

‘' He's not cominﬁ " he grunted.

“He will come all wight.” .

"“If he doesn’t—" growled Dig.

“He will, dezh boy.”

Three fellows came sauntering along from Little Bide—
Levison and Cardew and Clive of the Fourth. They, too,

a_umlad to speak to the stony four, and they, too, smiled
aintly.

“Lookin’ for you men,” said Cardew. “We're havin’
rather a spread in our study, and we'd like you fo come.”

“Do!" said Clive,

““Welcome as the flowers in May,” said Levison. “We'll
be disappeinted if you don’t come.”

Again Blake & Co. were tempted.
Augustus was the first to speak.

*Thanks no end, deah boys, but we're all wight again
ru:n.vl.1 Ii's weally vewy kins of you, but we're quite all
wight.” >

d Levison & Co. went in.

Blake and Herries and Dig glared at their noble chum.

“You ass!” grunted Herries. “There” goes eour last
chance! It’s tea in Hall now—and we're late for that.”

"“Weally, Hewwies—"

“Look here, let’s go down to the gates,” said Blake.
“If the te]egraph boy is in sight, we'll give Gussy a chance.
It he's not, we'll bag tea in Hall before it’s all gone.”

“Weally, Blake—"

“Oh rats!”

Blake & Clo. started for the gates at a rapid walk. Arthur
Auvgustus followed them in a mare leisurely manner. Hurry
was inconsistent with the’ repose that stamped the caste of
Vere de Vere. Besides, Arthnr Augustus was not anxious—
not at all. He was absolutely assured that that remittance
was coming, and” that it had almost reached St. Jim’s by
this time,

Blake and Horries and DiF went out into the road. The
were standing in the middle of the road, staring towards
Rylcombe, when Arthur Augustus lounged elegantly through
the gateway.

“By gum!” exclaimed Blake,

"%ai lJoval Is he in sight, desh boys1”

L eﬂ ax .

Again Arthur

Arthur Augustus smiled—the smile of superior wisdom.

“I'm not the sort of chap to say I told you so, desh
boys,” he remarked, “but you must admit, all the same,
that I did tell you so, what?”

Blake & Co. did not reply to that. They could not deny
that ‘Gussy had told them so—in fact, s had told themw
many times. They stood and stared at the Isd in uniform
who was-comz& up from the dircction of the village. Ii
was the post-office boy, and in his hand he had a buff
envelope—evidently a telegram. "Arthur Augustus jammed
his eyeglass into his noble eye, turned it upon the approach-
ing youth, and smiled agam,

“All sowene, what?” he murmured,

“Looks like it,” admitted Blake.

Arthur Augustus stepped to meet the telegraph boy. It
was obvious that the boy was coming to 8t, Jim's with the
telegram; still, D’Arcy nsked the gnestion to make sure.

“Kor 8t. Jim's?” he asked.

“Yes, sir,”

“Thank you—it's for me.

“Yes, sir,”

The telegraph boy handed over the telegram, and Arthur
Augustus slit open the buff envelope and unfolded the
inner slip. Blake & C6. watched him eagerly—almost
hungrily,

A strange expression came over Arthur Augusius’ face.
He read the telegram, and read it a second time; and
stared at it, and stared again.

“Bai Jove!" he ejaculated at last

The hopes of his comrades sank to zero.

s got B remittance, after all?” moaned Dighy.

L I o‘.?

“0Oh, rotten!” groaned Herries.

“You frabjous ass!” hissed Blake. “Tea in Hall will
be over, and—"

“Pway don't wot, deah boys,” said Arthur Augustus, in
a very sober tone. “There is somethin’ w'ong! omethin’
vewy w'ong indeed! I feah that my fathah is goin’ out of
his mind.”

“What ?”

“Wead the telegwam |

- Arthur Augustus held out_the slip, and Blake & Co. read
it together—reading the following surprising message:

-“Victor in trouble. Come at once. Maurice.”
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CHAPTER 2.
Not for Gussy !

w REAT pipt”
“0Oh, my hat[?
“Phew |
Blake & Co, gazed ab the telegram, and gazed
at the swell of 8t. Jim's. Arthur Augustus’ face was grave.
"“What do you fellows make of that?” he asked. “My
fathah's name-is not Mauwice, yet the telegwam is signed
Msauwice. I don’t know anybody named Victor—exceptin’
our Housemastah, old Wailton. y patah can’t he wiwin’
me that Mr. Wailton is in twouble. Besides, old Wailton is
in the School Housa now—I saw him talkin' to Mr. Lathom,
This is fwightfully mystewious,” you fellows.”
“Inexplicable, I suppose, to & brain like yours ™ hissed

ake.

“Weally, Blake—" 5

“Can’t you ses, you frahjous owl, that you've opened
& telegram sent to somebody clie?” roared Blake,

“Bai Jove ¥ .

That simple explanation of the mysteny had not yet
occurred to Arthur Augustus D'Arcy. His noble intellect
was not always quick on the uptake.

“You've done it now!” said Herries. “You burbling
chump——" .

" Weally, Hewwies—"

“Didn’t you look at the envelope before opening it,
you ass? ghrieked Dig. -

“You see, aa I natuwally supposed that the telegwam
was for me, I did not think of lookin' at the addwess,”
confessed Arthur Augustus. “I suppose I ought wesally
to have looked at it befoah openin’ the telegwem. But a
fellow can’t think of evewythin'.”

“Bome fellows can’t think of anything.”

"Weally, Di 3
, “Your name Railton, sir?” asked the post-office boy,
Arthur Augustus on the arm.

“Wailton? No. Why?"

“Then what do you mean by opening that tclegram, sir?
That telegram is sent to somebody mamed Railton at the
school.”

“Oh, cwikey 1”

“QOuvr Housemaster |* said Dig, in a hushed voice.

It was the last straw!

Had the telegram been for any St. Jim's fellow, matters
would have been bad enough. But Arthur Augustus had
opened u telegram addressed to hia Housemaster, Mr.
Victor Railton. What Mr, Railton would say—and do—was
an interesting and thrilling problem. )

“ Well, my hat!” said Blake. He fielded the buff envelope
which Arthur "Augustus had dropped. The address was
pencilled on it—Victor_Railton, School House, St. James'.
Had Arthur’ Augustus glanced at that pencilled address
certainly he ‘would never have dreamed of opening the

‘telegram. Buit, .as he had stated, a fellow could not think

of everything.
could nat. :

“Yoy give me that telegram, sir,” said the post-offico
lad anxiously and indignently. “I shall get into & row,
thiat tclegram being opeped by the wrong bloke. You
better come in with me, sir, and explain that you opencd
it.”

At all events, Arthur Augustus D'Arcy

“Certainly I shall do so,” said Arthur Angustus calmly.
“A fellow cannot help makin’ & mistake, and I shall cer-
tainly explain the mattah to Mr. Wailten.”

And the swell of St. Jim's walked in with the post-office

lad.

Rlake & Co. looked &t one another.

“Did you ever?” asked DBlake despairingly.

Dig shook his head.

*“ Never !" he said.

“Opening a telegram without looking at the address
outside! Of all the burbling idiots—" :

Of all the frabjous chumps—" said Herries. .

“ And o remittance, after all!*” sighed Dig. “We might
have known it! In fact, I did know it. Tea in Hall will
be over mow."h

Blake grunted. . X

“Never mind tea now! Blow tea! Gussy is going to get
a record licking from old Railton. Luckily, Railton knows
he's the higgest idiot ever, so he will believe that he
opened thd telagram out of sheer idioey, and not to pry
inte it like a Tellow like Trimble.”

Herries whistled,

“Railton won't like his private affairs known among the
fellows, all the same,” he remarked, “Some relation of his
i in trouble, according to what the wire says—some relation
thd same mame as himsgelf—" . .

“He's got a brother named Maurice,” said Blake. “I've
heard of him—seen him, in” fact. I remember he came
He's older than
Railton, I believe.”
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‘*But wao's the giddy Victer that's in trouble, I wonder?"

said Dig. “Anyhow, let's go and see what happens to
Gussy. We're dished«for tea now.”

And the three juniors trailed in disconsolately, Obviously
Gussy's faith in his noble pater was ill-founded. In spite
of the lengthy and ¢xplicit explanation of the parlous state
of affairs contained in Gussy’s last letter, Lord Eastwood
-had not telegraphed a remittance to Bt. Jim's. He had
gong on his noble way regardless of the famine in
Study No. 6. =
But that was not the pressing matter now. ~Concern for

their noble chum came before concern for their hungry

selves; and Blake & Co. were not -thinking of tea, but of

Gussy and his egregious blunder, es they trailed in at

the gates of St. Jim's—and not thinking at all of the
unknown Victor,

Meanwhile the post-office boy, with Arthur Augustus
walking calmly and stately by his side, had reached tho
Sichool House. Mr, Railton, ss it happened, was standing
in the doorway looking out into the green old quad, and
chatting with Kildare of the Sixth, the captain of St. Jim's.
D'Arcy touched the telegraph boy on the shoulder. '

“That's Mr. Wailton!” he said.

. The boy touched his cap and presented the telegram—in
its torn envelope—to the Housemaster of the Schoo] House.

“Mr. Railton, sir?”

“Yes, my boy,” said Mr. Railten kindly, “For me?"

“Yes, sir. This young gent opened it by mistake, sir.”

“Indeed !

The post-office boy retired from the scene, and Mr. Railton,
with the telegram in his hand, fixed a rather stern glance on
the swell of the Fourth.

“I see that this telegram, addressed to me, has been
opened, I'Arcy,” he said. “Am I to understand that you
opened it?"

“Yaas, sir.,”

“And how came you to make such a very inexplicable
mistake?"” asked the School Housemaster sharply. “My
name i3 written on the envelope.”

“I was expectin’ a telegwam fwom my fathah, sir—*

“I presume, D'Arcy, that you look at the address upon an
envelope before opening it?"

“Yans, a5 a wule, sir. But bein’ in wathah a huwwy, and
bein’ absolutely certain that the telegwam wag for me, I
omitted to do so in the pwesent instance.”

“Upon my word !” said Mr, Railton, staring at him, while
Kildare smiled at the pigeons in the quad, #That is a
very extraordinary statement, D’Arcy.”

“1Is it, sir 7" asked Arthur Augustus innocently.

“Certainly it is!” rapped out Mr. Railton, “I advise
you, D'Arcy, not to be so extremely careless om another
occasion. You run the risk of being suspected of prying
into private correspondence.”

Arthur Augustus flushed erimson.

“Bai Jove! Weally, sir—" .

5 “I am aware that you are a thoughtless and foolish

Of""'_'” ) &

“¥, sir 1" exclaimed Arthur Augustus, in astonishment.

" Look out! "™ ‘Thors wae a yell from the crowd round the
crioket ground as a mighty hit by Talbot sent the ball hurtling
towards Mr. Lathom. Crash! The yell failed to put the mas~
tor of the Fourth on his guard, and the next moment his hat
floew from his head. *“'Yaroocoh! ! (Ses Chaptler 7.)

“Yes; and on thht ground I excuse you. Xindly do not
let anything of the sort occur again, however.”

“Weally, sir—” said Arthur Augustus feebly.

“Have you read the telegram?” snapped Mr. Railton.

“Yaas, sir; befoah I knew that it was not for me. You
see, sir, it was only by weadin’ it that I knew it wps for
somebody else,” explained Arthur Augustus, “I am vewy
sowwy, sir. 1 weelise now that I have put my foot in it.
Of course, sir, I shall not wepeat what that telegwam says.
I shall not mention the name of Victor or of Mauwice ta
anyone, whoevah they may be, sir.”

Five or six St. Jim's fellows were within hearing, and
they looked at one another and grinned.

“You young ass!” breathed Kildare.

“Weally, Kildare—"

“Really, D'Arcy, I think you are the most obtuse boy at
St. Jim'a !” exclaimed the Housemaster crossly.

“I assush you, sir, that I shall wepeat nothin' of what I
wead in that telegwam; but you will allow me to wemark,
sir, that I am sowwy if a welation of yours is in twouble, ag
that telegwam says—"

“What 7

“I assuah you, sir—"

“ Silence !"

“Bai Jove!”

Mr. Railton gave Kildare a nod, and walked away to hia
study. FProbably he was very keen, after what Arthur
Augustus had said, to read his telegram; but he did nok
open it till the door of his study had closed behind him.

“You thumping young idiot I” said Kildare.

“Bai Jove! Weally, you know——"
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Kildare walked away, leaving Arthur Augustus looking
rather blank. Blake & Co. cameé in from the quad,

“What is it—a licking ?” asked Blake.

“Certainly not, deah boy. Wailton has vewy natuwally
excused my mistake, as I explained to him that it was inade
quite inadvertently.”

“Lucky for you he's a good-natured chap,” said Herries.

“Weally, Hewwies—"

“8o Railton's got a relation who's in trouble, has he?”
asked Baggy Trimble of the Fourth, whose fat ears had not
lost a wordgf

"I wefuse to tell you a word about Wailton's affaihs,
Twimble,” answered Arthur Augustus haughtily.

“He, he, he!”

“Weally, you caeklin' ass—"

“Oh, come away, you chump |” .said Blake, grasping his
noble chum by the arm, “¥You'll be telling all 8t. Jim's at
this rate }”

“Weally, Blake—"

“Come on, ass|”

“I wefuse to be called an ass, Blake. Pway welease my
arm. And I want to caution you fellpws,” went on Arthur
Augustus, apparently unconscious of a dozen pairs of ears
close at hand. “Be vewy careful not to talk about what was
in that telegwam, I don’t know who Victor is, of course, but
I suppose he is a welation of Wailton’s; but whatevah
twouble he may be in, Wailton won’t want it talked all
ovah 8t. Jim’s.”

“Bhut up, you frabjous ass!” hissed Blake.
“Vietor I’ chimed in Racke of the Shell.
Railton’s front name. A nephew of his, perhaps.”

“ Weally, Wacke—"

“What sort of trouble is Railton’s nephew in, Gussy?”
chuckled Crooke of the Shell.

“Weally, Cwooke—"

“Come away, you burbling chump |” howled Blake. And
he fairly dragged the swell of St, Jim’s out of the House.

There was no tea for Blake & Co. that afternoon, Having
the time on their hands the)}r] filled it in by telling Arthur
Augustus D'Arey what they thought of him. They told him
‘at great length and with considerable emphagis—in fact,
ihe‘eiy were still telling him when the bell rang for roll-call,
and the Bt. Jim’s fcllows gathered in Hall,

“That's

—

CHAPTER 3.
Trouble 1
“RAILTON’S not taking the volll” remarked Tom

Merry,
“It was going to be Railton I” Manners observed.
. Mr. Linton, the master of the Shell, was taking
rall-call in Big Hall that evening. Evidently the master of
the Shell had taken Victor Railton’s place for some reason.

“Railton’s gone out !|” remarked Talbot. )

“Ha's gol a lecture on this evening,” said Monty Lowther.
“I made a special note of the time, so as to sure of
missing it.*:

Talbot of the Shell smiled,

“1 fancy the lecture’s off,” he said. “I saw Railton get
going on his motor-bike soon after tea.”

“Good I” said Tom Merry, with a grin. “I was going to
the lecture, as it was Railton up—man ought to encourage
his Housemaster, But I shan’t be sorry to miss it.”

“Silence !’ called out Darrell of the Sixth,

My, Linton was calling the roll,

There were & good many comments on the absence of che
Housemaster, in whispers, among the fellows.

Owing to Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s remarkable methods
of keeping things dark, it was known far and wide, in the
School House, that Railton had had a telegram from his
brother Maurice, and that the news was bad.

Most fellows were sorry to hear it,

Mr. Railton was a popular Housemaster. There were few
fellows in his House, senior or junior, who did not like him
and admire him. Indeed, he was more popular in the New
House, too, than the Housemaster of that House. All St.
Jim's was proud of Vietor Railton—of his record in the
War, of his record in games—and the fellows liked him as
much as they respected him. If there was “trouble at
home ” for the popular Housemaster, all 8t. Jim's, with
very fow excephtions, regretted it. Carping fellows like
Trimble and Mellish of the Fourth, and Racke and Crooke
of the Bhell, took a different view—the better a master was,
the less they liked him. DBut fellows of that sort were few
at St. Jim’s,

After roll-call, the TerriblesThree went HE to the Shell
passage. There they came on & group of Shell fellows in
discussion, and caught Railton’s name as they came along.

“Must im_ a nephew of Railton’s, I should say,” Crooke
was remarking., “Same front name, you know.”
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“And in trouble,” grinned Racke. “That's what's made
Railton scoot off on his giddy motor-bike as if he was going
in for & race.”

“MNever knew he had a ncphew,” remarked Gore. *“The
kid’s never been here that I know of.”

“Queer that he isn’t a 8t. Jim's man if he’s at school I”
observed Kangaroo.

Racke laughed.

“Mightn't like to be at school with his uncle,” he said.
“No great catch having an uncle for a schoolmaster.” i

“An uncle like old Railton would be all right,” said
Kangaroo,

“ Matter of taste!” sneered Racke.
Railton so much as you do.”

“You wouldn't ! agreed Kangaroo, as he walked away.

Racke bit his 1ip‘ ;

“Well, if there’s trouble in the jolly old home, I hope
it's serious enough to keep Railton away for & few days,”
he said, to his friends, “I can spare him for a few days,
easily.” ¢

“ What-ho ! grinned Crooke. )

“And I think—— Yaroooogh!” roared Racke, as Tom
Merry stopped, in passing, and seized him by the collar.

\Ir;\’ith Ihiaa other hand Tom grasped Cronke’s vollar,

ang ! B

The heads of Racke and Crooke came together with a
sounding concussion.

[ Ow 1 3

"Yow!”

Tom Merry pitched them against the wall of the Slell
p}:ssa.ge, and his blue eyes blazed at them as they staggered
there.

“You hope Railton's got trouble at home, do you, you
worms 1 exclaimed the captain of the Shell savagely.
“Berious enough to keep him away from 8t. Jim’s! Ay

at, ) g
Tom Merry's hands were elenched. And Racke and
Crooke did not wait fo see what he proposed to do with
them in that state.

They faded away
suddenness.

Tom Merry was frowning as he went on to No. 10.

“The rotters!” he muttered. “I've a jolly good mind
1.'0'—” .

“Easy does it, old bean!” grinned Lowther. “Racke
and Crooke ain’t worth licking.”

“But what's this abgut Rniﬁon having trouble at bome?”
asked Manners. “ First I've heard of 1t."”

“Bame here,” said Tom. “Railton seems to have buzzed
off all of a sudden. I hear he had a telegram. Those cads
have fancied something or other about it. The wish
father to the thought, I suppase.”

“ Nothing in it, I hope?” said Monty.

" Nothing, most likely.”

It was unfortunate that Arthur Augustus D'Arcy had
opened that telegram by mistake, %hen the Terrible

ree came down after prep they found a good many fel-
lows commenting on the matter.

Mr. Railton had not returned to the school.

At bed-time he was still absent. .

Apparently he was staying away the night. And that
circumstance gave addifional point and interest to the
rumours that were current.

