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GUSSY'S GONE GOOFY ACGAIN!

—

-

Soeciate

HE CAN'T RESIST A PRETTY FACE!

“ Pawwaps you will allow me to see you as fah as the van 7 ' said Arthur Augustus; and, without waiting for a reply,

he accompanied the girl from Blankley’s down the passage.
hit 1 " exclaimed Lowther.

CHAPTER 1.
A Burprise for Gussy !

“ £ USSY!”
G a“ Wlatﬂ 1JI
L1 But 11

“Pway wun -away,
Mewwy. I am wgthah wowwied!”

“Yes, but—"

“Weally, deah boy, I wepeat that I
am wathah wowwied, and I wish you
would wun away !”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, the most
elegant junior in the Fourth Form at
8t. Jim's, looked worried.

He was seated at the table in Study
No. 6 in the Bchool House, with a pen
in his hand, of which he was chewing
the holder occasionally, apparently as
an aid to thought.

A half-written letter lay before him,
and seemingly the Honourable Arthur
Augustus found it difficult to get on with
tha letter.

Thera was ink on his fingers, and there
was 8 smudge on his aristocratic nose,
and several ls!;:mi:.u. on his usually immacu-
late shirt-cuffa

Tee Gex Lmnary.—No. 1,553,

Tom

In his noble brow there was a deep
wrinlle.

Tomn Merry grinned as he looked in
at the study doorway. Arthur Augustus’
noble face was decidedly worried.

But Tom Merry did not run away, as
reguested.

“1 am sowwy o appeah gwuff, deah
boy,” Arthur Augustus explained, “but
I am w'itin' a vewy difficult lettah. Tt
is to my patah, you know.”

“Yes. %ut.—"

“My patah has not been playin’ the
game, I ask you, Tom Alewwy, as a
sensible chap, whethah I am wesponsible
for stocks and shares bein’ so lopsy-

tu g

'l:‘gcrt,ainly not. But—"

* Lherefore, it is uttahly absurd for
atah to tell me that owin’ to his

my
twoubles he canneot accede to my
wepeated wequests for wemittances, It

is weally unjust to wegard my wequests
az wepeated. It is neahly a fortnight
since my governah sent me a fivah.
Now, I have w'itten to him thwee times,

and . nothin' is forthcomin'—nothin’ at
all, I am goin’ to w'ite him a stiff
lettah 1"

The juniors looked at one another and grinned.
** Knocked into a cocked hat ! ** chuckled Manners,

“ Fairly

“Good ! But—"

“How you keep on inicwwupiin’® a
chap, Tom Mewwy! I wm 1n wathah a
diflicult posish. You see, I want to put
it vewy plainly to my patabh. At the
same time, [ wish to avold appwoachin’
anythin' like diswespect. Diswespecl
fwom a chap to his fathah is howwid
bad form.”

“Awful [ said Tom, ‘But——"

“1 want to make it stwong, bul vot
too stwonp, Above all, I wani to make
sure of the fivah, You may be aware
that a new stores has opened in Way-
land, and there are a lot of things there
I wequiah. I am, in fact, goin’ (o
make some vewy expensive purchases,
New, in the eires, 1t is fime for my
governah to send me some extwa fivalis,

not to dock my old allowance. Don't
you think so0?"”

“Of course. DBut——"

S0 T want to word this lettal vewy

carefully, and it hweaks the thwead
of my weflections when a duffah comes
in and intewwupts me. I have persnaded
Blake and Hewwies and Dig to leave
me the study to myself for a bit. Pway
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THE ROMEO OF ST. JIM'S AND HIS LATEST LOVE AFFAIR WILL KEEP YOU IN FITS
OF LAUGHTER THROUCHOUT THIS LIVELY LONC YARN.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

wun away and play, Tom DMewwy.
Excuse me, you know.”

“Tathead 1” roared Tom Merry, “I've
come (o tell you £

“Pway don’t tell me anythin? ab
pwesent, dezh boy. I have to devote all
my attention to this wowwyin' lettah.”

“A parcel’s come for you——"

“ Nevali mind that now.”

“It’s from Blankley's, in Wayland.”

“Yaas; all wight.”

“The porter wants to sce you.”

“Wate 1

“ And wants the money, fathead!”

“0Oh deah, what a feahful bothah [*

“Tho porter’s waiting in the passoge
with the parcel, and won't part with
il without the tin.”

“What a weally wotten portah! Tell
him to go and eot coke 1

“Ha, ha, ba!”

“YWhat are you cacklin' at, Tom

MMewwy ? I uttahly fail to see anythin’
to cackle at. I wegard the portall fwom
Blunkley's as an impertinent fellow. 1Is
hs here?”

“Ha, ha, hal VYes!”

“ Paortah " called out Acthur Aupusinos,
wilhnut rising from his seat or looking
rovad. *“Pway leave that parcel. 1
cannot wowwy with it mow., I wegard
yoi a8 o wowwyin' ass ¥

“1 am sorry, sir,” said a soft voico,

Arihur Avgustus jumped., Lle left his

chair with @ bound, and simply spun

round, . )
Tom Merry was laughing like &
hyena. In the doorway stood the porter

from Blankley's,

But it was not a “he”; it was o
“ghe,” A mrl, in a very pretty uniform,
with a pretty porter's cap on ler
head, stood there, half-smiling at the
astounded Arthur Auvgustus, D’Arcy's
jaw dropped,

“Bai Jove!” he said faintly.

“ILa, ha, hal” roared Tom Merry.

“I'way stop that widiculous cackle,
Tom Mewwy. DPway come in, deah gal
—1I mean miss, Vewy kind of you to
give mo a look in, I am sure.”

The girl extended a large parcel
towards Arthur Augustus, whe blinked

£

b it
“MTwo-and-sixpence to pay, please

L T LT TR TR TR

When Arthur Augusius D’Arcy

starts composing sloppy poetry

and casting sheep's eyes at a

pretty girl, his chums don't need

telling that he's fallen in love
again !

T TE R E R

“Cweat Seott !

“It's the porter from DBlankles’s, you
duffer " shouted Tom Merry.

“Bai Jove! Are—aro you the portah,
miss?” ejuenlated Avthur Augustus.

“¥Yes, sir.”

“Gweat Scott! T was not aware thal

Blankley's  had iy'r.lung ladies for
portahs,® said Arthur Augustus.
“Tt is a new idea of Blankley's. Twao-

and-sixpenee to pay on this parcel, siv."”

“Vewy good. I—I twust you will
excuse my wathah hasty wemark,” said
Arthur Augustus, with a ceimson face.
“f—I thought—I mean I did not know
it was a lady portah, Pway excuse me.”

“(ortainly, sirl Two-and-sixpence
to—"

“Yaas—yaas, certainly!” Arthur
Augustus ran his hands through lis
pockets. The girl from Blankley’s was
emiling, perhaps at Arthur  Auguostus’
cvident confusion, and perhaps at the
inky smudge on his noble nose,  “Lwo-
and-six ! That—that's half-a-cwown, isn't
it? Vewy good. Llere you are!™

Aprthur Augustus took the parcel, and
in his confusion let 1t slip from his
fingers. There was a crash,

“Bai Jove, they're bwoken ! ejacu-
lated Artline Augustus, “ What wotlen

Tug Gex Lispany.—No. 1,553,
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luek! They were a pair of new vasces
for the study m&n.tfclﬁi'cc(‘., you know.”

The girl from Blankley's was helding
out a slip of paper.

“Your receipt, sir.”

“Oh, I scel’

Arthur Augustus took the receipt and
glanced at it. Printed on the slip were
the words “Porter’s signature,” and
followihpb them came the pencilled
name, “D. Fane”

Lvidently D, Fane was the name of
the charming lady porter from
Blankley's. )

“What a pwetty name!” gaid Arthur
Aupgustuas,

“Good-afternoon, sir

“Pway wait a moment!”” Arthur
Angustus had often remarked that he
was an awfully deep fellow, but never
had he been go awfully deep as he was
at this moment. “This is your name—
what 7"

“Vas. The receipt has to be signed
by the porter delivering the goods.”

“VYaas; but ought not the name to
ba signed in full?” asked Arfthur
Atgustus cunmngly,

The girl from Blankley’s locked a
Iittle surprised.

“If you prefer it, certainly, sir!”

“Vias; I should pwefer it.”’

% Very well.”

The porter took the slip and pencilled
‘ Dorothy * over the initial, and
handed it back fo Arthur Augustus.
Then she bade him good-afternoon, and
left the siudy,

Arthur Augustus D’ Arcy gazed at the
glip in his hand like a fellow in a
trance. Tom Merry looked at him with
a chuckle.

“What a weally wippin’ name I'* said
the swell of 8t. Jim's. *I should like
to have a sistab named Deowothy.”

“Go honl”

Ill

“Awfully businesslike people—those

Blankley’s,” said D'Arey. “Wippin’
ideah havin’ gal portahs—what?”

“Tots of firms have,” sald Tom
Merry. “Nothing surprising in that,
15 there

“I wegard it as a wippin' business-
like ideah. It will make their cus-
to:{nn.hs gend them lots more ordahs.”

(3 q "

“1 wathah think that ordahs will go
wollin’ in.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Those vases are bwoken,” said
Arthur Augustus D’Arey, gazing at his
wrecked parcel on the floor, *“I shall
have to ordah new ones, of course.
Bai Jove, I'd bettah w’'ite a postcard
to Blankley’s at once|”

“What about your letter to your
pater?* asked Tom Merry.

“(Oh, that can wait!”

“Isn’t it awiully
grinned Tom Merry.

“Not vewy. I must get that postcard
to Blankley’s w'itten and posted for
the collection. Bai Jove! What has
that ass DBlake donme with the post-
cards I exclaimed Arthur Augustus,
turning the study desk out hastily. “I
shall lose the collection, the silly ass!
Oh deah! Where is there a postcard?
Ilave you got a postcard about you,
Tom Mewwy 1"

But Tom Merry did not reply.  He
limped away, doubled up with merri-
ment. He left Arthur Augustus wildly
searching the study for a posteard,
upen which ta indite Ius new order
for Blankley’s.

Apparently he found one, for five
minutes later he was' seen careering
across the guadrangle to the letter-box,
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important "'

‘prise.

and he breathed a deep sigh of relief

‘when he found that he had caught the

collection.

CHAPTER 2.
Drastic Measures !

LAKE. Herries, and Dighy tame
into Study No. 6, ruddy from
footer practice, They. were
hungry, too—hungry as hunters.

They looked expressively at the table,
As their noble studymate had been

indoors, there was ne reason whatever

why he shouldn't have had tea ready.
But there was no sign of tea in the
study.

Arthur Augustus was seated at the
table, chewing the handle of his pen.
He did not even secm to see his chums
enter, to hear them,

There was a far-away expression on
his face, and his eyes had a very
dreamy look. Blake woke him up, so
to speak, with a tremendous thump on
the shoulder.

“Yowooh !” roared Arthur Augustus,
“You uttah ass! Wow 7

“You shouldn’t go to sleep writing a
letter,” said Blake chidingly. c-
sides, it’s high time you finished that
letter to your pater.’

“I am not w'itin’ to my patah, you
fathead 1” said Arthur Augustus, rub-
bing his shoulder.

*“Finished it?1”

“No. I have forgatien all about it.”’

“Torgoiten 1t!"” said Blake, in sur-
“What sbout the fiver? ¥on
were going to serew a fiver out of him
with that letter?®

“QOh, wats!”

“The study’s short of funds” said

TR UL IR

PACKED WITH THE BEST
SCHOOL STORIES THE—

“HOLIDAY ANNUAL.”
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Blake seriously. “It's time Lord East-
wood played up, you know. Tt isn't
playing the game to leave this study
in the lurch. But what the dickens
wera you mooning over, if it’s not the
lettor. to your pater i’

“(Oh, wats!” .

Blake glanced at the sheet of impot
paper Arthur Augustus had been scrib-
bling upon. His eyes grew round with
astonishment as he read:

“Like fairy dew upon the grasses,
Her foct are lightsome as she passes;
Her voice is like the mellow tone
Of sweetest flutes by fairies blown !”
Jack Blake stared at that poetical

effort blankly. Arthur Augustus left

off rubbing his shoulder, made a

sudden jump to the table, and caught

up the paper. His face was crimson.
“What the merry thunder does this
mean 1’ ejaculated Blake.
“Weally, Blake—"
“Is that about Cousin Ethel 7"
“Certainly not 1
“0Or Mary, the housemaid *?
“You uttah ass!”
“What was it?” asked Herries, who

had not seen the lines. .

“ Poctry,” said Blake, *“Gussy’s per-
pefrating poetry. It goes like this’

“Dwy up, Blakel”’

“Rats!| Why shouldn’t Herries and

Dig hear it? You can’t have too much

THE GEM LIBRARY

of & good thing,” said Blake. “It
goes like this, as near as I remember:

“fLike hammers wsed by black-
smith's men,

Her feet are number nine or tenj

Her voice is like the squeaky tone

Of some old wheezy gramophonel’ ”

ghouted Arthur
“You have got it

“You uttah ass?”
Augustus wrathfully.
all wong 1”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“1 wegard you as a wotten houndalr,
Blake! Bome jokes are in vewy  bad
taste. That wotten joke is in vewy bad
taste indeed !

“@Go hon! What ahout tea?” asked
Blake, gquite uncrushed.

“I don't want any tea.”™

“Well, I do.” said Blake cheerfully.
“What is there in the cupboard, Dig?
Haven't jou done the shopping,
Gussy 17

“1 forgot all about the shoppin’.”

“Off your rocker 7’ asked Dig.

“Pway don't bs widiculous, Dig! I
wefuse to answah absurd questionse I
wefuse, in fact, to continue this discush
with you duffahs at all t”

Arthur Augustus walked out of the
study with his nose high in the air,

His chums looked at one another in
astonishment.

“What on earth’s the matter with
him 1" asked Herries,

Blake shook ‘his head.

“ Blessed if I know, unless lie's fallen
in love again!”

“Ha, ha, hal” _

“Lemme sea; it's a whole term since
he was in love last time,” said Blake
thoughtfully. “I _suppose it's due
apgain. So near as I renmiember, Cousin
Ethel was the first; then there was the
Ilead's niece, then the vicar's daughter,
then thé girl in the tobacconist’s, and I
think one or twe others that I've for-
gotten. I believe he generally breaks
into poetry when he's. in love. It's the
usual thing, you know. But who tha
deuce can it be this time?”

“Give it up!” yawned Herries
“Let’s have tea.”
Study No. 6 had tea, but Arthur

Augustus did not return.  Apparently
he was “off his fead.” DBut ﬁ?ﬂkﬂ re-
marked that he had been just like that
last time. It was nothing new.

After tea the chums of Study No. 6
went to look  for  Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy. They did not find him in the
Ephooi House, and they inguired for

im.

The Terrible Three of the Shell=Tom
Merry, Manners, and Lowther—were
chuckling together in the doorway, ap-
parently over some good joke, and
Blake & Co, bore down on them.

“Been Gussy 7" he asked.

“Ha, ha, ha !”

“Well, what's the cackle about?” de-
manded Blake.

“0Oh, we've seent him !* grinned Monty
Lowther. “He's walking under the
elms now, with a far-away lock in his

eyes. I recommend a strait-jacket.”
“8o yowve noticed it,” grinned
Blake.

“What-ho !” sald Tom Merry, with a
chuckle. “I was there when it hap-
pened. Love at first sight, yon know,
same ag they do in novels and the news-
paper serials.”

“Love at first sight 1" said Blake, It
can't be Miss Marie, then; he's seen her
lots of times. It can't be the new coolk,
surely 77

“Ia, ha, hal No.
Blankley’s.”

“The which1”

Ii’s the girl from



EVERY WEDNESDAY

|

i
i

# Pway leave that parcel, portah Iy
wegard you as & wowwyin' aes !’

and spun round.

“They have women porters at Blank-
ley’s now, and they come to deliver the
goods I chuckled Tom. *You should
have seen Cussy—fairly  floored:
knocked all in & heap. You should
have heard him finding out her name;
he was as deep ns a well, And he's
sent off another order to Blankley's. so
that the charmer will come again fo-
morrow.”

“0Oh, my hat!” said Dig.

“This has got to be stopped,” said
Blake resolutely. “Why, our study will
be chipped no end, with Gussy playing
the giddy ox like. this. Come on, you
chaps, and we'll talk to him straight.”

Blake, Herries, and Digby marched
out into the quadrangle, leaving the
Terrible Three grinning.

They found Arthur Augustus pacing
to and fro in & solitary spot undl;r the
old elms. His lips were moving, as if
he were murmuring to himself. Every
now and then he paused and gazed up
at the sky.

Blake brought him down to earth
again wiith a slap on the back which
elicited a wild yell from the swell of 5t.
Jim's.

“Ow! You wuff ass! Ow!”

Blake shook his forefinger at him.

“You've got to 'chuck it, Gussy!” he
gaid severely.

said Arthur Augustus,
st} am sorry, Bir,’’ said a

solt voios.

“ (Chuck what, you duffah?”

“You've been mashed before, and
we've borne with it,”” said Blake. “But
there’s a limit. We're not going to
allow you to trifle with the affections of
that girl from Blankley's.”

“(Certninly not!” said Dig solemnly.
“I'm-surprised at you, Gussy! Talk
about Lothario t”

“Wae shall forbid the banns!” added
Hevries.

Arthur Augustus turned crimson.

“T wefuse to listen to your wibald
wemarks [ he said hatly. “Pway mind
yvour own bisney !"