It was niot a case of illness, as Aubrey Racke was careful
to point out. The telegram had stated, not that “ Vietor”
was ill, but that he was in trouble,

Who Victor might be was an interesting question.
Obviously a near relation of Railton’s—as the teIeme
announcing that he was in trouble had come from Railton’s
brother, and had caused the Housemaster to leave St.
Jim's in a hurry. Certainly, Mr. Railton had had no

revious intention of going away for that night; for he
Eud Lieen booked to take the roll in Hall, and after that to
deliver an address in the lecture-raom,

Something had happened. It had haﬁpened to Victor,
who ever Victor was. A nephew of Railton’s was the
gencral theory. But what was the trouble he was in?

Kildare of the Bixth saw lights out that night in the
Shell dormitory. Tom Merry called to him:

“FHas Railton come in yet, Kildare?”

“No. le's staying away the night,”

“ Nothing wrong, 1 hope?”

“T hope not,” answered Kildare.

And he put out the lights, and left the dormitory.

The next morning most of the 8t. Jim's fellows were
keen to see Railton. But it was not till dinner in Hall
that the school Housemaster appeared.

e walked into Hall and took his place at the Sixth
Form table. All eyes were upon him.

His manner was sbsolutely as usual. If there was any
trouble weighing upon Mr. Railton’s mind, he did not allow
his features to betray it. But Victor Railton had never
been a man to wear his heart upon his sleeve.

“1 don't admire

into their study with remarkable
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Arthur Augustus glanced at
Fourth.

“Wailton looks all wight, you fellows,” he remarked.
shouldn't he!” grunted Blake.
that telegwam said—"

“Wh

"“’BH,
“Shut up, you ass!”
“Weally, Blake—"

“What did it say exactly, Gussy?”

eagerly.

“1 wefuse to tell
inquisitive fat boundah!”

“wWell, I like that!” jeercd
Trimble. “I didn’t open a
man's telegram and read it,
anyhow!"

“Bapi Jovel If you imply
that I opened Wailton's tele-
pwam fwom any inguisitive

niotive, Twimble—"" gasped

Arthur  Augustus, breathless
with wrath.

“Silence, please!” rapped
ont Mr. Lathom, blinking
along the table over his
spectacles.

And e swell of 8t. Jim's
had to swallow his wrath,
After dinner, when the
follows left Hall, Arthur
Augustus  paused near the

door to wait for the House-
master to emerge. He stepped
forward as Mr, Railton ap-
peared in the doorway.
“Pway excuse me, sir——
“Well?” rapped out DMr.

Lailton.
His manner was not con-
couraging—possibly owing fo

the incident of the telegram

the previous.day.

“1 twust, sir—"

“Be brief!”

“Yaas, sir, certainly. I
twust you found evewythin’

all wight at home, sir!" said
Arthur Augustus innocently.

Mr. Railton gave him a
fixed look.

“Indeed, IV Arey!"

“Yans, sir. 1 have been

giite wowwied about it, sir,”
said Arthur Augustus con-
lidlingly.

“You are very kind to take
such® an interest in matters
that do not concern you in Lhe
ver; least, D'Arey,” said Mr.,
Railton, in a very distinct
vaice.

“0Oh, bai Jove!”

“No l‘fll:ll.lbt you mean well,
You
sre

“But good intentions do
not excuse impertincnce,
1Y Arey.”

“Bai Jovel!”

“For that reason I shall
give you detention for this
gfternoon, D'Arcy.”

“0Oh ewumbs!”

“You will go inta wour
Form-room for throe hours,
and 1 shall ask your Form
masler to set you a Latin task,
You will then have something
to occupy your mind, to the
oxclusion of effairs that do
not c}(l):lllﬁern you."

wathah, sir!

Mr. Railton walked on, leaving Arthur- Augustus D'Arey

rooted to the Aoor.

CHAPTER 4.
Beneath a Fellow’s Dignity !

OM MEWWY !
“Hallo, old bean!”

T

“We are [" agreed

ou, Twimble.

LOOK!

- —

“We're playin’ the Gwammah School to-dpy
Tom

him from the ranks of the
“Weally, Mannahs—"
“ Anything up, Gussy?”
cloud on the noble brow of

“Yans, wathah!”

tell us you're not fit.
asked Bagpy Trimble -
“T'm

I wegard you as &n “ Fathead !*
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“I'Arcy

't

“(Give it a name, old E;cs.'n," said Tom, smiling.
; it. We're relying on you to hand out
whole centuries against the Grammarians.”

detained, deah boy !”

This is a small reproduction Mewwy.

1

“Tell us something we don’t know,” suggested Manners.

asked Tom, noting Fhe deep
Arthur Augustus.

“Don't

“Tt was not my fault, Tom
\ I merely made a
polite  ingquiwy of Waeilton
about his little twouble at
home, you know, and he came
down on me in the most ex-
twopordinawy mannah. He
scemed to be quite watly, you
know. I have mno ideah
why.”

“Mightn't have liked you
butting into his affairs,” sug-
gosted Tom.

* Weally, Tomn Mewwy—""

“Well, if you'ro detained,
that does it,” said Tom. *I
shall have to put in another
man.”

“Imposs, deah boy.”

“How's ‘“that?” inquired
Tom. “Plonty of men Lo
choose from.”

“You want to beat the
Gwammah School, 1 pwe-
sume ?”  inquired Arthur

Augustus stiffly,

Tom Merry smiled.

“We'll beat them all right,
old hean, I'll give young
Wildrake a chance—he's com-
ing on well in cricket.”

L) Yn't !!}

“You may be winning the
mateh for us by getting de-
tained, old chap,” said Monty
Lowther consolingly. "We
shall lose those eenturies—
hem—but on, the other hand,
we shall lose the duck’s oggs.”

“You uttah ass! If you
think vou can beat the Gwam:
mah School without”me, Tom
Meowwy——"

“We'll try, old chap.”

“] am quite pweparcd to
take the wisk of playin’, and
cnancin' it,” explained
Arthur  Augustus. “Pwo-
bably Wailton . would not
notice.”

Tom Merry laughed.

“J1 fancy it would rather
muck up the game, old mnn,
if a Housemaster blew along
and hooked a man off the
ground,” he said. *Forget
5 n

1t.

“You sece, I am not stayin’
in the Form-woom, anyhow,”
said Arthur Augustus,
wegard my . detention aa
‘uttnEly unjust, and I am not
goin’ to stay in.”

“Don’t be an ass, Gussy,”
said Tom Merry seriously.
“Jf you're detained, you're
detained, and there’s an end.”

““ Nothin' of the sort. In
the cires, I wefuse to be
detained—""

“ Fathead !”

“Am I to undahstand, Tom Mewwy, that I am dwopped
fwom the team for the Gwammah School match?”

““You are to understand exactly that, if you've got any-
thing in_your napper to understand it with,” answered
Tom. “I'm not playing & fellow under detention.”

“I wegard you as an ass, Tom Mewwy.
I shall wefuse to be detained—"

In any case,

My, Lathom, the master of the Fourth Form, called from

Merry. “Yaas, sir.,”

“We is!"” assented Monty Lowther,

the House doorway. Arthur Augustus glanced round.

Tue Ges LisrRarY.—No. 1,069.
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“Follow me to the Form-room.”

D’Arcy did not stir.

Mr, Lathom, taking it for granted that Gussy was follow-
ing, whisked away to the Fourth Foerm-room. Tom Merr
and Manners and Lowther looked expressively at the swell
of 8t. Jim’s.

“Time, Gussy!” said Manners,

"1 am not goin’ in,” said Arthur Augustus calmly. *“If
vou wefuse to play me in the cwicket match, Tom Mewwy,
I am goin’ out on my bike.”

*Ass! Your Form master will be after you in a brace
of shakes! Get into the House, and don’t play the goat!”

L0 wn“ !”

“Where are you going?"” roared the captain of the Shell,
az Arthur Augustus turned to walk away—nol in the dirce-
tion of the House.

+“] am goin' for my bike!” answered D'Arcy, over his
shoulder,

Tom Merry & Co. exchanged glances.

Arthur Augustus was evidently in the mood which he
sometimes described as the firmness of a rock, and which
lis comrades likened to the obstinacy of a mule.

His detention being, in his view, unjust, Arthur Augustus
was not going to be detained. That was fixed in his noble
mind. As for the consequences, they did not matter in
the least. When Arthur Augustus had made up his mind,
and was feeling as firm as a rock—or as obstinate as & mule,
us the case might be—consequences were trifies light s

BIT.

But if Arthur Augustus was not concerned for himself,
lis friends were concerned for hims Flouting a Housemaster
and a Form master was rather too big an order, in the
opinion of the Terrible Three.

“Take him in!” said Tom.

“Let's " agreed Lowther.

And the chums of the Shell rushed after Arthur Augustus

I)'Arcy, collared him unceremoniously, and rushed him head--

long into the House,

Arthur Augustus did not go without protest. He struggled
and roared as he went.

“You wuffians! Welease me! Yawoooh! I shall give
you & feahful thwashin’, Tom Mewwy! Yawoooop!”

“Hook him along!” grinned Manners.

“ A long pull, ‘and a strong pull, and a pull sll together 1”
chuckled Lowther, & 4

“This way, Gussy!”

“¥awoooh! I pwotest—yow-ow-ow! Leggo! Waelease

me !"” shrieked Arthur Augustus wildly, as he went whirling
into the Form-room corridor, “Wescue! Blakel Hewwies!
Dig! Wescue!”

Blake & Co. were running up—they had sighted the scene
from a little distance, and they came up on the warpath,
Any fellows who ragged one member of Study No. 6, had
all the members of that eclebrated study to deal with.

“Wescue |” yelled Arthur Augustus.-

Biake & Co. rushed to the attack,

There was no time for the Terrible Three to explain.
ﬁl_al;e & Co. rushed on them, and smote them hip and

irgn,

Bix juniore—three of the Shell and three of the Fourth
—went trampling and staggering around in wild combat—
while Arthur Augustus, released from the hands that had
grasped him, gasped for breath, and blinked at the exciting
ECEmne.

“Wag them, deah boys!” he gasped. “Woll them ovah!
1'll help you s soon as I get my bweath! Wag the wottahs!
They had the awful chcei. you know, to collah me because
I wefused to come in to detention! Woll the wottahs
ovah and wag them !”

It was rather unfortunate for Arthur Augustus that he
thus explained. The Terrible Three were too busily oceupied
to explain,

“Hold on, you men!"” gasped Blake, releasing Tom Merry
all of & sudden. “Hold on! Chuck it!"

The combat ceased.

BI“]Etht were you fellows ragging Gussy for?” panted
ake.

“You frabjous ass!” yelled Tom Merry, dabbing his
nose. “We were taking him to the Form-room—ow, my
nose! He refused to fulfow Lathom in—yow—and we were
eaving him from a Head's flogging—ow !”

“Borry!” gasped Blake. '“Much obliged.”

“Ow! Go and eat cokel” growled the captain of the
Skell. “ ““Let him get a flogging, and be blowed to him;
and I hope you'll get one apiece, too.” 4

And with that, Tom Merry walked away, dabbing his
nose, and Manners and Lowther followed him, leaving
Study No. 6 to themselves,

Blake & Co. looked at Arthur Augustus. The swell of
St. Jim's beamed on them.

“Thank you vewy much, deah boys,” he eaid. ‘It was
weally wippin’ of you to wush to the wescue like that. Those
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checkay wottahs were sactually westwainin’ me fwom
bweakin’ detention, you know.”

“Were they—actually?” gasped Blake.

“Yaas, wathah|”

**Bo you're going to break detention?” demanded Herries.

“Yaas, old chap. You see, I have been unjustly detained,
merely for askin’ Wailton a eivil and

; lite guestion. Tt
would be bepeath my dignity to- submit to detention, in
the cires.”

“Bencath your dignity!” stuttered Dig,

“ Yana, wathah!”

Blake breathed hard.” In the brief combat, all the juniors
had collected some damages. Blake had a feeling in his
nose as if that feature had shifted its natural position con-
siderably. It looked as if it had a list to starboard, and it
felt as 1f it were on its beam ends, so to speak. In the
circril;nutances, Blake did not fcel disposed to waste words
on Gussy.

“Hook him along!” he said briefly,

“You bet!” grunted Herries,

“Weally, you fellows—yoooop!” roared Arthur Augustus,
as he was grasped once more in three pairs of hands—which
handled him cven more unceremoniously than the previous
three pairs,

With arms and legs fiying, Arthur Augustus fairly flew to
the Forn-room., ’lghe door was open, and his comrades
landed him in the room in a hcap.

Mr. Lathom, wondering why D'Arcy had not arrived—
when a nice Latin task lay on his desk all ready for him—

was coming towards the Form-room doorway, to call him.
:slq stopped suddenly, as the swell of 8t. Jim's ‘entered—
ying.

Bump !

“Goodness gracidus!? ejaculated Mr. Lathom, starting
back in astonishment.

Blake & Co. vanished. They stood not u C
of their going, but went at once. Had they been Boojums,
they could mot have vanished more silently and suddenly.

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy was left sprawling on the floor
of the Form-room at the fect of his astonished Form
master.

“(Goodness gracious!” repeated Mr. Lathom, blinking at
him over his glasses. * Who—what—D'Arcy! It is you,
D’Arcy)] What do you mean by this?”

** Gwoooogh |

“ Answer me, D’Arcy 1V

“Yow-ow-ow | ’

“Get up at once, D'Arey! How dare you rush into the
Form-room in such a hurried, foolish, inconsiderate manner,
and tumble over like an infant?” exclaimed Mr. Lathom
crossly. ‘‘Get up at once ! You are a foolish and absurd boy,
D’Arey—reatly, I think vou should be in the Third Form,
not in the Fourth, if you play such childish pranks as these.”

“Qh ewumbs 1"

Arthur Augustus staggered to his feet.

Mr. Lathonw's misapprehension was a naturzl one, as he
hed nof seen Blake & Co. hurl their chum bodily into the
Form-room.

J_But it was the last straw to the indignant swell of St

im’s.

Not only had hia personal liberty been restrained, not
only had he been taken—or rather, chucked—into detention,
but his Form master supposed that he had been playing
childish pranks, dashing into a room like a little unthink-
ing boy, and falling over in consequence. It was insu}
added to injury; Pelion piled on Ossa,

Arthur Augustus gazed at his Form master, speechless
with indignation. It was perhaps fortunate that he was
speechless,

Had he uttered his thoughts at that moment there would
probably have happened a record caning in the Fourth
Form-room.

Mr. Lathom frowned at him.

“T am ashamed of you, IX Arey. Go ta your desk at onece!
You will find your task there! I shall expect to find it com-
pleted when I return here af five o’clook |"

Mr. Lathom whisked out of the Form-room.

Arthur Augustus, breathing hard and deep, gazed afier
him. He did not go to his desk. He did not look at his
task. Five minutes after Mr. Lathom had left the Form-
room, Arthur Augustus also had left. The firmness of a
rock, or the obetnacy of a mule, was completely in the
ascendant now. Arthur Augustus D'Arcy was not going
to be detained.

n the order

—_——

CHAFTER 5.
The Truant !
i ALLY "
W It was a thrilling whisper.
It made Wally of the Third jump.
D'Arecy minor of the 'E' hird Form—more

familiarly known as Wally—was leaning idly and gracefully
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of Mr. Lathom’s
the angry Form master mads a grab at his collar.
missed—and he fall on his hands and knees, his noss Just missing the rear mudguard !

‘““D'Arcy! Btop!' Headless

against the trunk of an old trce close by the House. The

other Third Form men were standing before him—Reggie

Manners and Levison minor. The three of them were

;'I;Fu‘iing—which was not uncommon with the chums of the
1T,

Wally was laying down the law, when that thrilling
whisper from behind the broad tree-trunk startled him. It
wag agreed among the three minors that they were going to
spend that half-holiday in company, TFrank Levison wanted
to watch the cricket match on Little Side, because his major,
Levison of the Fourth, was playing for St. Jim's. Manners
minor wanted to walk down to old Pepper’s pond, and
“muck ahout” with old Pepper’s boat. His major, Manners
of the 8hell, was not playing- in the ericket match, he
pointed out, and it wouldn't have made any difference if he
had been. D'Arcy minor was keen neither on the junior
cricket match nor on " mucking about * with Pepper’s boat
on Pepper's pond; he favoured a visit to Wayland, where
there was a fair, The argument was going strong, when it
ceased all of a sudden at the sound of that thrilling whisper
that trailed round the trunk of thebig elm.

Wally stared round in amazement.

“That's my major's toot,” he exclaimed. “I thought he'd
gone down to the cricket! What the thump—"

“Wally 1" came the thrilling whisper again; buf the
elegant figure of Arthur Augustus D'Arcy did not circum-
navigate the elm. For some reason, best known to himself,
Arthur Augustus was keeping in cover, in the rather
narrow space between the tree and the ancient wall,
shadowed by thick branches.

“Ts that you, Gus?"” gasped Wally of the Third.

“Yans, wathah "

“Your major gone potty, D'Arey 7" asked Reggie Manners,
with an air of iriendly interest. ‘““Does it run in your
family 7"

“You shut up, young Manners!” snapped Wally. “My
major may be an mss—I don’t say he isn’t! Buf, look at
your major! Rooting about on a half-holiday with a silly
old camera! Rats!"

“Weally, Wally * came round_the tree.

“Is this a game?” asked Manners minor. “Is your major
playing bo-peep, Wally, or hide-and-seek ?”

“Shut up, 1 tell you! Gussy, you born idiot, what are

shout, Arthur Augustus D’Arcy drove hard at the padals, Just as
The bike shot forward

M¢e. Lathom's downward clutch at the coflar
(See Chapter 1.)

you playing this stunt for? Can't you come out of that
corner 7"

““No, deah boy!"

“Why not?” demanded Wally angrily. He was sensitive
to jeers on the subject 'of his major in the Fourth,

“T have my weasons,” answered Arthur Augustus
mysteriously,

“Quite potly I" said Reggie Manners.

“Cheese it, old man!” said Frank Levison,
“Bomebody's after Wally's major, I expect!” \

“{s that it, Gussy?” demanded Wally, addressing his ‘in-
visible relative.

“¥aas, deah boy."”

“Well, why don’t you stand up to him and punch him?"
snapped Wally. “Getting funky in your old age?"”

“T can scarcely punch a Form master or a Housemaster,
Wally. It would be vewy bad form.”

“My only Aunt Jane!” ejaculated Wally.

Wally of the Third was a reckless young scamp; but cer-
tainly he would not have advised any fellow to punch a
Torm master o\ & Housemaster. It was undoubtedly bal
form, as Gussy declared ; but the badness of the form would
not have troubled Wally so much as the badness of the
COnSEqHEnCBS. i

“Weally, deah boy, I want you to wun my bike out for me.”
said Arthur Augustus, still in cover behind the tree. “Taka
it out into the woad, and leave it for me at the first cornai,
there's a good kid. You see, I should be spotted gettin' the
bike out.

“Don’t be an ass, Gus,” advised Wally, “That is, don't
be a bigger ass than you can help!”

“Weally, Wally "

“Why aren’t you playing cricket?” asked Levison minor.

“T am undah detention, deah boy!”

“Then you ought to be in the Form-room.”