“This is our bisney,” said Blake
warmly, *We're not going to have a

ay dog breaking hearts in our study.

Fo're going to cure you before it goes
too far. Love is like a cold in the head;
it can be cured if ‘taken in hand in
time. What you need is plenty of exer-
cize. Mooning under the treea 13 the
very worst thing for it—only makes it
worse. Come on!”

“1 wefuse to come on.

me !’
“A good sprint round the quad i3
what you need. Take his other arm,
Herries,” said Blake, gripping Arthur
Augustus by one arm,

“What-ho |” said Herries, possessing
himnzelf of Gussy's other arm.

Pway leave

without turning round.
Arthur Augustus left his chalr with a bound

It was a pretty girl he had epoken tol

1 | gannot wowwy with It now. 1

“ Welease me, you wottahs " shrieked
Arthur Augustus.

“You come behind, Dig. When he
lags, help him with your %oot."

“Certainly !” said Dig. “I'll do any-
thing to help Gussy out of a scrape like
this. It's for your own:good, Gussy."

“I insist upon bein’ weleased!
shrieked Arthur Augustus, struggling in
the grasp of his over-zealous chums.

“Not till you have fallen out of love
again,” said Blake firmly, * This way !"

Y0, you wottahs—ow 1"

Arthur Augustus simply had to go.
Struggling vainly, he was rushed off in
the grasp of his chums. Digby, bring-
ing up the rear, nobly did his part, let-
ting out with s heavy boot whenever
the swell of St. Jim's attempted to slow
down.

“Ow—ow! You wottahsl Gwoogh!
Oh deah 1"
Right round the wide guadrangle

went the chums of ‘Study No. 6 at &
great speed. As they completed the
circuit of the quad, Blake paused.
“Cured ?” he panted.
“Wow! You wottah! Wow!"
“Come on, then!”
“I wefuse—yow-ow !”
Round the guad they went again,
running hard, Loud yells. of laughter
Tue CGex LisraRY.—NoO. 1,553
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greeted them on all sides, The sight
of Arthur Augustus strugglhing and
wriggling in the grasp of Blake and
Herries, while Digby helped him from
behind, seemed to strike the St. Jim's
fellows as funny.

As they passed the door of the School
House a second time, Arthur Augustus
made a terrific effort, and wrenched
himself away, and bolted into the
House like a rabbit into a burrow.

“After him1” shrieked Blake.

The trio rushed in pursuit.

Arthur Augustus bolted up the stairs.
He rushed mto Talbot of the Shell,
who was coming down, and floored
him; he collided with Levison of the
Fourth on the landing, and sent him
spinning.

In the Fourth Form passage he can-
noned into Reilly and- Kerruish, who
were coming away from the study, and
they crashed into the wall.  Arthur
Auvgustus did not heed. He did nof
even pause to ask whether they were
hurt.  Perhaps he knew they were.
He hbolted on to Study No. 6, rushed
in, and slammed the door and baolted it

Then he sank into the armchair,
gasping.

A few seconds: later Blake, Herries,
and Dighy were hammering at the
door. They wera joined there by Levi-
son, Kerruish, and Reilly, breathing
Vengeinca.

“My hat, he's locked the door!”
ghouted Blake, exasperated. “ Gussy,
Gussy | Fathead! OUpen the door!”

“(Go and eat coke, you wottah!”

“8ure, I'll pulverise yo!” yelled
Reilly. “Open the door, ye spalpeen!”

“Wata |

Bang, bang, bang, bang!

But the dpor did not open. The voice
of Kildare of the Sixth came shouting
up the stairs:

“Btop that row, you young rascals!
Do you want me to ecome up there with
a cans?”

The attack on Study No. 6 ceased.
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was left in
peace at last

About an hour later, Blake, Herries,
and Dig looked into Tom Merry's
study, where the Terrible Three were
at work on their preparation.

“Room for little us?” asked Blake.
“Can you lend us some books, and let
ns do gur prep here? We're shuf out
of our study.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Tt isn't a laughing matter,” growled

Blake. *“That howling ass Gussy won't
let us in. We've promised to scelp
him. Ie won't open the door. We're

homeless."”

The Terrible Three chuckled, and
made room for the homeless Fourth
Formers.

When prep was over, Blake & Co.
visited Study No. 6 again. The door
was still locked. They breathed dire
threats throngh the keyhole, and re-
tired. But it was not till bed-time that
1-‘\ rthur Augustus came forth from his
air.

—

CHAPTER 8.
Hard Hii!
ALLQ! Wherefore this thus-

14

H ness 1

Menty Lowther asked the

) question

Tt was fhe following day. and lessons
heing over, the juniors were thinking
of footer ‘practice. The Terrible Three
had called in ot Study No. 6 for Blake
&

Stm;l]r No. 6 were all at home,
Tue Gex Lisriey.—XNo. 1,554,

« That hole will keep the cat’s
mind off the goldfish | **

Half-a-erown has been awarded
to C. Ralph, The Dawn, Little Bur=
stead, near Billericay, Essex.

And they were all talking at once.
Their voices could be heard at o con-
siderable distance wmlong tha Tourth
Form passage. .

Blake was looking wrathy, Ilerries
and Dig appeared decidedly exasper-

ated, Arthur Augustus wore an ex-
pression  of lofty indignation and
scorn. There appeared to be a rift

in the lute in Study No, 6.

Tom Merry waved hiz hand gently
to the mutually exasperated IFourth
Formers. .

“ Peace, my infants,” he said chidingly.

“Let doga delight to bark and bite,”
said Manners seriously. “As you are
probably aware, it is- their nature to.
Let beara and lions—"

“(h, cheese it!'" said DBlale.

“Growl and fight,” resumed Manners
calmly. “They've nothing else to do.
Dut fags like you should never let your
angry passions rise——"

“Dry up, fathead!”

“Your littlo fists wers never meant
to black each. other's eyes,” concluded
Manners,

“Weally, Mannahs—"

“ Resides, how can you be waxy when
you are permitted to behold the great
Augustus in all his glory,” said Monty
Lowiher, looking with great admiration
at the swell of the Fourth, who was
simply rvesplendent. ‘Bolomon in all
his gﬁ;ry was mever arrayed so nuttily
as this.”

“Ha, ha, ha!l” .

Arthur Aupustus was indeed a thing
of beauty and a joy for ever. Never had
his shirteufls been so spotless, his tie
so elegantly tied, his trousers so beauti-
fully creased. He presented a picture
that was almost dazzling'to the eye,

Curiously enough it was that dazzling
aspect of the swell of Bt. Jim’s that
excrcised so irritating an efféck upon
his studymates,

“Look at the ass!' exelaimed ' the
exasperated Blake: “"Ile's. got his best
Iib and tucker on. Imstead of econung
down to the footer—— Look at him!”

“] have no time for footal this
aftalinoon, Blake.”

“Cousin  Ethel eomingi” asked
Lowther innacently,

“Cousin Kthel is  not  comin’,

Lowthah.” - .
““Then why this glorious thusness?”
“T pwesume that there is no harm

in & fellow makin’ himself look de-
cent 7" said Arthur Augustus, with
dignity. “As a mattah of fact, I am

keepin’ up the weputation of the study
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by dwessin’ decently. These thwee
wagged wobing——"
“These what?"” ejaculated Herries.
“Weggad wobins,” said DArcy.
“The knees of your twousahs, Hewwies,
bag fwightfully. Dig's jacket looks

as if it had been used for cleanin’ a

blackboard, Leook at Blake's necktie—
just as if he had been twyin’ to hang
himself, and was stopped only just in
time.”
. “Why, you—you—you—->" stuttered
Blake.

“One weil-dwessed fellow  makes a
study look wespectable,”” anid Arthur

CAugustus.

“1e's got on his best bib and tucker
beeanse he's in love I” roared Blake.
“Ile’s doing it again.™

“Doing it again I’* azsented Dig.

“He's always doing it!”" hooted
Horries,

“Weally, you wottahs—-"=

W before,

i

Wae've stood it time and
again, and we'vre fed up ¥  continued
Blake, "My idea is that Guszy has
fallen in love quite enough, and that he
ought to give 1t a rest—alt least till the
end of tho football season.”

“You uttah .ass!’ gasped Arthur
Augustus, growing erimson to the tips
of hiz ears, “1 wefiise to allow you to
makeo such wibald jokes, Blake.”

“T'm not joking, I'm fed up. It's the
girl from Blankley's " growled Blake.
“Gussy's been sending more orders, Hé's
ot dodgo- of sending orders every
ay, eo that he can interview the
(_r}m,fme'r regularly. We're not standing

“Tla, ha, hal"

*1f you Shell bounders have come hero
to cackle—"

“Wa have !” roared Tom Merry. * Ha,
ha, ha 1*

“And if he doesn’t chuck it, we're
going to rag him,’” said Blake. " We're
not going to have him getting engaged-~—
and perhaps marriéd——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You feahful duffah—" )

“It's jolly nearly as bad as taking te
drink,”” pursued the indignant Blake.
“He can’t expéct the study to stand
it! It's too thick!”