“Wats! Will you take my bike out for me, Wally "
* “Look here, I'm not going to help you get into a row.'
said D’Arcy minor. ** You hook it back into the Form-root,
Gussy, if you're detained. Don't play %he giddy ox!”

“You are & diswespectful young wascal, Wally, Look
heah, you [get my bike for me, and I will do the letter honies

this week, \
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“That’s all very well; but if you're detained—"

“Y have cut detention, Wally, for vewy good weasons.
Pway be a good kid and take my bike out for' me. When
vou come back and tell me it is weady, I will cut wound the
House and cleah.”

“Hush!” breathed Levison minor, *“Here
Lathom.”

‘Oh ewikey 1"

Arthur Augustus made himself as small as possible behind
the tree. Mr, Lathom came whisking along, peering right
and left, with & very indignant frown upon his brow. He
paused as he saw the three fags.

“D’Arey minor |”

“Yes, sir,” answered Wally.

“Your brother is under detention, and I find that he has
quitted the Form-room. Have you seen him?"”

“No, sir!” answered Wally, with perfect truthfulness.
Had Mr. Lathom asked him if he had heard his brother,
Wally would have been bound to answer in the affirmative,
But Mr, Lathom asked him if he had seen D'Arcy, and
Wally certainly had not seen him. Only Gussy's thrilling
whisper had reached him round the tree.

“You have not seen him?"” exclaimed Mr, Lathom.

*Not since dinner, sir.”

Mr, Lathom blinked at the other two fags.

‘Have you seen DX Arcy, of my Form, either of you?” he
asked. i h

“No, sir!"

“Dear me! Dear me!" said Mr. Lathom irritably. **He
cannot be far away—I am assured that he is not far away.”

The three minors made no reply to that. They were even
more assured than Mr. Lathom that the truant was not far
away. But it was not their business to tell the Form master

comes

0.

Mr. Lathom whisked on his way, in further search for the
elusive Gussy.

Wally & Co. looked at-one another and grinned.

“Is he gone?” came an anxious whisper round the tree.

“Yes, ass!”

" Weally, young Mannahs—"

“You'd better get back to the Form-room, Gussy,” said
Wally uneasily. “0ld Lathom looked awfully ratty.”

‘1 am quite unconcerned by the wattiness of old Lathom,
Wally, and I wefuse to get back to the Form-woom. If you
will not take out my bike for me, I will wun the wisk
myself.”

Wally of the Third gave a snort,

“QOh, I'll do it!” he growled, *“But you're a silly owl!
And a frabjous fathead! And a footling chump!”

“¥ou cheekay young wapscallion—"

“Oh, can it!" interrupted Wally. “T'll go and run out
the jigger if you've made up your silly mind to play the
ox! Mind, you're going to do the letter home!”

“Yans, wathah!”

* All sorene, then.”

Wally & Co. walked away.

Arthur Augustus D'Arey remained in deep cover behind
the elm. Minute followed minute, and the fags did not
return, Wally & Co. were taking their time—as was the
way of the Third, D’Arcy ventured to pcep round the
gnarled old trunk of the ancient tree and spotted Mr.
Lathom at a distance in talk with the School Housemaster.
Mr. Railton looked very cross—Gussy could guess on whoso
pecount. No doubt the Form master was acquainting him
with the fact that D'Arcy had broken detention,

Arthur Augustus popped back behind the tree. It was
five minutes before he ventured to take another peep; and
then, to his great relief, the Housemaster and the Formn
master were gone. But within sight stood Kildare, Darrell,
and Langton of the Sixth, in conversation in a cheery group.
Obviously it was not safe to venture out of cover.

Had the coast beoen clear the swell of 8t. Jim's would
have made a break without waiting for Wally & Co. to
return with the word that the bike was ready for him. But
with three Sixth Form prefeets sianding in foll view between
him and safety, evidently he could not venture to make a
break. With what patience he could muster Arthur
Avgustus waited.

CHAPTER 6.
Under Fire !

AGGY TRIMBLE stared.
He was naturally surprised,
Baggy had opened the door of the Fourth Form-
room and blinked in, naturally expecting to sce
Arthur Augustus D’ Arcy sitting at his desk there,

D’Arcy being under detention in the Form-room, any
tellow would have expected to find him there as a matter
of course, and Trimble of the Fourth expected it.

But D’Arcy was not there.
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Trimble stared into the Form-room and stared round 'the
Form-room, and then his fat face broke into a grin,

 Hooked it!" he murmured,

Trimble grinned, and then he frowned, It was a disap-

intment. Trimble had wanted to see Gussy. . It was not

ccause he yearned for the noble society of the swell
St. Jim’s—not at all. But Trimble considered that any
fellow shut up in the Form-room on a half-holiday would bo
jolly glad if any other fellow dropped in to chat with him
for a few minutes, He would feel grateful to such a fellow,
who -ran the risk of being detained himself, for speaking
to & chap under detention. In a mood of jolly gladness and
gratitude combined, he could scarcely refuse s small, loan
to the fellow who visited him. It was a small loan, not the
fascinating society of the great Gussy, that Baggy wanted.

Gussy being gone, the chance of a loan also was gone.
Trimble gave a discontented grunt. ’ 5. .

The Form-room window was wide open, to let in the
balmy summer breezes. Obviously it was by the window
that Gussy had left. Had he left by the door, he could
scarcely have got out of the House undetected. Trimblo
rolled into the Form-room, closed the door behind him, and
rofled across to the window. How long Gussy had been
gone he did not know, but there was a chance that he was
still at hand.

Trimble was surprised to see how near at hand he was
as soon as the fat junior had mounted to the Form-room
window,

Almost under the window an elegant figure was visible,
close to the trunk of the ancient tree which grew near the
wall and which in summer shaded the windows of the
Fourth Form-room with its foliage.

“0Oh crumbs ! ejaculated Trimgle.

Arthur Augustus looked round quickly. .

‘Bai Jove[” he cjaculated as he saw the fat and grinning
face of Baggy: Trimble at the Form-room window,

Trimble nodded to. him cheerily,

“ Hooked it, what?’ he asked,

“Yaas, wathah]” L

“1 came to the Form-room to speak to you, old chap.”

“Indeed I” said Arthur Augustus coldly. He did not liks
“old chap ” from Trimhle of the Fourth.

“Yes, old fellow,” said Baggy. “I thought you'd like a
chat for a few minutes, old bean.”

“You are vewy good, Twimble,’ said Arthur Augustus,
“I am vewy much obliged. But pway go away fwom that
window—you may be seen fwom the quad.”

“0Oh, T don’t mind being seen !” said Trimble cheerfully.

“I mean, you may sttwact attention to this spot,” said
Arthur Augustus. ‘'Can you see Kildare and Dawwell and
Langton?” .

“Yos; they're looking. this way, too.”

“Pway wetizsh at once, Twimble. If those pwefecis spot
me_heah T shall be bagged, you know."”

Trimble did not retire. He leaned his fat elbows on the
sill and grinned down at the swell of 8t. Jim's.

“Gussy, old fellow——"

“T weally wish you would go, Twimble. You are weally
bwingin’ dangah on me by stickin’ there and talkin’.”

“I was going to ask you if you could leénd me five bob
till Saturday,” explained Trimble. “I!m hard-up—having
lent Talbot of the Shell my last ten-shilling note, you know."”

“Wubbish! Talbot would not bowwow of you, Twimble,
anv more than I would.”

“Look here, D' Arcy—"

“Pway wetish fwom that window, Twimble.”

“T'd like you to lend me five bob,” persisted Trimble.
“My uncle is sending me a pound note on Saturday, and
I'll square then. Seel”

“T am sowwy I cannot oblige you, Twimble,”

“Make it half-a-crown,” suggested Trimble. “I'm really
hard-up this afternoon, Gussy. It's rather a new thing
with nie, but there it is,” ] A

“Tt can hardly be a new thing with you, Twimble, when
you are twyin’ to bowwow money of the fellows cvewy day
wegulahly.” } )

“1 don't want any cheek from you, D‘Arc{viy!’_' snapped
Trimble, giving up his hope of a small Joan, and his friendly
manner at the same time. Friendly manners were wasted
on a fellow who was not good for a loan, in Trimble's
opinion. “You ought to be jolly pleased at my speaking
to you at oll after what you've done—opening a man's tele-
gram and all that.” .

" You wotten wascal 1 breathed Arthur Augustus. “If I
could weach you without showin' myself I would pull your
wascally nose, Twimble

Trimble, perfectly aware that Arthur Augustus could not
reach him at the window without revealing the whole of his
noble person to the group of prefects, gave a mocking
chuckle, . .

“¥You pull my nose!” he exclaimed derisively. “I'd like
to see you do it! You're too jolly funkyl™

Y Bai Jove!”
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“For two pins,” continued Baggy, “I'd drop from this
windew now-and give you the licking of your life! I could
do it with one hand !” )

Arthur Augustus breathed fury. He could scarcely reaist
the temptation to jump to the window, reach up at Trimble,
and tweak his fat iitlle nose. But he did resist it manfully,
and turned his back on the fat junior,

Baggy Trimble grinned with enjoyment. Impudenece was
a leading characteristic in Baggy's charming nature; but
Baggy’'s impudence had to be kept severely in check as a
rule, Any fellow in the Fourth thought nothing of kicking
Baggy ‘if he wag cheeky. Baggy IiEad to slang a fellow,
but he hated being kicked. On the present occasion he
could slang Arthur Augustus as much as he liked, and
kicking was out of the questionr. 8o, leaning from the
Form-room window, Trimble told Gussy what he had long
thought of "him.

Gussy's ears burned as he listened. This revelation of
Trimble's thoughts eoncerning him was hot flattering, It
was the reverse of flattering. Trimmble’s epinion of D"Arey,
of his looks, of his manncrs and customs, of everything that
was his, in fact, was extremely derogatory. And Trimblo
stated it at great length with great enjoyment.

Arthur Augustus gave no sign,

He trembled with wraili; but hie resolutely kept his Lack
to Trimble and answered not.

Trimble’s unmusical voice ceased at last, He hLad dis-
appeared from the Form-room window,

But only for a few moments. A fat chuckle announced
that he was there again. Arthur Augustus still disdained
to look round. .

“Owl” ejaculated Arthur Augustus suddenly.

Something wet and clammy smote him in the back of the
neck, and slipped down inside his eollar.

“Ow! Gwoooogh!”

It was an ink-ball. Trimble's brief absence from the
window was explained now. Words having failed to stir
Gussy, Baggy was procecding to aclions. A sheet of
blotting-paper, and an inkpot provided him with missiles
of & most unpleasant kind.

A second ink-ball grazed Gussy's ear.

“Y¥ou feathful wottah!” he gasped.

A large and juicy ink-ball flew, and it landed on Gussy's
nose, Ink streaked his aristocratic countemance,

“He, he, hel" chortled Trimble.

He spun round.

“Oh, cwikey! Bai Jovel I—I will give you a feahful
thwashin’ aftzsh lock-up, Twimble!” gasped Arthur
Aungustus,

“You couldn’t!"” jeered Trimble.

Whiz! "Squash!

*0h, deah!”

Another and another ink-ball flew and landed. ‘Trimbla
was enjoying himself immensely now. This was the chance”
of a lifetime, never likely to recur. Naturally, Baggy
Trimble was bent on making the most of it.

“Twimble, you uttah wotiah——"

“He, he, he!"”

Inkball flew after inkball. Arthur Augustus dodged
them desperalely, but he could not dodge all of them. His
noble countenance began to assume a zebra-like aspect,
under its streaking of ink, The swell of St. Jim's fairly
gasped with {fury,

“ All serone, Gus.”

It was Wally's voice, as ID'Arey minor came round the
elm, He stared st his major, and burst into a roar.

“Hu, ha, hat”

“Quiet, you young ass!” gasped Arthur Augustus. “You
will bwing those beastly pwefeets heah.” .

“Eh! They're gone—I didn't come back till they'd
cleared,” B.nswered Wally.

“Gone?

“Ha, ha, ha! Yes.”

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy realised that he had been
standing up to Trimble's fusillade unnecessarily for some
minutes. Kildare and Darrell end Langton had walked
away, and the coast was clear—if Gussy had only looked
round the tree. But he hadn't,

The swell of 8t. Jim’s drew a deep breath. His fiery eyoe
glared at the Form-room window.

[ Continned on next page.)
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Q. What do the initials 'Q.Q.) mean
the new half-crowns 7

A, Ronnie Iarsons, of Wanstead, in-
forms me ho recently had a new lalf-
ecrown given to him by his uncle, and
noticed that on the ™ teil ™ of it there are
the letters (3.G. entwined on either side
of the shield, The letter G, Ronnie, is,
a3 you know, tho initial of tho King's
name, and it is used twice on the new
coins a8 was done originally when Charles
II. was on the throne.

Q. Where can you catch a sloth?

A, This question has been put to me by
o Donegal lad who signs himself ** A Lover
of Fishing.” I am afraid, L. of F., that
you won't be able to eatch any sloths in
the waters of Ould QOireland. This is not
a fish, but a eprious animal that is o native
of South America and the West Indies.

This strange creature—a sloth—spends
most of his time looking at the world

upside-down. And he never gets a

headachs |

Our human reservoir of

readers !

overfiows g
week for the
of  enquiring

The ordinary sloth is about two fest in
length and has very strong claws. Some
have only two toes and wnnother species
has thrée, The creaturs spends most
of its time hanging from tho boughs of
trees and looking through the foliage
at the blue sky. Though it can move
rapidly aloft, it is very awlward and slow
if it has to come down and wall upon the
ground. The young of the sloth ride about
on the mother by clinging to her fur.
There is a picturs on this page of the
creature in question, and so you seo you'd
have had a shock if you had ever found
one on the end of your line !

Q. What makes a nettla sting 7
A, Believe me, I can gympathise with
you, Monty Samworth—I once sat on a
of them myself during a picnic!
Your pal, however, who to%d you thot
8 nettle is painful merely because a lot
of sharp, hooked points on the leaves
broalk off when they are lightly touched,
has only got half the fact. The stinging
nettle does not merely break, it actually
does  sting. Tho reason is that the
* hairs " are filled with an scid that finds
its way into the human skin through the
pricks made by the points of them.
The particular acid is known as formie
scid—form{s being the Latin for ant—
and the acid is sg-called bocause it is slso
found in the bodies of ants.

Q. What is a visor 7

A, In the old days, “DIlantaganet,”

to wear a metal helmet as &
Emtwbion against the sword and
attleaxe. To this helmet was
attached & movable projecting
part which could be lowercd to
form a cover for the face. This
movable part was’ known as the
Visor. b

Q. What ts a coracle ?

A, It is a small boat, the origin
of which dates back te pre-historic
days; certainly the Ancient
Britons used this type of craft.
In some parts of the West of
England and Wales it is still
used—a small craft made of wicker and
bound sabout with leather, and light
enough to be carried on the back of a
fisherman,

Q. How dooa one tie a reef-knot ?
AL am
very glad you
put tlis quea-
tion to me,
Tom Hay-
ward of Cov-
entry, for,
as it is the
most useful
knot of all,
very many
others of m
readers  will
be glad to
have it ex.
plained. Most
commonly it
is  used in
joining  two
ropes or two
ends of a rope
to snother
rope.  First
make a bight,
er loop, with
one of the
pieces of rope, then pass the other rope
through this loop in the way directed by
the numbers and arrows in the picture
given herewith of the knot.
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It was vacant! Baggy Trimble had prudently retired
from the scene—only, in time to save his podgy nose from
a vengeful grip.

T;'Iqu' Gussy, you want a wash !” chuckled Wally of the
ird.

“Wats| You've put my bike at the cornah of the woad 7"

“Safe as houses, old bean!”

“Wight-ho 1

Undoubtedly Gussy’s noble face needed & wash. But there
was neither time nor place for a wash at present.  D"Arcy
Eve one cautious glance round the tree, and ascertained

st the coast, at last, was quite clear. Then he scudded

away, leaving Wally of the Third grinning.
__ Berious as the state of affairs was, from the lofty and
dignified point of view of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, his
irreverent younger brother regarded the whole episoda as
more or less comic; and he was still grinning as he lounged
sway with his hands in his pockets to rejoin Levison minor
and Reggie Manners.

CHAPTER 7.
No Luck for Mr, Lathom !

L] ERRY !”
“QOht” ejaculated Tom. *Yes, sir!”
S%‘he cricket match was going strong on Little
ide.

8t. Jim's were batting first, and Talbot of the Shell, and
Figgins of the New House, had opened for the school. Tom
Merry was standing watching them, thinking of anything
but Form masters. The Grammarian fellows, in the field,
were watchful for chances, and Gordon Gay, who was
bowling to Figgins, was a bowler of renown. So Tom
Merry’s eye was just a trifie anxious as he watched his

atemen; and the voice of Mr, Lathom, the master of the
Fourth, fell upon his ears unexpected and unwelcome.

But he glanced round.

Mr. Lathom was not his Form master; but he was a
Form master. Form masters had to be treated with respect,
even when they were so excessively tactless as to butt in
"while a cricket match was in progress,

“Merry! I am sorry to interrupt you, if you are busy
at the present moment,” said little Mr. Lathom, peering at
the captain of the Shell over his glasses,

“Not at all, sir,” answered Tom politely; but with one
eye on Mr. Lathom, and the other on Figgins, who was
gzatinr the bowling from Gordon Gay of the Grammar

Len)

“I understand that D'Arcy, of my Form, was to play in
this game this afternoon, Merry.”

“Yes, sir!- Oh, yes!” said Tom. It is much to be feared
thot the junior captain of St. Jim’s had forgotten the
existence of Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, of Mr. Lathom’s
Form. A cricket captain could not afford to think of
extraneous matters while a match was on. As D'Arey was
no longer in the team, he had ceased to exist, for all
practical purposes.

“D'Arcy has been detained for impertinence to Mr.
Railton,” said the Fourth-Form master. “He has had the
audacity to leave the Form-room.”

“Bravo |” shouted Tom.

Both his eyes, for the moment, were on George Figgins
of the New Hause.

Figgins of the Fourth had driven the ball far and wide,
and he and Talbot were running.

That drive took all Tom Merry’s thoughts away from
Mr. Lathom, for the moment; and he shouted involuntarily.
He had really feared that Gay, of the Grammar School,
would put paid to Figgins. Instead of which, Figgins had
driven him to the boundary for three at least.

Mr., Lathom stared at Tom.

#“What?” he ejaculated. *“Merry! What do you mean?
‘Am I to understand that you approve of D'Arcy’s conduct
in breaking detention—and that you venture to cxpress your
approval in my presence, sir, in such & way?”

“BEh?” stammered Tom.

“How dare you, Merry?”

“J—I—what—" ,Tom Merry fairly dragged his gaze
away from the running batsmen, and forced himself to
attend to Mr. Lathom. “What—what did you say, sir?
Yes! No! I mean—

“I am surprised at this, Merry—surprised and shocked!
You are junior captain of the school—head boy of the Shell
—yet you dare to shout ‘Bravo!’ in my presence, on
learning of D’Arcy’s outrageous conduct »

“Oh, my hat! I—I mean—I was cheering old Figey,
sir I gasped Tom. *“He's cut away that ball for three.”

“What? What?”