“If you are askin' for a feahful
{hwashin’, Blake——"

“You get into your foothall clobber
at onee, or you will hear something
drop 1" shid Blake.

“I wefnse to do anything of the sort
I have no time for footah now.”

“Do you know there's the Rookwood
match soon "

“] have no time to play
Wookwood match.”

“Hark at him1? said Blake, with
breathless wrath. * Probably plannin
an elopement already—a midnight holt
in one of old Blankley’s vans—""

“Ha, ha, ha [

“You wibald ass!” shrieked Arthar
Augustus, brandishing his  knuckles
under his chum’s nose, “If you uttah
another word on that subjedt >

“ Tweo-and-sixpence to pay, please!™

The swell of 2t Jim's lowered his fis
suddenly. The juniors all spun round
towards the door. A graceful figure
stood there. A parcel was held out, and
the girl from Blankley's smiled demurely
over it

Certainly the girl from Blankley’s
looked very charming, Arthur Augustus
might be excused if his inflammable
heart had been touched once more. His
face-was as red as o peony ‘4s he looked
at Miss Dorothy.

“Yaas !’ he stammered. )

He gave his chums an expressive look.
But they did not scem to understand it.
They showed no sign of clearing off.
They stood their ground and locked on.

in the
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Arthur Augustus took the parcel and
fumbled in his pockets.

He had intended to have guile o

leasnnt little chat with the girl from

lankley’s. But in the presence of six
grinning juniors the: pleasant little chat
did not seem feasible.

Arthur Augustus found a half-crown
and handed 1t over, and the girl from
Blankley’s gave him a receipt.

“ Good-day, sir”

“] suppose your van is waitin’,
miss?” ventured Arthur Augustus.

“Yeos, sir.’”’

“TPewwaps you will allow me to see
you as fah as the van. The—the stairs
are wathah dangewous,” stammered
Arthur Augustus.

And, without waiting for a reply, he
sccompanied the girl from Blankley's
down the passage.

The juniors in the passage looked at
one nnother expressively.

“Fairly hit " grinned Monty Lowther.

“Kpocked into & cocked hat!”
chuckled Mannera.

Blake breathed hard through his nose.

“And he's going to chuck up footer to
fn mashing 1" he said wrathfully. * Well,
'm fed up! He's going to be stopped.
Wait till he comes in!”

But it was a long time before Arthur
Augustus came in. It seemed to take a
considerable time to see the girl from
Blankley's to her van.

The juniors went downstairs at last,
and they were just in time to see Arthur
Augustus go into the prefects’-room.
In that room was a telephone, which the
juniora were sometimes allowed to use.

“ Phoning, by gum "' said Blake.

The juniors looked into the prefects'
room, Arfhur Augustus was at the
telephone, and he was speaking into the
transmitter.

“Js that Blankley's? Vewy good!
Pleass send me somethin’ to-mowwow,
Yaas, I Arcy, School House, St. Jim's,
What? Oh, yaas! Anything will do—
I mean, eend me a box of chocolates
Vawious pwices? Oh, yaas—ten-and-six,
yans, ten-and-six will do.  The aftah-
noon delivewy—vaas. Thanks! "

Arthur Augustus hung up the receiver.
He turned from the telephonc to find his
chums glaring at him.

“Bo vou've sent another
Blankley'=?" yolled Blake.

i Xrn-nsla’!

“Ten-and-six for a box of chocolates [
howled Digby. “Are you rolling in
money? Has that fiver come?”

“The fivah has not come, Dig.”

“How are yvou going to pay for the
chocolates, then?? hooted Blake.

order fto

“Rai Jove! I nevah thought of
that.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Terrible
Three.

“Weally, you fellows—"

“Oh, scrag him ' said Blake,

Fortunately for Arvthur Augustus,
Kildare and Darrell strolled into the
prefects’-room  just  then, Kildare
glanced at the juniors.

“You young rascals—ragging here
he exclaimed. “De off 7

Arthur  Augustus  walked off in
gecurity. Tven then he did not change
for footer. He eluded his exasperated
chums, and sauntered away by himeself.

When he was seen later, he was
strolling aimlessly under the elms,
occasionally glancing up at the sky,
with & smile on his face which DBlake
deseribed as idiotic,

It was clear that the swell of 3t
Jim’s was hard hit. It was cqually
clear—to Blake & Co., nt least—that
drastic measures were required. Study
No. 6—with the hearly co-operation of
the Terrible Three—were preparcd to
apply the necessary drastic measures.

p
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HEBERT SKIM POLE.
APPROACH with solemn tread and

aie
This youth of erudition,

Whe counts Determinism more
Than scholarly precision.

And woe betide you if you deem
To chat with one so clever |

For Skimmy. like the poet's stream,
Goes gurgling on for ever.

He reads the work of thal great swol,
Professor Balmycrumpet ;

And though his hearers like it not,
They simply have fo lump it |

The reader's flushed and fevered face
Inspires them with a passion

To hurl him straightway into space
In " neck or nothing " fashion !

When moved with a delightful dream
To manage England's masses,

His earnest eyes begin fo gleam
And glow behind his glasses.

He swiftly summons all St Jim's
To bow before his presence,

That he may tell them of his whims
And gain their acquiescence.

The rowdy souls who thirst for fun
Attend with solemn faces,

And silence reigns as, one by one,
They pass into their places.

But close inspection would reveal
The object of their mission,

For putrid eggs and orange-peel
Are borne as ammunition [

* My heart is moved,"" the speaker cries,
* To see you here before me.
I trust that nothing may arise
To make the meeting stormy."”
A fusillade of ancient fruit
Then checks his brief oration ;
And into space doth Skimmy shoot
'Mid yells of exultation.

The battered politician crawls,

In search of lint and lotions ;
But, lo [ no shirmishes or squalls
Can crush his curious notions.
He next befriends the unemployed,
And many hardened sinners
To Shimmy's study are decoyed

To eat delicious dinners.

Then bow before this brainy boy,
Far wiser than the sages—

A never-failing source of joy
Through this and fulure ages ;
Whe renders us convulsed with mirth

Until our eyes are tearful,
And makes us feel that all on earth
Is sunny, bright and cheerful.

Noxt Week: ERNEST LEVISON. |
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CHAPTER 4.
Trial by Jury !

TIAT cvening it might have been
scen, as a novelist would say,

that there was something “on ?
1 the School House.

Arthur Augustus did not think of ob-
sepving it. His thoughts were elsewhere.
He was strolling in the quadrangle,
looking up at the moon, with a reckless
dizregard for “prep’” that was certain
to get him inte trouble with his Form-
master in the morning.

But what did Arthur Augustus care
just then for prep or Torm-masters?
Prep and Form-masters had vanished
from his mind, which was filled with
thoughts of sweeter things.

But although Arthur Augustus never
thought of observing it, a great deal was
going on in the School House, There
was whispering and chuckling among
the juniors.

Blake, Horries, and Dighy, and Tom
Merry, Manners, and Lowther were
the leading spirits. But Kangaroo,
Dane, and Glyn of the Shell, and
Reilly, Julian, and Kerruich of the
Fourth, joined the number of whis-
perers and chucklers. And then Figgins
& Co. came over from the New House.

Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn seemed to
enter into the plot, whatever it was,
with great keenness. Whispering and
chuckling went on at a great rate.

After a time the juniors might have
beon secn making their way towards the
woodshed, and collecting there. Then
Blake & Co. went to look for Arthur
Augustus.

They found him under the elms. He
was gozing al the moon, and the idiotic
smile, as Blake deseribed it, was still
upon his face. Doubtless, the vision of
the girl from Blankley's was floating
before his mind.

Blake touched his elegant chum on
the shoulder. Arthur Augunstus came
suddenly back to ecarth, and blinked at
Lim,

“Come on 1" said Blake.

“Tt is not bed-time yet, Blake.”

“Come on 1"

““As for pwep, I am leavin' it for this
cvenin'.”

“Come on!?

“1 do not want any suppah,”

“(lome on ! roared Blake.

“Wats! I wefuse to do anythin’ of
the sort.”

“Collar him !

Blake took one of Gussy’s arms and
Herries  tool  the other. Arthur
Augustus, in anticipation of beings
dribbled round the quad agsin, strug-
elod vialently.

“Will you welease me, vou wottahs?
I—yow !”

The Tourth Formers marched him
off, still strugeling.  Arthur Augustus
was marched away to the woodshed, and
forced into it. DBlake and Herries
entered with him, still holding his arms.
Dig followed them in and closed the
door.

Arthur Augustus stared round him in
astonishment.

The woodshed was erowded.

Two or three bike lamps shed their
light upen the scene. It was a striking
SCCIC, .

Upon n chair, perched upon a high
benel, Tom Merry sat, and for some
mysterious reason he had o large wig
on his liead, the property of the Junior
Dramatic Society. Manners, nlso wenr-
ing a large wig, was scated by the
bench.

Before them, on several benches and
hoxes, thore were twelve juniors, sitting
in a row—Figging, Kerr, Wynuy,
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Redfern, Julian, Kerruish, Reilly,
Noble, Dane, Glyn, Talbot, and Gore.
Monty Lowther had a separate seat, and
he also'had a large wig on. Opposite
him was_another chair, with a wig
lying on it. Blake took the chair, and
put the wig on his Lead.

Dighy and Herries picked up cricket
stumps and stood guard over Arthur
Augustus,

The swell of St. Jim’s surveyed the
extraordinary scene in amazement,

Some of the juniors were smiling, but
others wers locking very solemn. Tom
Merry, perched above the heads of all
present, wore an expression of owl-like
gravity.

. Arthur Augustus blinked at them and
tammed his eyeglass into his eye, and
blinked again,

“You uttah asses—" e began.

“Qilence in court!” said Manners, in
& deep, booming voice,

- Manners, apparently, was clerk of the
court. . Arthur Augustus realised that
he was in a court of law.

"I wegard this as an outwage, yonm
duffahs |”

“If the prisoner persisis in speaking
out of ordér, he wifl be committed for
contempt of court!” =aid Tom Merry,
from his perch on the elevated chair.

Arthur Augustus recognised the fact
that the captain of the Shell was a
judge.

“Weally, Tom Mewwy——"

“Order!” said Manners.

“1 wefuse to wemain here!"”

Arthur Augustus made s break for
the door. Herries and Dighy collared
him at once. Herries and Dig, it was
plain, wers warders.

“Welease me, you woltahs |7 shrieked
Arthur Augusius. I wefuse to take
any part in ihese widiculous pwoceed-
ings.’

A If the prisoner is violent he must be
put in irons,” said the judge. “Warders,
do your duty!” . .

“Yes, yvour lordship !” said Dighy.

Clank, clank, clank! .

The irons were produced—an ancient
and heavy set of disused fireirons, suffer-
ing considerably from rust. Herries and
Digby yanked Arthur Augustus’ hands

together, looped & cord aver them, and
knotted it, and tied on the clanking
fireirons.

“¥ou uttah wottahs!” said Arthur
Augustus, in & voice of anguish. “ You
are wubbin® wust on my twousahs!”

“@rder I" boomed Manners,

“Oh deah! Ok cwumbs!™”

With an ancient snd heavy poker,
chovel, and teongs dangling from s
wrists, the prisoner at the bar was quite
helpless. He sat down on a box, his irons
clanking away merrily, and glared.

“Clerk of the court!” said Judge

Morry.

" ﬁﬂ, your washup,” said Manners.

‘‘Head out the charge!”

“I pwotest—" .

“*Bilence in eourt while the clerk reads
out tho charge!”

“0Oh, wats!”?

Mannera unfolded a sheet of impot
paper and proceeded teo read out the
charge, The court listened in respectful
silence, and the anly :inter!'u]};t-ious were
the indignant smorts from the' prisoner
et the har.

“Whereas the prisoner, Arihur
-Aungustus * Adelphus Gustavus D'Arey,

of that illk, is charged with playing the
giddy ox, and giving up footer for the

nefarious purpose of mashing girls from
Blankley's, and whereas it is congidered
that it is unpatriotic to fall in love
and whereas the friends of the said
Arthur Gustavus arve fed ull': swith
his fatheadedness genervally, the said
Arthur Augustus 1s herebhy brought
before the High Courk of the Woodshed,
to be tried by twelve good men anc
true, according to the Statute, Vie, 1,
‘ap. 11, Art. 111, Div. IV., Part V.,
Ag}pendix VI."

"Wats !

“ And if the prisoner shall be found
uilty,” went on the learned clerk, " he
shall’ be sentenced to be ragged bald-
headed, and displayed before the girl
from Blankley’s 1n a disreputable state,
according to the Act far the Defence of
Btudy No. 6.7

“Yon uttah ass!”

“ Prisoner at the bar—'

“Wats1” . :

4 Yon will now be tried by jury,” said

ﬂilllllllillllllillllllHIIIIIHIIllﬂlIIIINIIHIIIIIItllllIII!I!!IIIIHIIIIIIIIIllIIHIIIIIIlIIIIIHIIIIIIIIHIIIIHIIIIIIHIIIFIIIIIIIIIIIIB
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a python's taill  You'll find
the full TRUE story of this
amazing incident in  The
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You live every thrilling minute
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fearless men.  Besides its
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trations and two méagnificent
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f}ie clerk of the court, with dignity,
and an% contempt of court .wﬁl ba
punished by a rap on the napper with a
arvicket stump.”
“Fathead! Yawoooh!” roared
Arthur Au%usi.us, as & stump rapped
upon his noble head. The warders were

doing their duty. " Hewwies, you
wottah ! Dig, you beast—"
“Bilence !” . thundered the judge.

“Counsel for the prosecution, pile in—I
mean, get on with the washing 1

Jack Blake jumped up. Arthure
Augustus rubbed his head and glared,
and the counsel for the prosecution got
on with the washing.

e

CHAPTER 5.
Found Guilly!
L ENTLEMEN—"

“ Hear, Liear "

“8ilence in  egurt!”  said

Manners, “Jurymen don’t

clheer, you asses! Jurymen have to shut
up and do as the judge tells them 1”

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

“Gentlemen of the jury,” said Blake,
‘“in. all my career at the bar I have sel-
dom come upeon so heinous a case as this,
Gentlemen, I beg you te look at the
prisoner. t.[ beg you to note his sinister
and slinking aspect—"

“Weally, Blake—="

“ His shifty eyes, his nefarious manner
of concealing himsclf hehind an eyeglass,
and his hangdog look generally. Gen-
tlemen, tha ch .gainst this person is
of the niost serious character. all
call witnesses to prove my statement.
At a time whenh the football season is
fairly in swing, the li’riscmer. at the bar
has deserted the playing fields, and
ceased to urge the flying ball, and for
what? Centlemén, I repeat, for what?
To order articles from a large stores in
Wayland—articles for which he has no
use—in order that they may be delivercd
by a young lady porter.”

“Dwy up, you beast !

£ 13

“Yawaoooh! Oh, my  nappahl
Gwoogh1”

“Instead of attending feoter practice,
the prisoner at the bar dresses himself
in s Sunday clothes, and hangs sbout
like & slackér, waiting for the girl from
Blankley’s to arrive with a parcel.
Puring the intervala between the de-
liverios from Blankley’s, the prisoner is
absentminded, irritnbie, capricious,
negleetful of his old pals, and a worry
gencrally. Gentlemen, if the rules of the
court a.iluw me to call the prisoner’s
racord as evidence, T may say that this
is by no means the first offence.”

Monty Lowiher, counsel for the de-
fence, jumped up.

“The prisoner’s
called as evidence,” he said.
to his washup.”

The judge nodded solemnly.

“(Conmsel for the prosecution is called
to order,” he said; .

“1 how to your lordship’s decision,”
zaid Blake meeckly. * Gentlemen of the
jury, I have stated my case, I call for
a sentence of guilty upon the prisoner at
the bar. I_re% upan your verdiet, gen-
{lemen, upon the well-known good sensa
and honest judgment which hag made
the liltl'}' system the glory of the civilised
world

Blake zat down.

“ Lemme see, what's next i asked the
jndge.

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“@io it, Manners 1" came a voice from
the jury. The elerk of the court nlways
has to tell the judge what to da, you
know.™ ‘

“ Guilty
judge.

record cannot be
“I appeal

or not guilly 7’ said the
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“That onght to have come first,” said
TFiggins, with a chuckle.

. “Bilence in court!” thundered tho
]L{.dgj. “_I.'I.’risoner ab t_Ilu- ?l.:fu‘. do Fou
plead guillty er nob guilty

“Wats | I

“ As the prisoner refuses to plead, the
fria]l will proceed,” said the judge.
“And if the jury keep on eackling, 1
shall ordor the court to be cleared.”

“Will you welease me, Yyou
asses "

Rap!

“Wow-wow-wow "'

Counsel for the defence got on his feet,

“Gentlemen of the jury, vou have
listened to the eloquent speech of my
learned ‘brother., Gentlemen, T am here
to defend the prizoner at the bar. I am
here to say what little can be said in hia
favour.”

“Go it, Monty 1"

“Gentlemen, it must be admitted that
the prisoner at the bar has played the
giddy ox. But is there no excuse for
him? It must be remembered, gentle-
men, that the prisoner belongs to an
ancient and aristocratic family, and con-
sequently cannot be expected to possess
the ordinary allowance of brains. As
the prisoner will, in due course, take his
seat in the House of Lords, brains are
not in the least essential to him, and
would, indeed, be out of place, in the
circumstances, I submit that if the
prisoner - has acted like a howling ass
and a burbling duffer, it is no more
than should be expected of a scion of one
of our oldest families.”