Mr. Lathom blinked at the running batsmen. They were
merely a moving glimmer of white to the short-sighted
Form master.
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“Oh1” said Mr. Lathom, reslising that there was a mis-
apprehension, *“I think I understand! Merry, kindly give
me your attention for a few moments.”

“0Oh! Yes, sir! That's three!” exclaimed Tom. He
simply could not help it. He was a cricketer on a cricket
ground; and the voice of Mr. Lathom was like unto the
drone of some troublesome insect in his ears. Really,
Little Side was no place for a hotheriniForm master,

“Kh! What is three?" snapped Mr. Lathom.

Talbot will get the bowling now,” said
Tom. ‘“Not four—not four! Oht All right! Talbot
knows better, if Figgy doesn’t! No chance for four! All
serene! Bag 'em if you like!’—as the ball came in to
the wicket keeper.

“(Goodness gracious !*
were grinning, and Mr. Lathom was annoyed.
Will you give me your attention!”

“Qh! Yes, sir!”

“1)’Arcy has left the Form-room. Is he here?”

“Here?” repeated Tom. :

“Ves, If he has had the audacity to come here to play
cricket, in spite of the fact that he is detained, he must
leave the field at once, and I will take him back to the
House.”

Mr. Lathom was not a cricketer, . :

As Tom Merry was standing there talking to- him, he
might really have guessed that the Bt. Jim’s side were not
in the field. ’ L

But that did not seem to occur to him, He blinked inquir-
ingly and crossly at the captain of the Shell. .

“0Oh, he's not here, sirl” gns%ad Tom, fceling deeply
thankful that he had disregarded D’Arcy’s desire to play in
the match in spite of his order of detention,

“You are sure he is not here, Merry 1”

“0Oh, quite, sir " .

Mr. Lathom blinked at the fieldsmen, It dawned upon him,
however, that these were the visiting cricketers, a;nd he
blinked at the batsmen. Neither- of them were D’Arcy;
and he blinked round at the other batsmen who were wait-
ing, and at a score of fellows who were gathered round.

WTf D'Arcy is not here, doubtless he has gone out of
gates,” said Mr, Lathom very crossly. “I'm very eannoyed
indeed, - I—”

“Good old.Talbot !”

b gi“o’ 'I;albot !::'

“Oh, good man !

"Bléssg'my soul | said Mr, Lathom, almost deafened by
the roar that rose round him, as Talbot of the Shell drove
the ball away, and the batsmen ran again, “Really! Good-
ness gracious! Oh dear!”

Mr. Lathom walked away. Gl

He left a chuckling group of cricketers ind him.,

He did not immedgmtely Yeave the crickef field. He had
a suspicion that the truant might be wedged somewherc
among the crowd of fellows of both Houses who were watch-
ing the match. e fecrt_!d this way, and he peered that
way, and o sudden yell failed to put him on his guard,

“Look out !”

Crash ! ; .

“Yarooooh!” yelled Mr, Lathom, leaping clear of the
ground,

Talbot of the Shell, of course, had intended nothing of
the kind. Talbot was not the l:e]fow to jape & Form master.
Morecver, it was very doubtful whether even Talbot could
have brought off that shot successfully if he had tried. It
just happened. It was a mighty hit, and the ball would

ave gone far past the spot where Mr, Lathom stood, had
not Mr. Lathom stood there, As it was, the ball smote Mr.
Lathom’s hat. Had Mr, Lathom been a tall gentleman, in-
stead of a small gentleman, as he sometimes wished that he
was, his head would have been that ball's billet, instead of
his hat, It was fortunate for Mr, Lathom, in the circum-
stances, that he was not a tall gentleman.

His hat flew from his head, and Mr, Lathom staggered
and lurched,

“Oh! Goodness gracions! What—"

What had happened was not elear to Mr, Lathom for the
moment. His first impression wag that some stunting aero-
plane had nose-dived just over the spot and landed on him.
But it was not so bacf- as that. Five or six fellows rushed
forward, Julian of the Fourth brought him his hat—a
rather damaged hat. Voices were yelling:

“Send in that ball!”? )

“Oh dear!” gasped Mr. Lathom. “Goodness gracious!
Good gracious me! What—what—what has happened t"

“The ball tapped your tile, sir,” said Redfern of the
TFourth,

“What? What!?” .

“Where’s that hall? Send in that ball |” i i

*“Bless my soul !’ gasped Mr. Lathom, grabbing his hat.
“Good gracious!” The master of the Fourth did not linger
any longer to look for Arthur Augustus, He ehook the dust

“Three runs, sir!

A dozen fellows standing round
“Merry !
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of the cricket ground from his fect in a very hurried
manner. ’

“Well hit!” yelled Blake.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Mr. Lathom scutiled away breathlessly, He had no
desire whatever to scarch the cricket-ground for Arthur
Augustus any more, But he was more annoyed than ever.
He had had a startling shock, and the state of his hat was
annoying in itself. He walked out into the road to sce
whether there was any sign of the truant there.

“Good graciops!” he ejaculated.

Right under the eyes of the Form master, an elegant
figure dro}pped from a wall, and scudded up the road.

It was the truant!

“D'Atey 1” shouted Mr, Lathom,

“0h, bai Jove!"

Arthur Augustus glanced over his shoulder. Searcely a
dozen paces behind him was Mr. Lathom, in hot pursaif.
Mr. Lathom had long passed the age when a foot-race was
grateful and comforting. But he was sprinfing now at quite
s crediteble speed. ?

“D'Arcy ! Stop—stop at once!”

Arthur Augustus did not stop, He flew.

With a burst of speed, he came up to the corner where
he had instructed

harmonionsly with the streaks of ink on his face, in a general
colour scheme that was both original and striking, Except
where the ink streaked it, his face was crimson with exer-
tion—a study in red and black. In the excitement of the
flight and chase, however, Arthur Augustus had forgotten
the ink on his noble visage, and was quite unconscious of
his startling aspect. Several cyelists who passed him on the
road stared af him—perhaps never before having seen &
rider who bore so startling a resemblance to a zebra; but
Arthur Augustus did not heed them. He had plenty of
other matters to think of.

In the first place, he had cut detention—an unjust deten-
tion to which 1t would have been beneath a fellow’s dignity
to submit.

In the second place, the consequences of Having cub deten-
tion were certain to be very serious, and there was no doubt
that a royal row aweited him when he returned to 8t. Jim's
at lock-up.

In the third place, he could not fail to be aware that he
had treated Mr; Lathom with a disrespect that was undoubt-
edly bad form—apart from its inevitable consequences.

This was & worry on the noble mind of Arthur Augustus,
who was a very Eunc‘ti]iuus stickler for good form, He
scorned fellows who were disrespectful to their elders; he

Wally of the Third
to leave his bicycle.
The machine was
there, leaning
against a roadside
tree. Arthur
Augustus  grabbed
it

“D’Arey I com-
mand you to stop!”
The swell of St
Jim's scemed deaf.
He put an cle-
gantly trousered leg
over the bike and
drove at the pedals,
just as Mr. Lathom
came yp, with a
breathless rush.
The angry Form
master put on a
spurt. He grabbed
at Gussy's collar
just as Gussy got
i the bike in motion,
The bike flew
away. Mr. Lathom's
downward cluteh at
the collar missed,
and as his sweeping
hand met with no
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The bike whizzed on.

Mr, Lathom, on his hands and knees, blinked after it in
a dazed state. He was winded, he was breathless, and he
was in a state of wrath to which words could never have

done justice. S5till on all fours, he blinked after the
vanishing bike.
“My word! Look at that!” came s derisive voice.

Cutts of the Fifth came sauntering by with 8t. Leger and
Gilmore of that Form. The three Fifth-Formers stared at
Mr. Lathom in undisguised astonishment and amusemecnt.

Mr. Lathom scrambled up. With s crimson face, he
tottered away, leaving Cutts & Co. staring and chuckling.
Mr. Lathom went in at the school gates with feelings that
were absolutely inexpressible. He had given up the idea of
reeapturing the truant now.  But his wrath, like wine,
improved with keeping, growing more and more potent as
he waited for lock-up and the return of the truant.

CHAPTER 8.
A Hof, Chase !

RETHUR AUGUSTUR D'ARCY was quite an active

eyelist, But never had he been so active as now.

For a couple of miles, after his narrow cscape from

Mr. Lathom, his wheels could hardly be seen for

dust. Had Arthur Augustus been riding on the cycle-track

he would have beaten all competitors, But he slaclied down

at last, breathing hard, as he breasted the rather steep,
long hill on the road to Abbotsford.

Perspiration trickled down his noble forehead, mingling

from the school, and
there he was not likely to meet with any St. Jim's masters
or prefects, So Abbotsford was his destination.

He pedalled on in quite a cheerful mood. A ride to
Abbotsford, tea at the bunshop there, and a pleasant ride
back by the country lanes. It was quite an asgreeable way
of spending & half-holiday. His detention had been unjust
—he was suré of that. He was entitled, indeed bound, to
refuse to bé detained in those circumstances, His chief
regret was that he could not figure in the cricket mafch.
He sorely doubted whether Tom Merry & Co. would beat
the Grammarians without his aid. But that was another
thing that could not be helped.

Zug! Zug-chug! .

Arthur Augustus heard, without heeding, the chugging
of a motor-bike on the road behind him as he drew nearer
to Abbotsford.

But he glanced round casually.

Then he jumped in hiz saddle. .

Behind him on the road was 8 motor-cyelist who was well-
known to him—no other than Mr. Railton, his House-
master.

“0h, ewumbs ! gasped D'Arcy, in dismay.

He bent over his handlebars and scorched.

How Mr. Railton had known thai he was going to Abbots-
ford was a mystery. It really seemed like magic.

But there he was chugging along on his motor-bike be-
hind the truant, overhauling him hand-over-hand ;

- A push-bike had little chance in s race with a motor-
bike; but Arthur Augustus had no idea of surrendering.
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He rode as if for his life.

That Mr. Railton might liave some other business at
Abbotsford that afternoon, totally unconnected with the
truant swell of 8t. Jim's, and that he might not be
in pursuit of D'Arey at all, did not occur to him. That
Mr. Railton, if he had business at Abbotsford, was not
likely to throw it over in order to conduct a truant back
to the school, did not occur to him, ecither, Railton was
on his track, and Arthur Augustus fled wildly from capture.

His bike flaw.

Every ounce of beef that Arthur Augustus possessed he
put into it. The wheels seemed scarcely to touch the
ground.

At the top of a rise he looked back again,

The motor-bike was nearer, in spite ol his speed, as he
might have expected, He szaw the motor-cyclist’'s eyes
fasten on him, and recognition dawn in Mr. Railton’s face,
Hitherto the Housemaster had only noticed a schoolboy
riding ahead of him at a reckless speed.

“D'Arey ! shouted Mr. Railton,

Arthur Augustus did not answer.

A steep slope lay before him, and Arthur Augustus look
that slope without dreaming of using a brake. TFree-
wheeling down the hillside, he flew at a pace that was
breathless and almost unnerving,

It was fortunate that the road was clear.

Arthur Augustus' cap flew off, and was lost behind him.
His head wmﬁd have flown off after it, had it not been more
securely attached ta the rest of him.

D'Arcy did not venture to glance back. He held on like
grim death as he careered down the hill. A mile flashed
under him like liEhtning‘

Chug-chug-zug-c uE!

The chugging of the motor-bike came no nearer. D'Arcy
was keeping his distance. He reached the bottom of the
hill. The roofs of Abbotsford, the spire of the old abbey
were in sight now., A steep rise was bofore him; but the
momentum of the bike carried him up it at lightning speed.
On either side were the open woods, penetrated by leafly
paths that ran up from the road. Arthur Augustus
glanced to right and left. The bike was slackening speed
now, and D'Arcy knew that as soon as he had to pedal
again he would hopelessly ““done,” in competition with
the motor'bike behind him, But he was not at the end
of his tether yet. The masterly scheme was in his noble
mind of turning suddenly from the road into one of tho
leafy paths up into the wood. On narrow, grassy paths,
overhung by branches, a push-bike had the advantage over
a motor-bike—the pursuer could not put on speed there in
the winding ways of the wood. It was doubtful whether
Mr. Railton would turn his motor-bike into the wood at
all, in fact. .

At the very worst Gussy would be able to abandon his
machine, and take to the thickets.

He ‘did not want to abandon his machine. But anything
was better than being recaptured and marched back, an
ignominious prisoner, to St. Jim’s, To return and manfully
face his punishment, of his own accord, was one matter;
to be taken back like = recaptured truant was quite
another. Arthur Augustus' noble blood was up.

_A curve of the road hid him for the moment from the
sight of the motor-cyclist behind. D'Arey had his eyes
Epen and he knew it, without looking round. Now was
18 chance.

Rapidly he turned the still swilt bieyele into a path that
led up into the woods, and ground at the pedals as he
turned. IIe shot off the roud inte the wood like an arrow.

The instant before he had been in‘the wide country road,
now he had vanished from sight like a ghost at cock-crow.

The sudden change from !-ﬁﬂ bright sunlight on the road
to the deep shadow of the fmtpa.tﬁ. covered by interlacing
bou hi{ blinded him for some seconds, He rode as it were
in darkness,

Crash !

Yell!

What ]mpanﬂd Gussy did not know. Obviously, it was
& collision ol some sort,

He found himself on his back in the grass, gazing up-
ward blankly at thick branches. A 1'uicﬂg was fﬂl]ing. ?t
sounded as 1f somebody had been hurt.

Chug-chug-chug !

From the road came the chugging of the motor-bike.
Neargr and nearer, then fainter and fainter. It had
passed. Mr. Railton, all unknowing, had swept by the
path inte which D'Argy had vanished, and was chug-chug-

ing on to Abbotsford. Breathless and dazed as he was,

ussy realised that he had successfully dodged the pursuer.
The chug-chug died away in the distance. Mr., Rzilton
and the motor-bike were gone.

Arthur Augustus sat up. At the same moment, something
or somebody clutched him, and he rolled over again.
JHE GEx Lisrary.—No. 1,060.

Punch, punech, pmeh!  Thump, (hump, .1]mmp!
Arthur Augustus rolled and roared and struggled, while
the porson or persons nnknown fairly rained blows on him,

—— s e

CHAPTER 9.
Something Like a Serap [

HUMP, thump, thump!
Who was thumping him, Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy did not know, an<d could not guess., But

that somebody was thumping him, and thumping
him hard, he knew, only too well. On that subject there
was no room for doubt—not for a possible probable shadow
of doubt, :
Thump! Punch! Pommel! Bang!
“Oh, ewambs! Oh deah! Cowwcfl!™ velled Arthur
Augustus, “Oh, my hat! Oh, ewikey!"”
Taken by surprise as he was, still dazzled by the sudden
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change [rom bright suulight to deep shadow, Arthur
Augustus was at the mercy of his unknown and half-seen
assailant. .

In three or four minutes the swell of 8t. Jim's went
through a punishment that more than equalled, probably,
what his Form master had in store for him at St, Jim's,

But Arthur Augustus rallied at last,

Astonished and confused rolling dizzily in the grass with
a shadowy figure sprawling over him and thuympin
furiously, Arthur Augustus managed at len to puﬂ
himself together, and he struggled away from his mysterious
enemy, and jumped up.

“Oh, ewumbs! Keep off |” he gasped.

“¥You idiot !"

" Look heah——"

“I'll smash you l”

Arthur Augustus backed away, blinking wildly, His
vision was clearing now, and he could eee his infuriated
enemy. Why the fellow was infuriated Gussy had no iden;
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but the fact itsell was indubitable, The fellow was simply

ragzing. . _ ¥
, Ie was a fellow a little older, and a little bigger than
. Arthur Augustus, dressed in welll-c:ut-. grey lounge clothes;

his well-creased trousers, however, showing marks now of
(sussy’s bike tyres. _

Evidently this youth had met Gussy in full carcer as lie
rushed his bike into the shadows of the footpath.

He was the cause of the collision, in fact. He was the
object with which I'Arcy had collided,

No doubt ha was hurt.

A fellow strolling peacefully along a woodland path, sud-
denly charged into by a wild-riding cyclist, was bound lo
feel hurt.

He had been knocked spinning; he was hurt, he was
bruised, he was dusty, and ho was most assuredly enraged.

He had taken a considerable toll of Gussy already, Now
he rusted at him to take some more.

ID’A cy's hands went up.

He was pulling himself together, and his fiphting blood
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was up. No fellow could punch and thump D'Arcy like
that with impunity. Arthur Augustus was ready for hin
as he renewed the attack,

“You uttah wottah!” gasped Arthur Augustus.

“You clumsy fool!”

Thump! Iunch! Thump!

The fight raged hot and strong. g

. But now that Gussy was on his feet, and on his guard,
1 he was fully a match for his assailant.

The fellow in grey received at least as good as he gave,
if not o little over.

“You clumsy idiot, 1-|.||s!1ir.tfI into a chap with a bike!”
hissed the youth in grey, as he pressed the attack.

“You should not gﬂ.*ﬂ'ﬂ got in the way!” gasped Arthur
Augustus. “It was sillay and weckless to get in the way,
and vewy inconsidewate, too0.”

"You dummy 1"

*You wottah!”

L R LR LR L L T R e e T T T T T T AT

“You've smashed my camera ! yelled the enemy,

" Bothah your camewah [”

“Take that, you idiot!"

“You take that, you worm!”

In a calmer moment, Arthur Augustus would have
admitted that this fellow had some cause for annoyance.
But he had .been punched and pommelled and thumped,
and the fellow was bent on continuing the process of punch-
ing and pommelling and thumping. There was nothing
for Gussy to do but to stand up to it—and he ztood up to
it with vigour.

" Look out!” shricked his enemy suddenly. “You're
treading on it "

(‘runch ;

Arthur Augustus, backing a few paces under a HRerco
attack, stepped on something. “It,” evidently, was the
fallen camera.

It had been damaged, it seemed, by the erash of the
bike. It was still further damaged by Gussy's boot land-
Ing on it as it lay in the grass.

There was a horrid sound of erunching and cracking.

From the youth in grey came a roar. of wrath, and he
fairly hurled himself at the swell of St. Jim's,

Crash |

Arthur  Augustus  went down, his nose streaming
CUIMEE0N,

His enemy danced vound him, brandishing elenched fists,

“Get up! Get up, you born idiot! Get up, you chump!
1'm going to thrash you within an inch of your life!”

Arthur Augustus jumped up like a jack-in-the-box, Hisa
eyes were gleaming, his teeth were set. Ho renewed the
attack, with such vigour, that the fellow in grey was the
next to go down, and he went down with a terrific bump.

“There, you wottah!” gasped Arthur Auvgustus.

"Oh, my hat! Ow!"

"Get up and have some more, you wotlen outsidahl!”

The stranger was rather slow in getting up. Dut he
got up, and came on again. Hammer and tongs they went,
: TE& fellow in grey jumped back at last, and dropped hin
1ands,

““Oh, chuck it!" he snapped. “I've had enough, if you
have.”

Arthur Augustus panted.

He felt as if he had had enongh, if not a little too much.
But he was ready to go till he dropped.  Still, the =ug-
gestion of a truce was not unwelcome,

"Vewy well,” he gasped; 1 have no objection. T am
bound to say, lhowevah, that I wegard you as a checkay

wottah !

“'Oh, shut up!”

The youth in grey rubbed his face with his handkerchief.
ITe was crimson with exertion, and wet with perspiration.
Anid the damages on his face were many and variouas.

D'Arcy leaned against a beach and panted for breath,

For some minutes the two late combatants attended to
casualties, and glared at one another, and panted for
breath: while Gussy's bike and the damaged camera lay
in the grassy footpath unheeded,

Both the eombatants were tired, both of them were
damaged; and both of them, probably, wished that they
had been a little less strenuous in the combat. The youth
in grev, at last, picked up his camera and locked at it.

“Ruined !” he grunted.

Arthur Augustus debbed his nose. He was still incensed
with this fellow who had attacked him; but he realised that
the ruin of a caméra, which looked like an expensive onc,
was a matter of some seriousness. It even dawned upon his
noble mind that he had been just a little thoughtless, too,
in suddenly cycling into a shady woodland path, regardless
of any possible pedestrians on that path, and without even
ringing his bell.

“Is it weally wuined ?” he asked mildly.

“Smashed !” growled the other. “First, your idiotic bike
jammed on it, and then your fatheaded hoof!”

“] am weally sowwy if it is wuined!” said Arthur

Augustus, with an effort.

Snort from the other.

“Will your sorrow mend my camera !" he demanded.

“No, I suppose not.”

“Then you can keep it!”

“Weally, you know—"

“Shut vp!” 5

Arthur Augustus shut up, breathing hard. He resumed
attending to his noble nose, which, in spito of all his
sedulous attentions, persisted in oozing crimson. The
other fellow examined the camera, and the dismay and
concern in his face rather touched Gussy, angry as he was,
Guns_v,rd was not I{EE]I.'IL on plmlﬂgruphti ltnmzile “t'mdcle:d’t ]ﬁﬂ
regarded photogra as next door ug-hunting ; but he

: PRobgrapty Tnre Gem LiBrany.—No, 1,069,
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romembered Manners of the Shell, and how Manners looked
ut any fellow who touched his camera. To fellows of this
peculiar eort, Gussy realised, damaging a camera was a
serious matter—they felt about it as he would have felt
had anyone damaged his best silk hat. Of course, it was
not &0 serious as that, really; but they thought it was, so
it came to the same thing,

“I am weally sowwy!” he said.

#0h, rats!”

Arthur Augustus compressed his lips.

“If the camewah is weally sewiously damaged, I will
pay for it,” he said stiffly.

The fellow looked at him.

“All right! Got seven guineas about you?” he jeered.

“Bai Jove! No."

“I suppose you thought it cost a pound!” sncered the
other.

“Not at all; I supposed it cost about
answered Arthur Augustus innocently,

“You silly idiot!”

“Weally, you wude wottah——"

“For goodness' sake, shut up!”

And Arthur Augustus, thus discouraged, shut up once
more; and gave his whole attention to his nose—which
really needed it.

ten shillin's,”

CHAPTER 10.
Victor !

RTHUR AUGUSTUS moved across to his bicycle
at last. It lay curled up in a thicket, and had a
rather twisted look. It occurred to Arthur
Augustus that his bike might have been damaged,
as well as this unknown and unpleasant fellow’s camera. If
his bike was out of nction, eight or nine miles from the
school, Arthur Augustus was in rather a serious plight,
His forebodings were justified; the bike was damaged.
The handlebars were twisted; the front wheel had g list to
port; the rear wheel had a list to starboard. There were
minor damages also, which did not matter very much.
But the major damages wore very serious.  Obviously,
that machine required a considerable amount of repairing
beforo it could be iidden again, )

The prospect of a walk of cight or nine miles hame, with
a demaged bika to wheel all tho way, was dismaying. The
damage to the unknown fellow's camera faded into insignifi-
CRNCE In COMPRrison.

The fellow glanced at him.

“*Your jigger crocked?” he asked.

“Yaas, wothah 1"

“Glad to hear it!"

“I wegard bhat as a wotten wemark,” said Arthur
Augustus scornfully. *I have expwessed wegwet at the
damage to your sillay camewah.”

“Idiot I

Arthur Augustus breathed hard and deep.

“X shall have to wheel this bike back to St. Jim's,” he
said. “I wegard you as bein’ an uttah nuisance, gettin’
1nkn.r"follow's way and upsettin' his jiggah, Go and eat
CoHe [

“You belong to St. Jim's?"” exclaimed the other feollow,
staring at Arthur Augustus curiously.

gy

“All the fellows there as big idiots as you?”

“Weally, you cheeky ass———g‘ y

“Do they ever wash at St. Jim's?"scontinued the un-
pleasant youth, staring hard at Gussy’s face.

"I wefuse to take any notice of your offensive remarks,”

“You offer to pay for this camera,” jeered the other,
“and you can't even afford the price of a cake of soap,
judging by your looks!™

Arthur Augustus started. He remembered the ink-balls
he had received from Trimble of the Fourth, and Wally's
remarks thereon. .

“Bai Jovel Is my face inkay?” hLe gasped.

“Ia it?” jeered the other. ~“Looks as if it hasn't been
washed for weeks!”

“That wottah Twimbile! I remembah now a lot of fellows
looked at me on the woad !” gasped Arthur Augustus.

“Must have thought you'd got out of the Zoo!”

“Oh, dwy up, you checkay beast!”

. “There’s a pond in this wood, if you want a wash—that
is, if Bt. Jim's fellows ever do wash!" sneered the other,
“I'm going there—] shall have to clean up before I po
back to my uncle's—especially as my other blessed uncle
is coming to see me this afternoon. I'll show you the way
if you like.”

This was rather good-natured, after the previous conduct
of the enraged owner of the camera.

*Thank you vewy much,” said Arthur Augustus,
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The youth in grey put his camera under his arm. Arthur
Augustus” eyes followed it.

“Is it weally vewy much damaged?” he asked.

“Oh, I daresay I can get it set right [” grunted the other.
“It will cost something.”

“1 admit that it was my fault, if it comes to that,” said
Arthur Augustus, “I am quite willin' to pay for the
damage.”

“That's the second time you've said that,” jeered the
other, " I'm not asking you to pay for it, but if you mean
it, [ shan’t refuse. It will cost two pounds at least. Shell
out or shut up swanking.”

“If you think I do not mean what I say, you wottah——"

“Well, if you do, shell out.”

Arthur Augustus dived his hand into his pocket. Then
a blank expression came over his face. He had forgotten
the stony state of Study.No. 6. He had not a single coin,
even & humble *brown,” in his possession. The excifing
events of that day had driven less important matters from
his mind. So completely had he forgotten his unusual state
of stoniness, that he had been intending to have tea at
the bunshop in Abbotsford—oblivious of the fact that he
had nothing about him wherewith to pay for that tea.

"“Oh deah!™ he ejaculated.

The other fellow gave a sncering laugh,

*Changed you mind?” he inquired. ’

“I forgot that I had no money about me,"” said Arthur
Augustus, with dignity, but very red in the face. “It had
completely slipped my memowy. There is nothin’ to cackle
at, you wottah! I shall certainly pay for the damage to
your sillay camewah. My name—"

"I don’t want to know your name."

“My name is D'Arcy, and I am in the Fourth Form
at St. Jim's,” said Arthur Augustus unheeding. “You can
send the bill to me there, and I shall pay it when I am in
funds next week.”

“Oh rats!”

“Or if you pwefer it, I will take your word that the
wepair of your camewah will cost two pounds, and I will
send you that sum as soon as I weceive 1t fwom my fathah,
if you will give me your name and addwess.”

The fellow eyed him disagreeably,

“T'll expect the remittance when I see it,” he remarked.

D'Arey breathed hard.

In all his career, he had never met so utterly unpleasant
a fellow as this. Even Trimble of the Fourth, and Racke
of the Shell, at St. Jim's, were not quite so unpleasant.
Apart from the damages received in the combat, the fellow
before him was a good-looking fellow, with a dark, hand-
some face—an unusually good-looking fellow. But his good
looks were marred by an expression of discontent and
sulkiness that seemed habitual. Judging by his appeat-
ance, he was in g circumstances, and well-placed in
the world, with a full share of the world's good things, and
he looked healthy and fit. But he lookeg. also, as if his
habitual mood was one of deep discontent and guarrclsome
ill-humeur,

Arthur Augustus was conscious of a desire to renew the
combat that had been dropped by mutual consent, and give
the unpleasant fellow & few more damages to take home
with him. DBut he controlled that impmﬁ:‘sc. .

“I can only wepeat that T will send you the wemitiance
in a week's time,” he said. “Give me your name and
addwess for the purpose, and then the sconah I szee the
last of you, the bettah I shall like it.”

“T'll give you & chance,” sneered the other. “My name's
Cleeve—Victor Cleeve, and I'm staying at Abbotsford at
present,  Your remittance will find me at Oak House,
Abbolsford—if you send it."” b

“Vietor Cleeve, 0Oak House, Abbotsford!”
Arthur Augustus, “I will make a note of it."”

“If you want to know the way to that pond——"

*1 wefuse to accept any favah at the hands of a fellow
whom I wegard with contempt,”

Cleeye fAushed.

“You silly ass!” he exclaimed.

“You are a wotten outsidah, in my opinion,” said Arthur
Augustus, “I admit that I was to blame for the collision,
but that is no excnse for your wuffianly conduct and bad
manners, Go and eat coke!"

“1 admit I lost my temper,” said Cleeve, “It's no joke
to be rushed into by & howling idiot on a bike and knocked
over. You ought to have had more sense.”

“Wats 1"

“Oh, go and chop chips!” snapped Cleeve, and with his
camera under his arm, he walked away into the wood. .

Arthur Augustus leaned his bike against o tree. He had
refused Lo allow that unpleasant fellow to guide him
to the pond, but on the other hand, he realised that he
very seriously needed a wash before he appeared in public
again. Cleeve, evidently, was heading for the pond to
wash the damages from his face as far as they could be
washed off. After debating the matter in his mind for some

repeated
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moments, Arthur Augustus left his machine where it was,
and followed.

Cleeve looked round as he heard the Bt. Jim's junior's
footeteps.

“Changed your mind again?” he jeered.

‘I shall be obliged if you will wefwain fwom addwessin’
me,” answered Arthur Augustus icily.

CJeeve langhed unpleasantly, and went on, A hundred
yards deeper in the wood, there was & glistening of water
through the trees,

Arthur Augustus followod on, and ecame out on the bank
of the pond—a broad sheet of water, evidently deep. It
filled a deep hollow in the glade among the old trees, and
the bank was steep. Cleeve dropped on his knees at the edge
of the water, dipped his handkerchief in, and began to
bathe his face. Arthur Augustus looked at him.

“That is wathah a dangewous spot!” he felt called upon
to remark.

There was no doubt that Gussy was right. Cleeve was
kneeling, with utter carelessness, on the edge of a_ steep,
sloping bank, over deep water, and when he reached down
to wet his handkerchief, he looked like losing his balance
every time and plunging headlong in, .

But he did not seem grateful for Gussy's kindly warning.

He glanced round with his most unpleasant sneer.

“1 think you asked me not to address you?” he re-
rarked.

“Yaas, wathah!l"

“Then do me the same favour.
your own business.”

Arthur Augustus’ teeth came hard together. Taking no
further notice of Cleeve, however, he moved along the
pond, seeking a more suitable spot for bathing his moble
countenance.

Splash !

Arthur Augustus started and spun round.

He was not & dozen paces from Cleeve when that sudden
splash startled him. He stared round at the spot wlere
Cleeve had been kneeling.

The fellow was no longer there.

“0h, bai Jove !” gasped Arthur Augustus. )

Evidently the fellow had overbalanced himself and
plunged into the pool, Arthur Augustus ran back to the
spot. Deeply as he disliked the fellow, his only thought
was to give him & helping hand out,

But no hand was alretciad from the water for help. Cleeve
had vanished from sight. o -

Arthur Augustus stared in horror ab the widening circles
on the deep pool under the shadow of the trees.

Cleeve had gone right under, and had not risen. It
dawned on D’Arcy that the fellow could not swim.

“Oh, ewumbs I’ he gasped. .

The water was disturbed again, and a white face showed
over the surface, a hand was thrown helplessly up into the
air. It was for a moment only; then Victor Cleeve was
under again, sinking down to death. But at the same
moment Arthur Augustus tore off his jacket, threw his
hands together, and plunged in.

Add to it by minding

CHAPTER 11.
For Life or Death !

HAND clutched at Arthur Augustus under the water
A —a hand that closed on him with a wild, convulsive
grasp.
The grasp of a drowning man is deadly dangerous,
Arthur Augustus, had dived for Victor Cleeve; but it was
Cleeve who dragged the 8t. Jim's junior deeper under.

D'Arcy, wit.hgixia teeth set and hia lips tight shut, fought
for his life in the darkness of the deep water.

That wild clutch showed that Cleeve was beyond reason-
ing; he was drowning, and ecatching at anything, wildly,
convulsively, unreasoningly. And his clutch was like the
clutch of steel. "The fellow who, & few minutes before, had
been cool, sneering, disdainful, was now reduced to the
state of an unreasoning snimal.

It seemed to D'Arcy that his lungs would burst, that he
must open his ;nouth and breathe. He was dragged down
to death. He fot hold of Cleeve, but the fellow seemed to
be winding on him like an octopus, dragging him down. It
was rather by instinet than by thinking that D'Arcy did
what only could save him and the other. He drove his fist
at the cfui‘ching, drowning fellow, and though the water
broke the force of tha blow, it landed hard, and landed hard
a second time, and the choking, dragging cluteh was relaxed,
D’Arcy tore himself free, and as he shot up to the surface
his grasp was an Cleeve’s thick hair. His head came out of
the water, and he gasped spasmodically, almost fainting with
suffocation.

Cleeve’s head showed over the water at his side.
almost unconscious, his face white as death,

He was

Holding Cleeve with one hand, shifting his grasp to the
fellow’s collar, D'Arcy struck out with the other.

It was fortunate that the swell of St. Jim’s, with all his
elegant and dandified ways, was a good swimmer, and
thoroughly fit. It was no easy task to get Cleeve to the
bank, though the fellow was no longer clutching and
striggling. )

Had D'Arecy failed, both of them were doomed; for there
was no help. The silent woods looked on, silent save for the
twittering of the birds in the branches, lonely and deserted.
There was no help; all depended on D’Arcy’s own strength
and determination. Fortunately, neither of them failed him.

He struggled to the bank, keeping Cleeve’s face above the
surface of the pool. The bank was steep, but he found a
spot where he could craw! ashore, and he dragged himself
out of the water, dragging Clecve after him.

Then he sank down, utterly spent by the struggle he had
bcctn.through, and those fearful moments under the dark
water.

He lay in the grass, drenched, dripping, panting for
breath, and Cleeve lay by his side, scarcely breathing as it
secmed.

The hot sunshine, streaming down on the pool and iis

(Continued on next page.)
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banks, was grateful to the swell of St. Jim's, chillad by the
drenching water. Spent and exhausted, he lay with the
water running frem him into the grass.

It was Olecyo who was the first to stir. He sat up in the
grass, passed his band over his wet face, and stared duzedly
at the St. Jim’s junior.

He did not speak, and D'Arcy was silent.

Long minutes massed, and neither spbke.
staggered up.

“I—I fell in I” he muttered dizzily.

“Yaas; you fell in.”

“You got me outi”

“Yaas. i

“I—I can’t swim,”

Arthur Augustus smiled faintly.

“I guessed that, deah boy,” he answered. “Fellow ought
to learn to swim, you kmow. Jolly good cxereise, and
awf'ly useful to a chap af times.”

"Arcy was recovering now. He stood up, and began to
squecze the water ‘out of his clothes.

“Bai Jove! My clobbah's in a feahful state!” he mur-
mured, “Howevah, it can’t be helped.”

Cleeve passed his hand over his face again.

“1 seem to have had a knock,” he said.

“I am afwaid I had to punch-vou, deal boy,” said Arthur
Augustus gently. “You got hold.of me undah .the watah,
and dwagged me down. I hope I did not hurt you vewy
much.,”

“You did.”

“Sowwy 1”

Cleeve grunted, Therg was a dark bruise forming on his
forehead, where one of I'Arcy's hurried blows had landed.
D’Arcy, at the time, had been in no position to stand upon
ceremony, but Cleeve did not seem to realise it.

“I suppose you've saved my life!” he grunted un-
graciously,

“Nevah mind that, deah boy.”

“It was your fault I pitched in.”

“Was it 7" murmured Arthur Augustus,

“Yes, it was. Nothing would have happened to me this
afternoon at all if you ﬁadn’t come butting into the wood
on your bike like a lunatic.”

Arthur Augustus' eyes glinted.

“I do not wish to pwess the point that I have saved you
fwom dwownin', Cleeve,” he said, “but aftah T have wuined
tny clothes on your account, I weally think you might be
civil, at least,”

“0Oh, cheese it 1"

Cleeve picked up his camera from the bank, and moved
away. Arthur Augustus' eyes glittered after him: but the
wrathful glitter died away as he noted that Cleeve was
walking unsteadily. The fellow had pulled himself together,
but he was weak after his terrible experience.

D' Arcy paused & moment. and then hurried after him.

“Pway let me help you, deah boy.! Take my arm.,”

“Don’t be a fool I

“Weally, you wottah——""

“I don’t want any help !”

“You look as if you want help I snapped D'Arcy. “You
are almost tottewin', you ass!”

“ Rubbish 1"

“If you have fah to go——"

“I can pick up a taxi as soon as I get to Abbotsford,”
growled Cleeve. “VYou'd bellter look after vourself. Yon
look like a drowned rat.”

He lurched away unsteadily, and this time Arthur Augusins
let him Cleeve disappeared by a path through the wood,
and Arthur Augustus, after dryving himself as much as he
could, returned to the spot where he had left his bieycle.

He wheeled it out into the dusty road into the sunshine.

Arthur Augnstus had intended to make an afternoon of it;
but the crocking of his hievele, not to mention the crocking
of his noble self, forced him to nlter his plans. He had to
walk eight miles or more, wheeling his jigger, and he was
tired and spent and o little dizzy. He was not likely to
reach Bt. Jim's by lock-up even if he did not lose a moment.

In a far from happy frame of mind, the swell of St
Jim's started wheeling his bike up the long, dusty road.

Miles lay before him, and every mile-seemed a league,
Long before he was anywhere near 8t. Jim's, D'Arcy’s feet
were dragging heavily one efter the other. He was hatless,
and the hot sun beat down on his unprotected head. People
who passed him on the road stared at the dusty, draggled
figure, and some of them grinned. The keenest eye would
never have detected in Arthur Augustus, just then, the best-
dressed fellow at St Jim's. i

His pace grew slower and slower. The sun was setting;
and it had set while Arthur Augustus was still dragging
w%s‘rily along a road that seemed to stretch before him to
infinity,

It was long, long after lock-up, when Arthur Augustus
reached 8t. Jim's, and staggered against the gate.

Tae Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,069

Then' Cleave

THE GEM LIBRARY,

Price 2d.