“Weally, Lowthal——"

“The defence, thercfore, is that the
prisoner, not being in possession of the
full faculties of an orfinary person, is
not responsible for his actions, and must
he discharged on the grounds of hopeless
idiocy, or else be detained during his
Alajesty’s pleasure,”

“Ha, ha, hai"

“You uttah wottah—-"

Clrack !

“ Yooooooooo 1"

“Genflemen of the jury "—it was the
judge this time—*you have heard the
speeches of the learned counsel for the
proseeution and the defence. You will
now kindly find the prisoner guilty.”

“Here, hold on 1" exclaimed the fore-
man of the jury, Figgins of the Fourth.
“Wa seitle that for oursclves, don'l
we "

The judge Frowned.

“Clertainly not! - Jurices have to do as
tliey're told.” )

“Then what the merry dickens is the

silly

use of a jury at allf” demanded
Figginas.
“None whatever, It's an ancient

custom, that’s all, which has survived
for some reason not explained.”

“Ha, ha, hat"

“Took here, we're jolly well going
to find our verdict ouwrselves!” gaid
Figgins. “Now, you chape, guilty or
not guilty 7'

“Guilty 1 chorused the jury.

“Toald on ! said Talbot of the Shell,
laughing.  “You haven't called any
witnesses, "

“My hat!” said the clerk of the
court. “ Never mind. it’s too late for
witnesses now.
Lied-time.”

“Guilty I shouted the jury.

“Ape you unanimous in  this ver
dict 7" asked the judge.

“Yes, rathev!”

“(iood egg! Prisoner at the bar,

have vou anything fo say why sentence
should not be passed on you, according
to law "

“1 wemard you as a silly ass, Tom
Mewwy ¥

:

-

2 e

““look hers, I'm fed-up with
answering the door! You're the
third caller this month ! ¥’

Half-a~crown has bean awarded
to Q. Ford, Oaklands, Ashley Cres-
cent, Heyworth, Notta.

Besides, it’s jolly near

“That is not evidence. THave you
anything—""

“0h, wats!"

“Very well.  Prisoner at the bar,
after n fair (rial before twelve of your
fellow-countrymen, in the high court
of the woodshed, you have been found
guiléy of this serions charge. You are
guilty of neglecting footer, and of
casting sheep’s eyes at the girl from
Blankley's.”

“You impertinent beast 7

Crazli;

“0Oh, wow! You beast, Dig! Oh,
oh—ow 1V

“Qontence will now be passed. Un-

less vou, here and now, give your selemn
promise to fall out of love immediately,
and en the spot, and have no furthey
dealings with Blankley's, you will be
bumped on the fAoor of the high court
of the woodshed.”

“You wuflian "

“ And to-morrow, when the girl from
Blankley's arrives, vou will be dis-
played before her eyes in a disreput-
able state, which would shock any givl
from Blankley's. Take your choice!”

“(io and eat coke !

“Warders, cxecute the sentence I"”

¥ Hands off, you wottahs!

Clank, .clank, clank! Bump, buap,

bump !

“Yow-ow! Help! Gweat Scott!:
Yoop! CGwoogh! Owp!”

The court broke up. Judge and

counsel and jury fled out of the high
court. of the woodshed, chuckling.
Arthur Angustus was left sitting on the
floor, roarving.

It took him about & quarter of an
hour to free himself from his irowns,
and then he limped out of the high

court, dusty and dishevelled and
furious,
CHAPTER 8.

Broken Friendship !

13 COD-NIGHT, Gussy!”
Totn Merry, Mauners, and
Lowther spoke all togelher as

_they passed Arthur Augustus

T Arey in the passage on their way
Lo the Shell dormitory.

Arthur Augustus did not respond.

He extracted his eyeglass from . liis
waisteoat pocket, and jammed it into
Lis eve, and surveyed the Terrible
Three with o look of lofty scorn. Then
he turned upen his hecl

Yawoop

9

it dead!”  ejaculated  DMonty
Lowther,

“The ent dircet ! gasped Manners.

“0Ok, Gussy!” said Tom DMerry re-
proachfully. * Won't you speak to your
old ‘pals, after all they've done for
you?i”’

Arthur Augustus looked round.

“1 wefuse to speak o yon,” he said.

“Not one little word 7" sighed Monty
Lowther.

“Not g syllable !' said D" Aver frmly.
“T wegard you as wank wottabs, and
I have ewased your names fyow the list
of my fwiends. You have acted vewy
impertinently upon a mattali that
should be sacwed to evewy pwopahly
constituted mind. I wegavd you with
scorn.’’

And the swell of 8t Jim's stalked
away to his owr dormitory.

The Terrible Thres certainly ought
to have been crushed. But they re-
guired a great deal of crushing.

They grinned cheerily as they walked
on to the Shell dormitory, where they
made the interesting anuouncement that
Clussy was on the high horse—an an-
nouncement -that was reesived with
many chuckles by the Shell.

Arthur Augustus walked into the
Tourth Form dormitory with his noble
ngse very high in the ain e was on
his dignity, and when Arthur Augustus
was on his dignity, he was a very digui-
fied person indeed. g

When the Iourth Form turned in.
Blake, Herries, and Dighy spoke in a
sort of chorus.

“Cood-night, Gussy'1"

No reply.

“ (iood-night,
ot Reilly.

Silence.

“Is it deaf yeo are, Gussy?”

“T am not deaf, Weilly.”

“Then why don't you
night 1"

1 wefuse to say good-night 1o Fou,
Weilly, unless vou apologisa for your
beastly conduct !

“Howly mother av Moses!"

“What about little usz?"”
Blake.

“1 wefuse to speak to you, Blakel
T no longah wegard you as a fwiend !

“ After all we've done for you !’ ex-
claimed Blake.

Bnort !

Arthur Augustus Lad let the sun go
down upon his wrath. ~ W,

The next morning the same chilling
dignity was visible 1n the mspect of the
swell of St. Jim's, All his old friends
were cut dead.

Arthur Aungustus walked in the guad
in solitary state until breakfast. AL
Lreakfast he was as silent as o mummy.

Blake slipped his arm  through
Gussy’s as the Fourth were going to
their Fopm-room.  Arthur  Augustns
disengaged his arm very deliberaiely,

<« @till going strong?” asked Blake
affectionately.

“1 wefuse to speak to vou, Blake!”

“You don't want moe to lend you toi-
and-six to pay for the chacolates when
they come ! chuckled Blalke,

Arthur Augustus started,

“Bai Jove, I had forgotien {liat!
Tlowevah, I shall wefuse to bowwow
that sum of von, Blake!”

“Perhaps it's just as well,” gaid
Blake thoughtfully, “as I've only got
ninepence. But what arve vou going tg
gay to the girl from Blaukley's?”

“That is my bisney, Blake.”

“Leave it to us,’’ suggested Blake.
“If you like, we'll raize the tin to pay
for the chocolates, and we'll  sce
Dorothy for you.” 2 :
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Cinssy darling I called

say good-
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“T1 wefuse to allow vou to uttah that
young lady’s nanwe in so familiah &
mannah, Blake!?

“Floored  again!”  said Blake.
“However, we're going to lock after
‘}'Du_ 1

Arthur Augustus looked a little appre-
hensiva. .

“If you play any wotten twicks this
pftahnoon, Blake—"

“Don’t you remember the sentence of
the court ?” demanded Blake. )

“As T have dwopfjed your acquaint-
ance, Blake, you will '[:m'::x%r not assume
the wight to imtahfere with me in any
way [

“But we haven't dropped yours!”
exclaimed Blake. “You can throw over
your old pals, if you like, but we're true
as steel. We stick to you like glue;
we stick to our old pal through thick
and thin [*

“Weally, Blake—"

“You rely on us,” said Blako cheerily.
“When Miss Thingummy comes to-day
with the choeolates, she is going to have
a surprise. Leave it to us. We'll attend
to the whole bisney.”

“You uttah wottah 1

It was time to go into the Form-room,
and Arthur Augustus had no eppor-
tunity of telling Blake what he thought
of him.

During morning lessons  Arthur
Angustus might have been observed to
wear a worried look.

Having dropped the acquaintance of
all hiz old chums, on account of their
extremely impertinent interference in
his affair of the heart, he might natur-
ally have expeected that they would go
on their way and leave him to rip, so
to speak.

Apparently, they were going to do
nothing of the sort. Their friendship
for him was unabated, and they were
going to show it in their own peculiar
way.

Arthur Auvgustus locked forward to
the afternoon with apprehension,

Mr, Lathom, the master of the
Fourth, had oceasion to rag Arthur
Augustus severnl times that morning,
In the first place, he had done no pre-
paration the previous evening; and, in
the second place, his thoughts wero
wandering. He construed in a way that
made Mr. Lathom open his eyes wide,
and earned the unfortunate Gussy a
bundred lines.

Arthur Augustus was very glad that it
was a half-holiday that afterncon. He
felt that he could not put his mind to
lessons—he really couldn’t.

At dinmer his noble brows were
wrinkled, and he stole several glances
at his former chums. When he caught
Blake’s -eyes, Blake nodded encourag-
:iu?:]y. 80 did Dig and Herries.

svidently they were as friendly as
ever, in spite of Qussy’s icy reserve.
Their devoted friendship was not what

Gussy wanted just then, ke would
rather have been without it.
“You're playing this afterncen,

Gussy 7”7 said Tom Merry, after dinner,
tapping the swell of 8, Jim's on the
shoulder in the most cordial way,
“T'm not playin’, Tom Mewwy |”
“Buat it’s & [Form 1match, and you
know what will happen to the Fourth
‘if you're not there,” said Tom seriously.
“The}' have bweught it upon them-
selves I said Arthur Augustus frigidly.
*1 wefuse to play for the Fourth [
When the footballera were ready
Blake locked for Arthur Augustns, He
found him under the elms seribbling
upon & paper that was outspread on his
lknee. IYArcy hastily thrust the paper
into his pocket as Blake canmie up.
“We're waiting for you,” said Blake.
Tue Gem Lisrary.—XNo. 1,553.

“1 wefuse to play, Blake ¥

“Fathead! Come on !

“ Pway do not speak to me, Blake! I
tdechine to know you !

“ Look here, INiggins is captaining the
Fourth, and if you stick out, he will put
in a New House chap 7 shouted Blake.

“That iz quite indiffewent to me ™

“You silly jabberwock 1

Arthur Augustus rose and walked
away.

Blake glared after him, in two minds
whether to eollar him and vank him
foreibly away to the foothall ground.
But the footballers were waiting, and
Blake stamped away wrathfully.

“Isn’t he coming ¥ asked Dig.

Blake gave a snort.

“No He's standing ount—the ass!
Let him wait till six o'clock, and then
we'll give him a lesson 17

And the Torm matech was
without the assistance of
Augustus D' Arey.

When it was finished and the players
came off, Arthur Augustus did not even
inquire whether the Fourth or the 8hell
had won. He scemed to have lost all
interest in football.

Blake, Herries, and Digby found him

played
Arthur
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in Btudy No. 6 when they came in, hut

he did not look at them or utter a
word.
“Wall, ass?"” greeted Blake.

No reply.

“The Shell have licked us!”
Blake.

Arthur Augustus smiled slightly.

*What could you expect, Blake, in the
cires 7"

“Well, with so many New House
bounders in the Form team, we hadn't
much chanee, I suppose,” said Blake,
“What have you got your hest bib and
tucker on for 1

Arthur Augustus did not seem to hear.

Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther
came in at tea-time.  Arthur Augustus
looked very restively at the funlors.

“T twust you fellows will leave me the
study to myself about he re-
marked, ;

“No jolly fear [ said Blake promptly.

“Weally, Blake—"

“We're all going to be on the scene
grinned Monty Lowther.

“Then I shall wetiah fwom
study 1" said D’Arey, with dignity.

Blake jumped up, and put his back
to the door.

“That you jolly well wan't!” he said.
“You're not going to waylay the girl
from Blankley's in the quadl 8he's
coming up to the study, as nsual !”

“Weally, Blake—"

“Quarter to six,” said Tom Merry.
“Time to get ready. ¥You've got your
colour-box, Manners?*

“Yes, rather !”

“We're ready for you, Gussy!”

Arthur Augustus made a jump for the
door. The next moment half a dozen
pairs of hands were grasping him.

growled

six,”

the
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CHAPTER 7.
Great Preparations !

i OTTAHS |7
“Collar him »
“ Wascals 1"

“Hear, hear [”
“Welease me [”

“Ha, ha, hal” I

“0h, you feahful boundahs!” gasped
Arthur  Augustus, struggling desper-
ately, “If you do not welease me ab
onee—"

“Hold his paws!” said Blake. “Now,
Gussy——  Yarooooh'V Blake broke off
suddenly as Arthur Augustus’ flying fists
crashed upon him. He caught one with
his eye and ene with his nose.
“Yarooop! Oh, my hat! Oh, my nosel
Yooop I

“Ha, ha, ha |”

“Collax_him, can’t you, you cackling
fatheads i shrieked Blake,

Arthur Augustus was putting up a
fight like a second edition of the cele-
brated Tommy Farr. Six juniors wore
collaring him on all sides, but the noble
blaod of all the D'Areys was up, and
Gussy was hitting out with terrific vim.

There was a erash as he was borne to
the floor, with his affectionate chunm
clutching him and sprawling over him,

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Tom Merry.
“Keep quiet, you ass |

“Welease me, you wottahs !

“8it on his head |”

“Yawooooh 1

Arther Augustus’ voice died away in
mumbling as Herries sat on his head.
Dig stood on his legs, with dire results
to' the most elegant trousers in the
School House at St Jim's,

Blake nursed his nose with one hand
and ecaressed his eye with the other, and
zlared.

“The blessed idiot!” he gasped.
“What do you mean by hitting at your
old pals like that, you buvbling jabher-
woek I

“I do not wegard youn as a pal,” came

in muffled aceents from underneath
Herries. "I wegard you as a beast!”
“Bring a chair here,” said Tom
Merry. “He’s dangerous, and he’ll

have fo bo tied up, or the girl from
Blankley's will be scared, you know.”

“Ha, ha, ha !

Lowther placed a chair in pesition.
Arthur Augustus was yanked info it,
and his arms were tied round the back
of the echair, and his feet tied to the
froni legs.

Then the juniors released him, and
Arthur Augustus gasped and wriggled.

“¥ou awful wottahs !"" he gasped. “I
shall give you a feahful thwashin’ all
wound for this. ¥You feahful beasts!”

“Now, take it calmly, Gussy 1¥ urged
Tom Merry., “It's all for your own
good, you know,”

“TI wefuse to take it calmly.”

“If you struggle and topple over, you
may be hurt,” remarked Lowiher.

Arthur Augustus realised that, and he
wriggled a little less energetically. He
could not get hiz hands or feet loose.
And—horror of horrors !'—Manners was
opening his colour-bex and selecting a
brush,

And it was the hour of the afternoon
delivery from Blankley’s.  Alinost at
any moment now Miss Dorothy Fane
might drop in with the bex of choco-
lates, and she would see him thus.

The juniors gathered round to watch
Manners’ artistic operations. Blake
was still dabbing at his injured nose.

“ A pice sky-blue,” suggested Lowther.
“ Zay sky-blue for the cheeks and scarlet
for the forehead. That will make an
effective contrast,”

“Good " assented Manners,
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“Oh, you wottals! If xou touch me
with that bwush, Mannahs Gwoogh 17

* Better keep. your mouth shut,” sug-
gosted Manners, “I dow’t want to wasle
the paint, Paint costs money:”

“Gerrrrg 1

“I told you sol
shuf, old chap 1®

Avthur Augustus closed his mouth
with a dauby of paint in it—and looked
daggers.

Meanwhile, Mannars worked rapidly,
like a finished artist. The cliecks of the
Honourable Arthur Augustus were soon
as blue as an Italian summer sky. Iis
forchead was as red as the coat of a
soldier of cther days.

There was a chorus of approval from
the juniors, The effect struclk them as
comipletely satisfactory.

‘“Now, what about his cars
Manners thoughtfully

“Green " suggested Lowther.

“Yes, a nice artistic green™ said
Blale.

" Green it 151" said Manners, and he
procecded.

With blue checks, scarlet forehead,
and green ears, Arthur Augustus IV Arey
presented a really extraerdinary aspect,

“What about black civeles round his
eyes I said Tom Merry.

“Certainly "

“And purple for his noxe?"

“Good! A purple nose will be aw-

Keep your mouth

™ sald

fully effective! Blessed if he isn't be-
ginning to look like a futurist picture !"

“Ha, ha, ha !

The miost advanced of Surrealist
painters had never produced anything
o cqual Avthur Augustus D'Arey of the
Fourth when Manners had finished with
lim, Hi¢ appearance was not merely
striking—il was stunning |

Manuers closed his colour-box.  His
work was doue, and done well. Lle ex-
perienced Llat sense of artistic satisfac-
tion natural to the true artist who knows
that hiz work could not be improved
U0

“T don’t think that could be bettered,”
said Tom Mervy “Now we'd better do
lis hLair. Gussy i3 rather particular
about his hair, you know.”

“0Oh, vou fealiful wottahs!” groaned
Arthur Augustus,

“A little flour and glue will make a
vipping pomade,” said Tom. *You can
leave it to e, I'm roather adept at
barbering.”

Flour and liquid glue having been
mixed in due proportions, Tom Merry
applied that home-made pomade to
Arthur Augustus’ hair.

The hair was gathered up and stuck
together in a sort of pyramid. It rose
to quite a sharp point on top of Gussy's
Lhead when the barbering was done.