CHAPTER 12.
Anxious Chums [

ACK BLAKE breathed wrath, as he went into Big
J Hall for call-over.
. “The ass!”. he hissed.
“The chump |” agreed Dighy.

“The footling owl!” contributed Herries.

Had Arthur Augustus D'Arcy been within reach of his
loyal and exasperated chums just then, he would probably
have been the victim of a serious cgse of assault and battery.

In their concern for Gussy, Blake & Co. were feeling
like punching him right and left.

Really, as Blake said, there scemed no limit to the
asinine fatheadedness of the Honourable Arthur Augustus

Arcy. There were other silly asses at 8t. Jim’s—such as
Trimble of the Fourth, and Grundy of the Shell, and
Skimpole. But really, in the intellectual line, Trimble and
Grundy and Bkimpole shone like bright particular stars, in
comparison with Arthur Augustus D'Arcy. He had no limit.

First of all he opened Railton’s telegram by mistake—a
mistake nobody else could possibly have made, but which
was, a5 Blake remarked, Gussy all over. Then he jabbered
about what was in the telegram—unintentionally, of course;
but want ef intention dif not alter the fact that he had
spread all over the House the ncws that old Railton had a
relative in trouble. As if thaf was not sufficient, he was
bound to butt in and ask Railton himself about that
troubled relative—getting detention in consequence—and
missing the ericket match in consequence of the detention.
Even then the cup of his fatuity was not full; he had to
consider himself unjustly used, and to cut detention. As a
climax, he was staying out of gates after lock-up, and
cutting call-over.

The sum total of Gussy’s offences was huge,

Blake & Co. would not have minded' so much, but for
the terrific consequences that hung over the noble head of
Artlur Augustus, like the sword of Damocles of old.

His punishment was certain to be very sévere—so severe,
that it worried his devoted chums to think of it; and in that
state of worry, they weré naturally infuriated with the
cause of it.

“If he wasn't going to get a Head's flogging, I'd jolly
well mop up the House with him when he comes in|”
breathed Blake, as he lined up with the Fourth in Hall.

“Think it will be a Head's - flogging 1 asked Dig
anxiously, )

“Or the sack!” gaid -Blake darkly.

“0Oh, my hat!”

“Tellows have been bunked for less than what Cussy’s
done,” said Blake. “He's asked for it! Luckily, the Head
knows what a born idiot he is! He may let him off with
a flogging on that account. But what I want to know is.
why did, they send him to 8t. Jim's, instead of to a home
for idiots?"

“Echo answers why !” grunted Herries,

“Hasn't Gussy comae in, you men?” came a whisper from
Levison of the Fourth,

Blake glanced round.

“Of eourse he hasn’t,” he answered. “Tsn't he the chap
to make matters just as bad for himself as he possibly can?
1s he Iike]lv to leave a stone unturned?”

“Poor old Gussy!” grinned Cardew.
detention 7

“He hadn’t colected trouble enough, and he wanted somao
more,” growled Blake. “He thought it was unjust—as if
that mattered| But Housemasters mustn’t Dbe unjust to
Gussy ! He won't let them.”

“Bilence ! called out Kildare.

The captain of St. Jim's glanced along the Fourth.

“Where's D'Arcy, Blake?” he called out.

“I don't know, Kildare.”

“He's specially wanted,” said Kildare frowning.
to spy he hasn't come in for lock-up?”

“Haven't seen him, if he has.”

“The young ass!”

Tom Merry glanced over inguiringiy and anxiously froin
the Bhell. Tom was in a very cheery mood. There had
been a great game on Little éide, and the Grammarians
had been well beaten. The junior cricket captain of St.
Jim’'s was feeling, therefore, quite merry and bright. DBut
he remembered Gussy, and was concerned about him.

Blake met his inquiring glance, and made a grimace in

“Why did he cut

“Aean

reply.
“My hat! *Gussy hasn't come in,” said Tom. ¢ This will
mean a lot of trouble for him.” ,

“Frightful handicap to a fellow, to be born a howling
idiot I remarked Monty Lowther.

“We did our best for him,” said Manners. “I suppose he
cleared off while the cricket was going on. Lathom logka
a hit waxy.”

“More than a bit!” grinned Lowther,
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‘HLook out!
there was a horrld sound of crunching and crackling,

the swell of 8t. Jim’s.

Mr. Lathom was peering at the Fourth over his spectacles.
Undoubtedly he had expected to see D'Arcy there with the
Form. The discovery that the truant was still absent,
brought a thunderous frown to the Fourth-Form master's
brow.

Mr. Linton called the roll; the Housemaster was away.
Many fellows knew that Mr. Railton had gone out for the
afternoon, and had not yet returned, and wondered whether
his absence was in connection with the “ Victor * who was,
according to the telegram, in trouble. When Mr, Linton
came to IMArcy's name, there was no voice to answer
“adsum "; and the master of the Shell paused, and repeated

it

"D’AI‘U}‘ =

Blake cast o despairing plance towards the doeor, in the
faint hope of seeing his chum dodge into Hall at the last
moment.

But nobody dodged inte Hall, Arthur Augusius D'Arey
was still far from St, Jim's.

“That does it!” murmured Blake.

Mr. Linton marked D'Arcy as absent from roll-call, and
proceeded with calling the names.

Jack Blake had a hopel¢ss look. A fellow who cut
detention, and added to his offence by staying out after
lock-up, was asking for trouble of the most serious kind.
The possibility of the “sack * loomed darkly on the horizon,
The mere thought of the sack, in conneetion with a member
of Study No. 6, was sufficient to send a shiver through the
whole study.

After roll-call, Mr. Lathom called to Blake as he was
going out with the Fourth.

“Stop & moment, Blake!”

“Yes, sir,” mumbled Blake, He knew what was coming,

“Do you know where D'Arey is?”

“No, sir.”

“He went out on his bieycle this afternoon,” said Mr.
Lathom.

“Did he, sir?” said Blake. “I didn’t know,
playing cricket.”

. “Then you know nothing of this rebellious bey's proceed-
ings, Blake ! asked Mr. Lathom, blinking at him.

I was

/ I\VI I
A
i ||,’r’
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You're treading on my camera ! " yelled the stranger. As Arthur Augustus D’Arcr backed a few paces
With a roar of wrath, the youth In grey fairly

hurled himeelf at
{See Chapter 9.)
“Nunno, sirl”
“Very well; vou may go, Blake.”
Blake went. A group of juniors gathered outside Hall
to discuss Arthur Augustus D’Arcy—now the one topic in
the Lower School. Where he was, and what he might be
doing, when he would come in, and what would happen
to him when he did, interested the Lower Schocl excced-
ingly. DBaggy Trimble suggested that he had run away
from school, and wasn't coming back at ell. Blake promptly
kicked Trimble for that suggestion—all the harder, because
there was a lurking fear in his own breast that Baggy might
be right. Really, there was no telling what Arthur Augustus
D’ Arcy might or might not do, when he was mounted on the
high horse, ;

When the hiour came for prep, D'Arcy had not come in.

Prep in Study No. 6 was never what could be termed
an enjoyable function.  On this occasion it was utterly
dismal.

Blake & Co. were sorely worried about their chum.

It was quite dark now, and D’Arcy had not returned.
Where was he? What had happened to him? Trimble's
suggestion that he had run away from school weighed like
lead on Blake's mind. Heo thought of going along to
Baggy's study and kicking him again.  But that, after
all, would do no good. Blake & Co. threw over prep, at
Jast, unfinished, and went downstairs, Prep, while the
fate of their chum hung in the balance, seemed as frivolous
a3 Nero fiddling while Rome was burning,

“Gussy ! gasped Blake, as he reached the lower staircase,

Artbur Augustus had come in!

His chums stared at him.

The swell of 8t. Jim's looked dusty, draggled, and tired
to the bone. His clothes had evidently been wet through;
they were more or less dry now, but rumpled and crumpled
and thick with dust. FHis hair was tousled, his collar a
rag, his cap was missing. He seemed hardly able to drag
one foot after another as he camie in; and he sank down
wearily on a seat, as if unable to support his own weight.

“Gussy !” gasped Blake again,

He few down the staira,
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Evidently Arthur Augustus had not ewrweed his half-
holiday, and might have done better to remain in the Form-
room under detention. Never had his chiums seen him in
such a shocking state. .

Mr. Lathom had arrived on the scene. He blinked angrily
over his spectacles at the juniors on the staircase.

“Blake! Herriesl Digby! Ilave you' finished your
preparation?” ;

“Nunno, sirl We—we—"

“Go back to your stutdy at once, and take a hundred lines

each.

(1] Oh. l”

Blake & Co, trailed dismally back to S8tudy No. 6, without
having had a chance of a word with their chum,

Mr. Lathom fixed his cyes on the weary figure of Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy. He could see that the junior was tired
out; and Mr. Lathom, as & rule, was a kind and considerate
gentleman. But there was no kindness or consideration
about him now. The disregard of his authority, the defiance
of his commands—above all, that undignified tumble behind
the truant’s bike—made Mr. Lathom hard and implacable.

“D'Arcy!” he said icily.

“Yaas, sir!” mumbled Arthur Augustus.

*80 you have returmedt”

“ Yaas, sir,” )

‘“I had begun to think, D'Arcy, that you had added to
your outr us conduct by running away from school.”

“T lhoulﬂ wegard it as bad form to wun away fwom

"
] What! TFollow me to my study at once,

*Yaas, sir."

Mr. Lathom whisked away angrily; and the swell of St.
Jim's dragged himseli to his feet and dragged his weary
limbs after Mr. Lathom to the Form master's study.

-y —

CHAPTER 18.
The Return of the Prodigal !

R. LATHOM fixed his eyes upon the junior standing
before him in his study with angry disapproval.
Being a shortsighted and unobservant gentle-
man, Mr. Lathom did not always notice when
members of his Form were not quite up to the mark in the
matter of appearance., Baggy Trimble, for instance, often
sported a soiled collar, and even a soiled neck, unreproved.
But the shortest sight and the least observant eye could not
have failed to note that Arthur Augustus looked a disgrace
to any self-respecting dust-heap at the present moment. Mr.
Lathom was quite particular upon such points—when his
attontion was drawn to them. He almost sniffed with angry
disgust at the swell of 8t, Jim's,
“ID’Arcy, your appearance is disgraceful !” he snapped.
“Yaas, sir, I feah so0.”
“You are covered with dust and mud!"
“T am awah of it, sir."
“Is that a state, I’Arcy, in which lo present yourself
before your Form master?” snapped Mr. Lathom.

“You ordahed me to follow you heah, sir,” =aid Arthur
Angustus mildly. “I should have been vewys pleased to go
and get a wash and a bwush-up, sir. And T will do so now
if vou will permit me.”

“Do not be impertinent, D' Arey!"

: “Weally, sir, my intention was not to be impertinent. In
act——""

" Jilence !

“Yewy well, siv.”

“You have Dbroken detention this afterncon, D'Arcy,
stayed out after lock-up, and returned to the school in o
disgraceful state!” said Mr. Lathom harshly. “You de-
liberately disobeyed me this afternoon when I ealled on you
to stop.”

“I am exiwemely sowws, sir,” said Arthur Augustus
earnestly. “I had no ideah of tweatin' you personally with
diswespeet, I have been vewy much wowwied ovah my
conduct towards vou, sir."

“Indeed ! said Mr, Lathom sarcastically.

“Yaas, sir. DBut, you see, I was placed in a vewy awkward
posish,” explained Arthur Angustus. “Mr, Wailton detained
me unjustly—"

“What?"

“Unjustly, sir. That bein” the ease. T was wesolved not
to be detained, and I am quite pwepared to face the con-
sequences, sir. Your intervention in Lhe mattah at all, sir,
was vewy unfortunate.” )

“Upon my word!” said Mr, Lathom, gazing at the swell
of 8t. Jim's.

“Had I obeyed your ordah, sir, and gone in to detention,
I should bave been submittin’ to injustice—not fwom you,
sir, but fwom Mr. Wailton,” explained Arthur Augustus.
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“That T was wesolved not to do. I twust T make myself
cleah. Bo fah as you nre concerned personally, sir, I am
extwemely sowwy for what has happened, and I expwess my
most sincere wegwaet.”

“Am I to understand, D'Arcy, that you deliberately in-
tended to treat your Housemaster with disrespect and dis-
obrdience, and l-gat you feel no regret for having done so?”

" Exactly, sir., You teke my meanin' pweciscly.”

“Upon my word 1"

“ For iou personally, sir, I have the gweatest wespect,”
explained Arthur Augustus, *“‘For Mr, Wailton also, 8s a
wule; but in the pwesent instance he tweated me with wank
injustice.” 7 .

“Do you take it upon yourself, D'Arcy, to judge the
actions of your Housemaster?"

“Yaas, air.”

That calm reply, which Arthur Augustus made in the
innocence of his heart, scomed to have the same cifect on
Mr. Lathom as a red rag upon a bull.

He fairly glared at the swell of 8t. Jim's.

"“You insolent boy " ho thundered.

" Weally, sir——"
intended,” pmaid Mr. Lathom, “to cane you
soverely. Had you returned at lock-np I should have donc
g0. You have stayed out after lock-up—no doubt with in-
tentional impertinence. The matter is now too serious for
me to deal with, I shall pllace it in the hands of your Head-
master.,"’

“1 am sowwy that Dr. Holmes gshould be twoubled in the
mattah, sir; but, of course, you will do as you think best.”

Mr. Lathom breathed hard.

“I shall see Dr. Holmes shortly, D'Arcy, and explain tho
matter to him, I shall requost him to sdministor a severo
flogging in the presence of the whole Form after pre-
paration.”

" Vewy well, sir.” % ) A

“ And now, you will explain to me how you came into this
shocking, disqraceiul state. You have been fighting.”

“Yaas, sir,’

“With whom?" snapped Mr. Lathom.

“ A follow I met over at Abbotsford, sir.”

“A stranger?” cxclaimed Mr. Lathom. “You haye not
only broken detention, but you have oecupied your time in
quarrelling and ﬁghting with a stranger.”

“The chap pitched into me, sir.”

“Without provocation, I presume?” asked Mr, Lathom,
with biting sarcasm.

“Well, no, sir; he wns watheh watty because I wan.info
him on my bike and knocked him ovah and bwoke his
camewah,” said Arthur Augustus. *That certainly did not
excuse his wuffianly conduct, but he may have wegarded it
as pwovocation. He was a vewy bad-tempahed and ill-
mahahed fellow in evewy way.”

“How dare you tide in such a reckless manner as to knock
down a pedestrian!” exclaimed Mr. Lathom.

It was weally Mr. Wailton's fault, sir.”

“What? What?” ’ ;

“You see, sir, he was aftah me on _]'ua moi_nr-hr]:e, ‘fmd 1
was gettin' away fwom him,” explained D'Arcy. That
was how the accident happened.” .

“ Goodness gracious! Do you offer it as an ecxcuse,
D'Arey, that you were guilty of the insolence of running
away from your Housemaster?" -

“f do not wegard it as insolence, sir."”

“7 trust that a flogging from your Headmaster, D'Arey,
will assist you to take a different view of the matter. Yonr
clothes appear to have been drenched with water. How did
thialnccur?" 3

1 was in a pond, sir.”

“You were pin a pond,” rtepeated the Form master
blankly. “Do you mean to say that you fell into a pondt”

*“No, sir. I jumped in.” o .

“Yau jumped into & pond with your elothes on ?” shricked
Mr.YLa.t 1on1.

“Yaas, sir,”

Mr. Lathomn gazed st this hopeful member of his Form
speechlessly for some moments. Arthur Augustus waited
patiently.

“(2o!" said Mr. Lathom, at last. “Go, and make your-
self decent and presentable before your Headmaster sces
you! You will be called to the Form-room when Dr. Holmes
is prepared to deal with you! Go!"”

“Vewy well, sir.”

Arthur Augustus left the study.

He dragged his weary limbs up to the Fourth Form
dormitory. All the lower school were at prep, and he met
no one on the way. That was a relief; in his present statc
Arthur Augustus did not desire to meet the public eye of
8t. Jim’s.

Having stripped off his dusty and muddy attire, Arthur
Augustus draped himself gracefully in a bath towe! and
proceeded across the dormitory passage to a bath-room. He
was tired out, he was feeling rather severely the effects of
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his fight with Victor Cleeve; but what he needed most of all
was a bath; and he revelled in steaming hot water. Andd
ho was feeling considerably bucked when he returned to the
dormitory and dressed himself anew from top to toe, As
clean as a new pin from head to foot, in garments that were
spotless, Arthur Augustus felt mucl
himself again, as it were.

In that newly swept and garnished state, Arthur Augustus
arrived at lost at Btudy No. 6 in the Fourth.

Blake & Co. had finished prep by this time. They fixed
their oyes on Gussy as he came in.

“Well7” gaid Blako,

Mile after mile along the lon
his damaged bike.
figure, and some of them grinned. The keonest eye would never have detected in
Arthur Augustus, just then, the best-dreesed feliow at 8t. Jim's ! {See Chapter 11).

““Well, deah boy ?” said Arthur Augustus mildly.

“What sort of o howling idiot do you call yourself?”
inquired Bluke.

“Weally, Blake——"

“What sort of a burbling, babbling, blinking chump?”
inquired Herries,

“ Weally, Hewwics——"

“Licked 7” demanded Dig.

“Not yet, deah boy. I am goin' to be flogged by the
Head,” answered Arthur Augustus calmly. "It is vewy
unpleasant, but it is no use gwousin'.”

“If you weren't going ta be flogged, I'd jolly well mop
up the study with you!” snorted Blake.

Y Wats !

“QOh, here he is!” The study door opened again, and
Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther locked in. * You've
got back, then, G

“Yaas, wathah,”

“Head's ﬁoﬁging,” gaid Blake. “Pretty disgrace for this
study! Not that Gussy cares! He likes 1t."”

“Nothin' of the kind, Blake. But I do not wegwet, of
course, havin’ bwoken detention, as I wes detained unjustly,
I shall explain that to the Head, and pewwaps he may seo
weason, and wepwimand Wailton instead of floggin' me.”

““Perhaps!" gasped Tom Merry.

“The perhapsfulness is terrific, as that Indian johnny =zt
Creyfriars would say,” remarked Monty Lowther.

“But what have you been up to?” demanded Blake,
“You came in looking as if you'd just crawled out of an
insanitary duetbin,”

‘T have had & vewy wuff time, deah boy. I don't mind
tellin’ you about it, but the fact is I am feahfully hungwy.
1 missed my tea. Anythin' in the study?”

i better—Hichard was

“Not & bean!"” growled Blake. *8till stony!"”

“Lots in our stiudy,” said Tom Merry. *Trot along to
Study No. 10, Lin:xy, and we'll feed you up to the chin and
get up your strength for seeing the Beak.”

“Thank you vewy much, deah boy!”

Arthur Augustus accompanied the Terrible Three to Study
No. 10 in the Shell, Blake & Co. following. They came on
Baggy Trimble in the passage: and at sight of Arthur
Augustus, Baggy gave a stavtled blink and fled round the
nearest corner.  Arthne Augustus glanced after him.

“Bai Jove! That weminds me that I have to kick
Twimble.” ho said, “Pway oxense me a few minutes whilo

I go aftah that far scoundwel—*

?: dusty road Arthur Augustus D'Arcy wheeled
People who passed him stared at the dusty, draggled

“Trimble will

“Feed first!” said Tom Merry laughing.
keep.”

“Vewy well, deah boy. As a mattah of fact, I am feah-
fully hungwy,” confessed Arthur Augustus.

In Study No. 10 in the Shell, Arthur Augustus sat down
to the study table, and the Terrible Three busied themselves

in placing the best the study could provide before Him.

Six juniors stood round and watched Arthur Augustus gs

"he did full justice to that hospitable supper.

All the members of the Co. were anxious and concerned.
A Head’s flogging weas a serious matter, calmly as Arthur
Augustus was taking the prospect.

“Bai Jove, that makes a fellow feel bettah!” remarked
Arthur Augustus. “1 weally think I needed a feed almost
as much as o bath.”

“Now tell us what sort of a silly idiot you have been
making of yourself this afternoon!” grunted Blake.

“1 will welate what has hn.ppaneg to me, if that is what
you mean, Blake.”

“¥es, that's what I mean, fathead "

Arthur Augustus related the tale of his wild adventures.
Somewhat to his surprise, the juniors grinned over the
incident of Trimble and the ink-balls from the Form-room
window. They seemed to see something funny in this,
though Arthur Augustus had not supposed that it was a
comic incident. Buf they looked grave enough when he told
them of the chase by Mr, Railton, and the fight with the
unknown fellow in the wood, and the ducking in the
woodland pool.

“¥You had the cheek to lead Railton a dance when he was
after you?” ejaculated Blake.

“There was no alternative, deah boy, as T was wesolved
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not ko be taken back to the school by Trauton,” explained
Arthur Augustus. “I weally do not compwehend how
Wailton knew I was headin' for Abbotsford, of course.”

“I've heard that he's got some relations staying at Abbots-
ford. Some chaps heard him ‘telling Linton that he was
going over to Abbotsford to see his brother.”

«Bai Jove! But Wailton's bwothah doc: not live at
Ahbbotsford, Mannahs.” .
“Visiting there, fathead; anyhow, he's there now. Rail-

ton happened on you just by chance. and you can bet he
wouldn't have stopped to cart you back to St. Jim's!”

“Bai Jove!”

“Trust Gussy to do the wrong thing!” sighed DBlake.
# And who was the fellow you pitched into, Gussy r”

“I did not pitch into him, Blake—he pitched into me, in
the most wufianly mannah, simply because his camewah was
smashed—" 3

“I hopo he gave you a jolly good licking!" remarked
Manners. Manners of the Shell could feel deeply for a
fellow whose camera was smashed.

“Weally, Mannahs—"*

“Like his cheek to pitch into a St. Jim's man!” said
Herries warmly. “Blow his silly camera! I hope you
licked him, Gussy. Who was he?”

“I don't know, except that his name was Cleeve. I'm
goin' fo send him two pounds to pay for the damage to his
wotten camewah, when I get some money. He was
e fwightfully unpleasant beast!"

The-door of giudy No. 10 opened, and Levison of the
Fourth glanced in.

“You fellows here?
the Form-room for a Head's flogging.
victim, Gussy?”

“Yaas, wathah.”

“Sorry. Better come!” said Levison,

*“I am quite weady.”

With a grm step Arthur Augustus I’ Arey accompanied his
friends to the Form-room. Tﬁe Terrible Three, being Shell
fcllows, were not required at the execution, They followed
as far as the Form-room passage in sympathy. From some-
where in the distance came a sound of tho chug-chugging
of a motor-bike.

“Railton's come in!” remarked, Manners.

“Here comes the Head!"” murmured Lowther.

Tom Merry & Co. faded away as Dr. Holmes came into
the Form-room passage. Deeply concerned for the swell of
the Fourth, the Bhell fellows walked dismally away. They
did not want to hear the sound of the castigation; that was
a pleasure reserved for the Fourth.

Order for the I'ourth to assemble i
You the giddy

The three were loafing dismally near the door of the-

House when Mr. Railton came in. * He glanced round, and
called to the captain of the Shell.

‘‘Merry! T suppose D’Arcy has come in%”

“Yes, sir,” answered Tom.

“Please tell him to come to my study.”

“Oh, he's in the Form-room, sir!” said Tom hesitating.
“The-Head’'s there, sir! Shall I tell him afterwards?”

“Afterwards? What do you mean?”

“It's a flogging, sir."

Mr. Railton started.
“A flogging, Merry? Who is to be Bogged "

“D’Arey, sir.”

“Good gad!” ejaculated Mr. Railton,

And he _fam]ﬁ ran in the direction of the Fourth Form-
room, leaving the Shell fellows staring after him blankly.

CHAPTER 14.
Railton’s Nephew !
HERE was a hush in the Fourth Form-room.

All the Fourth were in their places to the last
man—Figgins & Co. having come over from the New
House, wondering what was up.

. It was an unaccustomed hour for the fellows to assemble
in a_Form-room; but it was an unaccustomed occasion.
Head's floggings were rare and serious affairs. Very rarely
indeed was there a public flogging in Big Hall, with the
whole school assembled to witness the execution. Less rare,
but still rare, was a flogging in a Form-room.

All eyes were turned on Arthur Augustus D'Arcy; who,
conscious of the general attention, carried his noble head
high, and-displayed to perfection the nouchalant repose of
manuer which waas his distinguishing characteristic,

Mr, Lathom was frowning portentously. As a matter of
fact, Mr. Lathom, a very kind-hearted Fentleman, disliked
a flogging extremely. He felt that nothing but a Head's
Hugimg would meet this sorious case; but now that it was
on the point of haé\poning Mr. Lathom felt very uncomfort-
able and concerned, }
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Dr, Holmes entered.

There was a hush at once. .

Taggles followed the Head in, carrying in the birch,

3 Arcy !”

The Head's deep voice rolled impressively through the
Form-room.

“D’Arcy, stand out!”

Arthur Augustus stood out.

He was quite calm. There was pride in his port, if not
defiance in his eye. His manncr was a masterly mingling
of respect for his Headmaster, and regard for the dignity of
his own noble self.

Dr. Holmes fixed a grim glance on him. Possibly Gussy’s
regard for his own dignity, in the circumstances, did not
please the Head.

“D'Arcy, your Form master tells me that you were
detained for the afternoon, by order of your Housemaster,
and that youn left the Form-room without leave.”

“Yans, sir."” ,

.“¥You absented yourself from the school, in spite of the
fact that you were under detention,”

“Yaas, sir.”

“You stayed out after lock-up?” :

“My bike was cwocked, sir, and I had to wheel it home.”

“You returned in a dirty apd disgraceful state, calculated
to bring disgrace upon the school to which you belong.”

Arthur Augustus winced, This was the unkindest cut of
all. His noble face flushed scarlet,

“Yaas, sir; but—"

“You need say nothing, D'Arcy.
flogged. Taggles, take him up !

Arthur Augustus breathed hard, \

“If you will allow me to explain, sir—"

“There iz nothing to explain, D'Arey.
speaks for itself.”

“ A fellow has a wight to explain his conduet, sir, when
he is goin’ to be flogged by his Headmastah,” said D'Arcy
sturdily.

Dr. Holmes gave him a look,

“I will hear you,” he said; “but be brief.” . )

“] wegarded Mr, Wailton's sentence as unjust, sir,"”
explained D" Arcy.

The Head almost jumped.

““Bless my soul! Do you offer that as an excuse,
D'Arcy 27

“Yaas, sir.”

“You venture to criticise the actions of your Housemaster
to such an extent as to follow your own wilful way, regard-
less of discipline and authority 1 exclaimed the Head.

“Oh, bai Jove!”

Arthur Augustus had not, in the weighty consideration he
had given to tho matter, put it like that to himself. In
fact, it startled him a good deal to hear it put like that.

A doubt erept into his noble mind.

For the first time, it occurred to him that perhaps he had
not been, after all, acting with his usual tact and judgment,
upon which he justly prided himself,

His faco was quite dismayed.

“ Answer me !” thundered the Head.

“Oh! Not at all, sir,” stammered Arthur
Augustus. “I did not wegard it like that, sir! Pewwaps 1
was—was wong !” »

“I am glad that you can see it!" said the Head grimly.
“J trust that a flogging will make it still clearer to your
mind, Take him up, Taggles!”

There was & hurried footstep in the Form-room passage,
The door of the Form-room opened, and Mr. Railton
stepped in hurriedly.

Dr. Holmes glanced at him. The Housemaster was almost
breathlesa.

“Dyr. Holmes !” exclaimed Mr. Railton hastily.

“] am about to administer a punishment, Mr, Railton,”
said the Head stiffly. *No doubt what you have to say to
mo can wait till I ia.\'e finished here!”

The Housemaster coloured.

“I camo here in great haste, sir, as soon as I learned that
D'Arcy was to be punished,” he said.” “I have, of course,
no desire to excuse his rebellious conduct or his out-
rageous disobedience; but I should like to say a word in his
favour, if you will permit me.”

Arthur Augustus blinked. The whole Fourth stared. "I'his
was quite unexpected,

“Really, Mr. Railton,” said the Head, still more stiffly,
“I fail to see what can be said in favour of a boy who has
broken detention, disregarded lock-up, and returned to
school in a state that, I am assurcd by his Form master, was
absolutely disgraceful.” -

“The latter, at least, sir, cannot ba imputed to D'Arcy a3
a fault,” said Mr. Railton. *I have no doubt he must have

(Continued on page 27.)
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TRAVELLING SOME -

-
RAVELLING at cver two hundred miles an hour
in a car that was out of control!
That was Captain Malcolm Campbell’s heart-
shaking experience when he was breaking the
world’s speed record at Daytona Bedch in Florida, with his
famous “ Blue Bird * car.

Captain Campbell had just driven through the measured
mile over the Eurd-packed sands when, with the machine
moving at the limit of its speed, it struck a bump. The
dare-devil driver was flung half out of his seat, and the
screaming gale through which he moved blew his goggles
down over his eyes so that he could not see.

For an instant he no longer had control of his monster
machine, which was covering the ground at the stupendous
rate of one hundred yards a second.

Uppermost in his mind in that moment was what might
happen to the awed thousands of spectators who lined the
Courso.

Captain Campbell tried to hold the car with one hand,
while he jerked his IEmggles clear of his eyes; then he
wrestled the car straight again, and the danger was over.

His highest speed during his record-breaking run was
2143 miles an hour. His average speed over the two runs
of the course was just a fraction under 207 m.p.h., breaking
the record which Major H, O. . Segrave had set up with
his 1,000 horse-power Sunbeam a year before, when his
time was 2032 m.p.h .

Captain Campbell estimates that his Blue Bird car has
cost him between £15,000 and £20,000 to build. He built
it because there were two American speedmen out to
capture Segrave’s record, and he wanted to retain it for
England. He played a lone hand throughout, and he
accomplished what he =et cut to do.

The Blue Bird is a very well-known car in the motor-
racing world, and its Daytona Beach effort was not its
first successful attempt on records. Tt had already done big
things on Pendine gn.nda, in Carmarthenshire, but for its
journey to America Captain Campbell fitted a different
engine.

This engine is exactly the same ns the one with which
Flight-Lieutenant Webster won the Schneider Cup at
Venice last zyen.r. when he sent his seaplane splitting the
air at over 281 miles an hour!

'T'his engine is close upon six feet long—nearly half the
length of a touring car. It uses petrol at the
rate of a gallon a minute, eating in an hour
what would drive an ordinary car hard

and far for a whole weck.
]

— 100 ‘YARDS A SECOND!

One of the most striking features about the Blue Bird

is its “tail fin.’” This is'a vertical fin mounted on the tail,
and the idea was that it would steady the car when it
was travelling at high speed. This was the first time the
device had been used on a record-breaking machine, and it
proved completely successful.:
. The car has no radiator at the front. Instead, a radiator
is mounted on either side of the tail, where the cooling
water will catch the air without lessening the car’s speed.
_ Another unusual feature ia the streumﬁinéd “fairing * of
the wheels—a smooth-shaped shielding which prevents them
offering resistance to the air as they hurtle over the
ground,

The Blue Bird's chief rival had stream-lined casing over
all its wheels. This was the Black Hawk Stutz, a wonder-
ful car which was driven by Frank Loc¢khart, America’s
speed champien,

The American’s first attempt on the record was made an
hour after Captain Campbell had broken it. It had rained
in'léhc meantime, and there were patches of mists on the
BAIMAS.

At phenomenel speed the Black Hawk screamed down
the course, ran into a patch of mist, and was next seen
hurtling clear into the air and heading for the sea! It
plunged into the breakers, it's youthful driver—Frank
Lockhart is one of the dyoungest of American speed men—
pinned into his seat, and the side of the machine bashed in.

Dozens of spectators and officials waded info the sea and
dragged the car out, when Lockhart was found to be not
much hurt, and it was seen that a few days’ work would
repair the car.

Lockhart was as determined to secure the record for
America as Captain Campbell had been to retain i for
England, and the moment that the Black Hawk was ready
Lockhart took it on the sands again—and this time came
utter disaster, )

Once again he thrashed his machine to tremendous speed
and then a rear tyre burst, sending him into a fierce ski
which lasted for nearly two hundred yards. The machine
went on in a series of terrific jumps. The first was 140
foet, the second 120 feet, and then it jumped 75 feet, and
somersaulted into the air,

Frank Lockhart was fung from the car, pitching &1 fect
from where the machine stopped, a tangled, smoking mass
of wreckage. When he was picked up he was dead.

The wonderful Blue BirJ: with its 875 horsc-power
engine, is now being made ready for still another attempt
on the world’s record. Captain Maleolm ' Campbell has
found a stretch of desert sand where he can safely let the
car out to its limit of speed. It takes Bve miles to get up
specd, and another four to slow down., ! . i

When he does make his effort all England will wish
him the good fortune which attended his previous speed
burst.
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THE STORY OF A THOUSAND BREATHLESS THRILLSI

The Dundonald hairpin, Ballyoran Oornor—ourzl danger-polnt on the Qreat Tourlet Trophy courase In MNorthern

ireland sees young Jack Kennedy wrestling with

8 buckin
gruelling motor-race, the significant nickname of “ BKID ¥ Kennoedy |

racing tar! MNot without reason does he earn, In this

Wreoked !

hurtling down' the wide road, rocking in its fierce
speed as it thundered towards the railway bridge
which spanned the highway ahead.

Tensed behind the wheel—teeth gritted, and clear eyes
glinting through his goggles—Jack Kennedy watched the
black shadow cast by the bridge, his hands clamped on
the card-bound rim of the big steering-wheel.

The hedges on either side of the road seemed to be a
blurred, green sereen; the highway was like a greyish river
that slid under the threshing tyres of the leaping machine.

“Steady, Jack—you can’t go through this bridge at more
than sixty!” A growling voice bellowed the words in his
ear, as the man in the mechanic's seat leaned towards him.
“You're doing ninety-five ™—and the voice ended in a
gasp.

The bridge was set on a curve, with its brickwork
hemming the edge of the road. Its black mouth seemed to
yawn at the machine as it stormed on, and the man at
Jack’s side gripped the edge of his seat, sudden alarm in
his eyes, because it seemed impossible that the car could
get tgrough at that speed.

At the last possible moment, Jack rammed his foot on
the brake pedal. The tearing scream of the brakes sounded
above evervthing else, and the car slowed like magic. It
skidded a little, then the brick piers of the bridge were
echoing the Saxon’s thunder as the machine slashed safely
through to the sun-drenched roadway beyond.

“Thought you'd never do it, Jack!” Ben gasped. “That
was good driving !”

‘This car was to run in the great Tourist Trophy race on
the morrow, and Ben was going to drive it, The machine
was on its last practice spin, and it was only az a great
favour that Ben was allowing his young brother to drive
the Saxon. For all that, Ken was a good driver, and
already he had earned himself the nickname of “8kid”
Kennedy, because of his skill.

The car was low-built, with tiny, flared mudguards above
the wheels, and grim power in its every line. Jack knew
the car from end to end, beeause he had helped Ben
prepare it for the big race. Ben owned the car, and he
had risked his every penny in buying it and entorin% it
for the 1.T. Until a month or so before, he and Jack had
been employed by the Falcon Six Works. Ben had thrown
up his job after a row with Philip 8lade, their star racing
driver, and Jack had left with him.

Ben's idea in riding in the race with this SBaxon specdster
was that if he could finish well up, or if he could win, the
Baxon firm might offer him a job on their racing staff.

On along the wide road, Jack sent the machine, with his
qyery nerve quivering to the thrill of the cracking pace as

r speed crept above ninety miles an hour again. He had
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heen nominated as Ben's reserve driver, and that is why
Ben allowed him to take the wheel now and again.

Abruptly, rooftcss marking the Dundonald hairpin bend
whipped up shead, shining red through the branches of
trees, At that moment, from the tail of his eye, Ben
glimpsed a car roaring up behind them, gaining gradually,

It was one of the three machines entered by the Falcon
Hix Works; a lean, vicious-looking ear, with a radiator
that came almost to a wedge at the front. Behind the ever-
shifting steering-wheel, his hard face set grimly, was a
man whom Ben recognised as Philip Slade.

“Jack, there’s a Falcon behind us; it’s Slade’s!” Ben
roared. “Put your foot down; don't let him pass you!”

Jack fairly flung the car at the deadly hairpin turn.
Brakes screaming wildly, Jack took it round, sccelerating
violently while he was yet in the heart of the curve and
coming out of it to the straight beyond with the Falcon
now almost on his tail.

“Give her all she'll take, young 'un 1” he heard his brother
shout. “Bhow Blade what we can do!*

Ben was big and brawny and brown-faced, with hefty,
tool-scarred hands. He looked as though he had an iron
nerve, and he had plenty of cleverness with it, He lived
for cars, and he had done things to this Saxon which would
make it & match for the fastest machines in the race.

Jack was nothing like so big. He was years younger to
start with—no more than a boy; but he was wiry, and he
had all his brother’s nerve. He showed it by the way he
kept ahead of the pursuing machine.

Down the road went the two cars, the Falcon a couploe
of lengths behind and Blade driving it all out.  Jack
could hear the fiendish scream of the machine, its exhaust
srarling on a devilish note. He could guess that BSlade
was driving desperately in an effort to pass them., He
was a bad-tempered brute, and he hated being beaten,

With ‘spurts of dust slashing back from the whirring
wheaels, the machines ripped past the grand stands, both
bucking on the road from their mad speed. Jack marked
the broad sweep of Ballyoran Corner ahead of him, and
the two cars roared at it with their engines booming a
war song and their superchargers droning piercingly.

Jack saw th® great bank which rose on the outside of the
famous turn, one'of the fastest on the course. He slowed
a trifle as he jockeyed the car on the road, and in that
instant the Falcon poked its radiator almost level.

Into the turn the two machines rushed, with the Falcon
dead level, riding close. There was a limit to the speed af
which this turn could be taken in safety, and Blade was
driving his car beyond that limit in an effort to pass—and
he skidded towards them !

Jack saw hin® come. Already the Saxon was riding on
the inside of the turn, forced there by the Falcon. Desper-
ately, Jack pulled in to avoid the rival car—then one front
wheel hit a%ump 4

He felt the steering kick under his hands, and the Baxon
started to skid outwards; the fraction of a second later she
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was sliding broadside round the turn in a wild, uncon-
trollable, ninety-miles-an-hour skid!

The car slashed round, just missing the Falcon's tail as
it_hurtled ahead. Jack had a mad, whirling vision of the
other machine as it got safcly away; then the SBaxon was
mounting the bank and heeling over!

The steering-wheel was wrenched from his hands as the
car pitched sidewnys, with the tail flinging high. He felt
himself being hurled out; he had an instant’s glimpse of a
wheel buckling in & mass of torn tyre—then he hit the
ground. .

He went sliding-on .one shoulder, ears flled with the
thunderous roar of clattering metal and the mad, staccato
explosions of the Saxon’s dying engine, then he slithered
slowly to a stop and remained there, half-stunned.

When Jack sat up he found himself lying in some kind

of dry ditch. The car lay on its side ncar the grass that

od the road, with dust rising -around it and smoke
belching fro munder the dented engine-cover. One front
wheel was buckled, and the ncar side wings were crumpled
like paper.

A little distance from it Ben was getting slowly to his
feet, his left arm held limply before him. Men were run-
ning from every direction towards the scene of the crash,
Some distance away Slade had stopped his Falcon Six and
was looking ‘back. A uniformed ambulance man leaped to
Jack, slipping an arm about his shoulders as, he peercd
anxiously into the boy's face.

“T'm all right,” Jack told him, but his voice seemed to
be curiously far away. He stepped towards the car, reeling
a little until he got control of his numhed limbs. Ben was
staggering towards the machine, and there was a rueful grin
on his oil-grimed face as he said: )

“Tt wasn’t your fault, young ‘un! Slade crowded you
on the turn; you couldn’t help it. Not hurt, are youl”

“No; only kind of—of grogey,” Jack answered shakily.
“Is the car——" )

Hlis words were drowned by the roar of the Falcon Six,
as Slade turned his machine on the road and brought it
hack. He climbed out and came towards them, pushing his
goggles off his eyes and up over his erash-helmet.

He was a pallid-faced man, with black brows which met
over his nose, and dark eyes. His chin was short and
square, and his lips were thin. Ilis face was expressionless
as he stared at the wrecked car.

Then Jack heard Ben saying:

“1t might have been worse! She's goi two broken wheels
and @ lot of dents, but I don't think anything’s strained.
She didn't actually hit anything; just skated on her side
for about thirty yards and—— Phew!” .

He whistled softly as he tried to move his left arm, and
his face twisted from the twinge of pain it gave him.

“Better let us have a look at that,” an ambulance man
said, as he pushed forward. e unfastenod the wristband
of Ben's overalls, then pulled the white sleeve back over
the brawny arm.

Heo whistled sofily as he surveyed the sunburnt forearm,
and ran gentle fingers along it.

“It's fractured !” he gasped.

“What?" Ben stared at him, then looked
at his arm. “Fractured? Broken, d'you
mean? It doesn't feel like that.” .

“Ng. It's numbed at the moment; you'll

feel that later on,” the ambulance man said
slowly. “Look here, we'll have to rush you
to hospital with this. Bennett, whistle up
the ambulance, will you?”
v PBut—but I've got to drive to-morrow !”
Ben muttered, and his eyes were wide as he
stared blankly from the man to Jack, and
then to the car. *Fractured!"” he muttered.
“It can’t be !

“I'm sorry, but it is,” said the ambulance
man. “You won't touch a steering-wheel
inside six or eight weeks.”

Jack gasped as he heard the words;
then to one side he saw Slade standing,
watching, a thin smile on his ugly lips.

“Hurt yourself, eh, Kennedy?” he
said to Ben. “That serves you darned
well right for allowing a boy like that
to drive !

The injured speedman swung round
on him at the sound of his voice, his
eyes blazing now.

“He's a long sight better driver -than
you'll ever be; Slade!” he ripped. “It
Was your fault! You cut him on the
-bend and nearly skidded into us!”

“Nonsense! 'The boy couldn't con-
trol the car!” Slade enarled. “He |qt
doesn’t know how to drive yet, and—"

devil

a <ocar

YOUNG JACK KENNEDY—the dare-

hero of this
racing serial—whose motto ie : ' Never
get In front of
Road how he keeps up to this !

“Don't 17 Jack stepped towards the man. “TI'll show
you to-morrow whether I can drive or not!l. T'm Ben's
reserve driver, and now he's been crocked T'll have to take
his place in the race. If I don’t do anything else, I'll jolly
well put it across you and your Faleon Six|”

Meeting Captain Campbell T
HE Falcon speedman coolly eyed Jack over from head
to heels, grinned in his sneering way, and then
moved off, with the boy staring after him. When
Jack turned to look st Ben he saw that the big
fellow was slowly losing colour as_the numbness passed from
his fractured arm and the pain began to grip him, ;
At that moment the clanging gong of the ambulance
sounded. It swished up, and Jack helped his brother into it.

“Toave the car to me, Ben,” he said..

“ All right.” Ben nodded as he gasped the words, and he
tried to smile through his hurt. *“Report the accident, and
ask for time to repair the machine; don't lay the blame on
Slade, though. Wouldn't be sporting!”

The ambulance slid away, just as a boy in grimy overalls
came thrusting his way through the erowd that had gathered
about the machine, He was as lean as a lath, and he was
white as a sheet, and he looked as though he usually washed
in old oil instead of water.

“You're all right, Jack?” he gasped: “They said you'd
been done in, an’ that the car was scrap-iron! Was that
Ben they took off in the ambulance?”

“Yes, he's got a broken arm, Fred,” Jack answered.
“He said that the car wasn’t hurt a lot. We've got to get
it repaired in time for tho race—and I've got to drive it!
You'll be my mechanic!”

“Gosh 1 breathed Fred Bishop, and stood staring at Jack
with his mouth open.

Fred had left the Falcon Works at the same time as Jack,
prior to which the two bad worked on ihe samo bench.
Fred had been sacked for leaving a drip-pan full of oil
where Slade could trip and fall headlong into. it. Ho had
done .that because he didn't like the Falcon racing driver,
and Slade liked Fred about as much as ho liked Jack.

Being out of a job, Fred had thrown in his lot with the
two brothers, working for practically no wages and his keep.
He was in charge of the arrangements at the replenishment
pits, which were set not very far {rom the corner where the
Saxon had been wrecked.

They forgot the crowd, and everything else as they
examined the machine. So far as they counld tell, Ben's
estimate of the damage was correct; by the time they had
decided this a breakdown van had come on the scene.

The erew helped to hoist the car on to the flat trolley then.
While Fred superintended its conveyance to the old barn
which did duty as a racing stable for the Saxon, Jack went
off to acquaint the race officials with what had oceurred.

All cars competing in the event were supposed to be
handed over to the race authorities by eleven o’clock that
morning, when the ears would be put under lock and key
until an hour before the start. When Jaeck reported the
accident, the officials willingly granted an
extension of time to Jack.

For the remainder of the merning, the old
barn rang to the clink of tools. The two
boys worked deftly and unceasingly, and
the repairs wore half-finished when Ben re-
turned, his left arm in splints and supported
by a sling.

He nodded his approval at what they were
doing, then stood handing tools to the boys
with his undamaged fist and helping where
he could. Not until the work was tinished and
everything made sound again was the car
handed over to the race officials, ready to
be taken over by lhe boys in the morning
in trim for the race,

“D'you think you'll he able to make a
show in the race, Jack?” Ben asked, when
the three of them were tidying up the tools

in the barn.

“ICourse  he will!” Fred cut in.
“(loin’ to beat everythin' on wheels,
nin’t we, Jack? You leave it to us,
Ben I

The big fellow stood leaning against
a bench, looking at them gravely:
There are risks in motor-racing, big
risks, Ben didn't mind taking risks
himself, but he was wondering whether
1e ought to let the two boys take them.
Jack was a good little driver, and he
had plenty of cool . nerve, but the
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26 Every Wednesday.

A MEETING WITH MALCOLM
CAMPBELL—THE RACING KING !

** My brother,” said Ben to =]
the big, smiling man. Jaock
Kenne r jumped forward, his
eyes alight as the famous
racing driver turned and
looked at him. Captain Mal-
colm Campbell extended his
hand. *“ I you drive as well
as your brother, then you'll
do well 1" he said. * Jolly
good luck [ " (See this page.)

terrific strain of a big race like this might be too much for

im.

“Look here,” he said slowly at last, *T think I ought to
w'lliigdrtn.w the car(.1 It li:m'l. fa.fr ﬁo you, and it—" #

e two jumped at him together, glanced at on her,
and then Jack said: v £ —

“Clhva the car a chance, Ben! We won't let you down!
You've been working en it for weeks, and we both know
what it'means to you for the car to do well. Fred an' me'll
be all.right, and I promise I won't take any chances, if
th?t's what's worrying you.”

“We'll just go fast enough to win, that's all,” Tred
grinned. “If Jack staris tryin’ to do more'n a hundred an’
twenty miles an hour, I'll tell him he mustn’t—see?” And
he chuckled. |

“Afl right,” said Ben, with a smile. “I won't stop you
now you've gone so far—and you're a couple of game young-
sters, anyway |”

Cars stood in front of the replenishment pits below the

great flag-decked grandstands, and the air throbbed with
the excitement of the vast crowd gethered to watch the start
of the great T.T. race.
. The pits were wire enclosures roofed with corrugated
iron, where cars could stop during the race for oil and
petrol and repairs. In front of each one stood machines
making ready for the start, which was yet half an hour
aWay.

Now and again Jack glanced along the line of pits and at
the famous cars which stood outside them, their drivers
working busily. He saw a great Bentley, and a low, front-
wheel-drive Alvis, with famous Major Harvey smiling cheer-
fully as he slipped his goggles round his neck,

He glimpsed an O.M. painted a blazing red, and he saw
the white bulk of a super-charged Mercedes. Everywhere
officials wera scurrying, coloured brassards on their arms.

Jack was buttoning up his overalls, when his heart kicked
suddenly. Just stopping in front of the pit was a very
broad-shouldered man, with a bronzed face and keen eyes.

“That’s Maleolm Campbell!” Jack whispered the words
as he dug Fred in the ribs, and both watched Britain's
spoed king as he stepped towards the pit and nodded to Ben.

“ Awfully sorry to hear about your smash!" he said,
“Tough luck! Who's taking your car?”

“My brother,” Ben answered, “There he is!
s minute !"” .

Jack jumped forward, his eyes alight as the famous racing
driver turned and looked at him.

.

Jack, just
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Maleolm Campbell smiled, then extended his hand.

“If vou drive as well as your brother, then you'll do
well1” he said. "Jolly good luck!” And with & nod he
hurried on, the two boys looking after him, and Jack's fist
tingling from the speedman’s warm clasp. i

“You get all the luck !” Fred grunted. “Fine chap, isn't
he? Wonder if we'll pasa him in the race?”

“Mere likely he’ll snort past us,” Jack grinned. *Angy-
way, they haven't said anything sbout stopping me driving,”
he went on, as he reached for his crash-helmet and goggles.
“Thank goodness for that!”

*It's just the sort o' thing that perisher Slade would get
up to!” Fred growled. “Goin’ to the officials an' pitchin’'
'em a yarn about you bein' only a kid an’ not old enough
to drive! Tryin' to get our car stopped, thet's what he was
after, the rotter! He’s afraid of usl” _

Jack grinned again. He knew that Slade had made an
effort to stop them running, but apparently nothing had
come of it.

“The officials won't say anything about it now,” Ben
growled from the pit. “It’s too late——" He broke off.

Siade himself was strolling past the pit, dressed ready for
the race. He stopped dead as Fred spotted him; the
lean boy suddenly swung round and exclaimed:

“Didn’t come off, did it, Master Sneaky Slade? Tried
to get 'em to stop Jack from drivin', didn’t you, eh? Well,
he's still goin’ to run, an’ we'll make your Falcon Six look
like & busted salmon tin on pram wheels before we've done
with you!”

Slade glared at him, his thin lips tightening. He had
never forgotten the header he had taken into the oil which
Fred had so carefully put into position for him.'

“If I have any impertinence from you,” he began,
3 1']1_']

“First you bust up our car, then you try.carryin’ tales”
Fred broke in. “Rattlin’ fine sportsman, ain't you! It's
G

“Steady on, Fred—steady!” growled Ben from the pit
behind them; he started scrambling over the pit plank as
he saw Slade bunch hia fists and step towards the boy.

“(Go on, hit me!” grinned Fred. “Hit me, and then T'll
plent another pan of—" He broke off and ducked like

lightning as Slade suddenly lashed out ai him, slipping

aside with o swiftness which sent the man off his balance.
(This Slade merchant seems bent on looking for trouble,
and you can bet your sweet lives he'll find it. Make certain
of reading next week’s grand instalment by ordering your
Gex to-day—and DON'T FORGET THAT FREE GIFT N
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FOOL’S LUCK'!

{Continued from page 22.)
been in a shocking state after plunging into the pool in
Abbotsford Wood. But no doubt he had explained that
circumstance "

“He has explained nothing.”

“Then it is for me to explain, sir,” said the Housemaster.
“D’Arcy dived into a deep and dangerous pool, in.a place
where ne help was possible, in order to save the lile of
auother lad.”

“What? What ¥

“He saved the boy's life, sir,” said Mr. Raillon. “The
bay of whom 1 speak fell into deep water, and he cannot
swin., He was going down like a stone when D'Arcy, most
fortunately, plunged in and saved him.”

“Upon my word !” ejaculated the Head,

He laid down the birch.

There was a buzz in the ranks of the Fourth.

Mr. Lathom blinked at D'Arcy over his spectacles.
Head gazed at him sternly.

“D’Arey, why did you not explain this to" your Form
master when he questioned you?”

“I did, sir,” answered Arthur Augustus innocently. “Mr.,
Lathom inquiahed liow my clobbah had become wet, sir,
and I told him I had jumped into o pond.”

" You did not mention that you had jumped in to save a
drowning person, you ridiculous boy!” exclaimed Mr.
Lathom.

“Bai Jove! I nevah thought of that!” ejaculated Arthur
Augustus. " But, weally, sir, I did not suppose that you
would think I had jumped in for nothit’. YWhy, sir, it
uttahly wuined my clothes!”

The

There was a hint of a giggle among the Fourth. It died
away into deep silence under the Head's glance.
" This—this * is most extraordinary!” said the Head.

“May I ask how you became acquainted with these eireum-
stances, Mr. Railton? I presume there is no doubt on the
subjeet 7

“None, zir. It was my nepliew whose life was saved
by D’Arcy in Abbotsford Wood this afterncon.”

“ Bless my soul I

Theros was a sensation in the Fourth. Even the Head's
presence could not subdue the buzz of amazement and
thrilling interest.

*As I mentioned to you, sir, 1 rode over to Abboisford
this afternoon, to visit my brother, who came there this
morning to stay at the Oak House,” said Myr. Railton,
* Qur nephew should have been there, but he had gone out,
He came in, however, before I left; in a shocking state—
similar, I have no doubt, to the state in which D'Arcy
returned here. I learned from him what had happened.
He seems to have quarrelled and fought with D’Arey in
the wood—in spite of which D'Arcy plunged into the pool
after him, and saved him from drowning. Both the boya
must have been in terrible danger.”

Mr. Railton's voice was unsteady.

“I am aware, sir, that this does not excuse D'Arey’s dis-
sbedience. But in the circumstances——"

“In the circumstances, I shall certainly not administer
a punishment—subject to Mr. Lathom’s approval,” added
the Head, glancing at the master of the Fourth.

“Most certainly, 'sir!” exclaimed Mr. Lathom. “Had I
learned from that utterly absurd boy the cause of his dis-
graceful state, I should certainly never have reported him
to you.”

“The matter is closed,” said the Head majesticelly. *“But
any recurrence of this rebeilious conduet, D’Arcy——"
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“Nothin’ of the kind will evah wecur, sir,” said Arthur
Augustus, “I wealise now that I was in the w'ong, sir,
and I apologise to Mr. Wailton and expwess my deepest
wegwet, I am weally awf'ly sowwy, sir! [ feah that I
have been wathah an ass, sir.”

The lofty niajesty of the Head’s countenance was broken,
for & ‘moment, by something that resembled a smile.

“The Form is dismissed!” he said. 5w

When the Fourth*streamed ‘out’ Blake and Herries and
Digby closed round their noble chum, and marched him
away to Study No. 6. Tom Merry and Munners and
Lowther joined them—greatly relieved to hear of the
unexpected and happy termination of ‘the affair. The
whole House buzzed with the exeitement of it, and the news
that D’Arey of the Fourth had met Mr. Railton's nephew—
the Victor of the famous telegram—and serapped with him,
and saved his life from drowning. Congratulations
peured on Gussy as he walked away with his Iriends; bus
the brow of Arthur Augustus was deeply thoughtful as he
went into Study No. 6.

“There’s such a thing as fool's luek,” remarked Blake.
“No doubt about that al all. Gussy’s got off—="2

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Fancy that chap in the wood being old Railton's
nephew,” said Manners. *The telegram said that Vietor
was in trouble, I remember. He seems to be a chap who
hunts for trouble.”

"It wathah stwuck me, his name bein’ Victor,” remarked
Arthur Augustus. " Bul, of course, I never thought—"

“Do you ever?” asked Dig.

*“If his name had been the same as his uncle’s—his sur-
name, I mean—I vhould have guessed at once that he was
Wailton's nephew.”

“Go hon!” said Blake ineredulously.

Arthur Augustus turned his eyeglass
seriously, upon his comrades.

“You fellows may be surpwised to heah it,” he =aid
slowly. " But I have acted vewy thoughtlessly and wathah
inconsidewately to-day.”

“Fancy Gussy realising that lie has played ihe giddy ox!”
remarked Lowther. '‘That fellow Cleeve must have jolted
up his intellect, punching his head.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Pway don't wot, deah boys! I was quite w'ong in
backin’ up against old Wailton,” confessed Arthur
Augustus. “He was wathah hasty, but a fellow was bound
to taka the wuff with the smooth, you know. I did not
wealise that at the time. Howevah, I have apologised—
and fwom one genbleman to .anothah that iz all that is
wequiahed. The mattah can dwop.”

“Bomething else is going to drop,” said Blake.

“Bai Jove! What is that, Blake?”

“You! Do you think you're going to worry your old
pals, and turn their hair grey, and get away with it!”
demanded Blake. “We let you off because you were bag-
ging a Head’s flogging! That's off now, so—"

“Weally, Blake—"

“Bump him 1"

“Weally, you sillay asses — leggo!”
Augustus, “You wuffians—— Yoooooop!”

Tom Merry & Co. were unanimously of opinion that
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy deserved to be bumped; and they
signified the same in the usual way.

(¥ow look out for the second yarn in this magnificent
series, ¢ntitled: “A RANK OUTSIDER!" which will
appear in next week’s BUMPER FREE GIFT number of
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CAMERA CASE
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PEN
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BASSETT-LOWKE
ENGINES

Seale model . cxpress locos
mnmr‘, L.M.8., L.N.E.R.,
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at speed. A joy for any boy.
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