“0Oh deah! You feahful beasts!”

“Ii's for your own good, Gussy,”
urged Blake. “You ought to be jolly

# prigoner at the bar,' said Tom Merry, the judge, '‘ you have boe

eyes at the girl from Blankley's! "
passed," continued the judge.

11

glad to have pals to stand by you like
this in an emergency. When I fall in
love T'd like to he able to rely on you
to see e through, you know."”

“0h, vou wottal !

Lowther  draped  the  hearthrug
artistically round Arthur Augustus, and
pinned it on. Then the juniors felt that
they had dene enough. Arthur
Augustus felt that they had done a little
too miucl,

There was a light step in the passage
—a step that Arthur Augustus knew
well, He gave a wriggle of horror,

The girl from Blankley's was coming.

“lear " shouted Blake.

The juniors crowded out of the study.
There was a wail of anguish from the
swell of the Fourth.

“Blake—Tom Mewwy ! Welease mo!
Oh, vou wottahs! Oh cwumbs !

The girl porter from DBlankley's
glaneed at the grinning crowd of juniors
and tapped at the open door of Study
No. 6, She had the parcel in her hand.

“For I¥ Arey 1 azked Blake politely.

*Yes, sir.” :

“All serene. He's in there; take it
in"J

“Yes, sir.”

The girl from Blankley's entered the
study, parcel and invoice in hand.

Crash !

The pareel dropped on the floor, ﬂ_nd
the girl from Blankley’s recoiled with
a sudden shriel.

Avthur Augustus had dawned on her.

[
|||'|u
b

Y

n found guilty of neglecting footer and of casting sheep'a
t Ygu impertinent beast !’ exclaimed Arthur Auguatus.
£ ¥ou will be bumped on the floor of the

i SGgntence will now be

High Court of the Woodshed 1 '

Tue Gesm Liseany,—XNo. 1,555,
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CHAPTER 8.
Rough on Gussy !

RTHUR AUGUSTUS DARCY

looked at the givl from Blank-
ley's.

The gixl from

looked at Arthur Augustus,

Neither moved., Gussy was tied to the
chair, and the girl porter was rooted
to the floor,

There was an awful momoent of silence.

“Ol  dear!"” said the givl from
Blankley's, ot last

*Gwoogh 1

“Ten-and-six to, pay, please!” said
the girl porter, in o faint voice,

Avrthur Augustus wriggled,

“Pway excusa me, desh gal, for
appeawin’ i this widieulous posish,” he
gasped. It is a wotten pwactical joke,
you know.”

A smile lurked on the charming face
of the girl from Blankley's. She under-
stood the chuckle from the passage.

“I am goin' to thwash those wottahs
&1l wound " resumed Arthur Augustus,
“This is a feahful outwage, you kuow !

“Ha, ha, hai”

Arthur Augustus jumped. The girl
from Blankley's was laughing! Aciu-
ally laughing, as if she saw something
funny in the matter.

“Weally——" pasped I’Arcy.

Miss Fane became grave at once,

" Ten-and-six to pay, please!”
gaid.

“Pewwaps you would have the gwoeat
kindness to . welease me, deah gal,”
moaned Arthur Augustus. " Yon will
observe that I am tied up. I vou would
be so awfully good as to cut this woiten
cord—-"

The girl from Blanklex's smiled, and
took a knife from among the tea-things
that were piled on the shelf. She
kindly sawed through the bouds that
sceured: the noble limbs of Arthur
Augustus.

Arthur Augustus gasped with relief
when he found himself free again,

“I—I suppese 1 leak  wathah
widie——"" he gasped, tearing off the

Blankley’s

she

hearthrug and hurling it into  the
ender.

“ Ahem I

“A set of Wwotten pwaectical jokers,

you know
“Ten-and-six to pay, please !”

“Oh deah |
To his dismay Avthur Augustus for-

got the state of his highly-coloured
countenance,
e had intended to horrow half-a-

guinea from somewhere to pay for the
chocolates, and beg the givl from Blank-
ley's to aceept them as a present, DBuk
he had not been abla to raise the ten-
and-six; and the hoped-for fiver had not
come from home. Ile was nou able io
pay on delivery.

“Bai Jove! I—I—I have wun out of
money ! he %-EI.S ed  “Pewwaps you
could wait while 1 get it1"

' Certainly, sir!”

Aythur Augustus
study.

There was a wild howl of laughter
from the passage. The sight of the
highly-coloured junior, with his pyra-
midal hair, caused a sensation.

“Ia, ha, ha |”

“Gussy 1 shrieked Blake, “‘Daon’t go
downstairs like that, you ass! Ila, ha,
ha 1 )

Arthur Augustus halted.

“Bai Jove! Oh, vou watialis!?

“Bure, he'll be the death of nie!”
shrieked Reilly, “Oh, Gussy ] Gussy!?

Arthur Augustis dodged back into tho
study. The girl from Blaukley's was
trying hard to be grave and husinesshke,

Tee GExM Lmrany.—No. 1,553,

vushed from  the

But it was diflicult. She scemed danger-
ously near hysterics,

“1way excuse me ™ panted Arthur
Augustus, “I—I cannot go out in this
state. O deah! Pewwaps vou could
let it stand ovah—->"

“ l::uymunu on  delivery is the rule,
sir !

O deah 1?

“But I could hring the parcel {o-
maoirrow,” siggested the givl  from
Blaukley's. *“*We are not allowed {o
leave parcels without payment.”

Avthur  Awvgustus  brightened up—
uirder his paint.

“XYaas, wathah—what a wippin’

ideah I he ejaculated. “Pewwaps you

wouldn’t mind bwingin’ it along to-
mowwow,™

“Certainly, sir! Good-day 1"

“Oh deah! Good-day!"?

Avthur Augustus did not offer to

accompany the porter to her van' {his
tima, He felt that it would not do,

The girl from Blankley’s departed.

Then a howling crowd looked in at
Study No. 6. Arthur Augustus gave
them a glare like a basilisk,

*“You eacklin’ wottahs 1

“Ha, ha, hal”

“(et your .eamera, Manners!”
shouled Kangarou of the Shell

“Ha, ha, hal”

“1f you dare to bwing your camewah

I e o

ﬁ“

‘" Would you mind cracking littie
Wiltie’s nut for him, pleass 7'

Half-a-crown has been awarded
to Misa H. Lampard, 116, Biride
Avenue; Copnor, Portsmouth,

here, Alannahs, T will bweak it ovah
vour head !I"" yelled Arthur Aungustus.

He {urned to lock in the glass, 10 sec
how horrid le looked, He staggered
back as he saw his rveflection. That was
how the girl from Blankley's had seen
hini! What would she think of him
affer that?

“Mind that glass!"” shouted Blake.
“Don’t crack it, Gussy !”

“11a, ha, hal?

“Yon howwid
ewumbs !

The exasperaled swell of St Jim's
rushed at the erowd in the doorway,
hitting out.  The ‘juniors scattered,
howling with langhter. Arthur Augns-
tus shook his fist after them, and
{ramped away to the dormitery to
waslh.

“0Oh, my hat1? gasped Tom Aerry,
the Terrible Three camn into ihe

wottahs ! Oh

as
study.  “I:should think that would cure
Guszy,  He won't want the girl from

Blankley's to see him again, 1. should
think.”

And:the ¢hums of the Shell :at down
to their prep, chuckling.
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Tt was about an hour ldter that-the
study door opened and Artlnir Augustus
came in. He_ was clean now; newly
swept and garnished, so to speak, But
hiz eve was glittering with wrath behind
his eyeglass. .

The Terrible Three nodded to him in
the most affable manner.

“Don't mensh, deah boy I"" said Mont
Lowther, before the swe:h of St. Jim's
could speak.

“Weally, Lowthah——""

“You've come to thank us—what?”

“Why, you wottah——"

“Don’t mensh!” said Tom Merry
heartilv. *““Always at your service,
Gussy.”

“You uiltah wottah, T have not come
here to thank youl!” roared Avthur
Augustus.

“It's an ungrateful world!” sighed
Manners:

“T have come here to give you a feah-
ful thwashin® all wound |” said Arthur
Augustus, pushing back his cuffs. “You
first, Tom Mewwy.”

" 3‘[01‘(!_‘}' 1

“Put your hands up, you wottah 1

Tam Merry ohediently  put up his
hands, lifting them above his llcarf

“That right 1" ho asked,

“If you do not put up your hands,
Tom Mewwy, I shall stwike you!”
shouted Arthur Augustus, brandishing
his fist within an inch of Tom Merry's
Lherse,

‘“But, they are up—— Oh, yaroooh !"
roared Tom, as Arthur Augustus’
knudkles came in contact with his nose.

“I am goin’ to thwash you, you
wottalil T am also goin’ to thwash
Lowthah and Mannahs, and then I am
gqin’”to thwash Blake and Hewwies and

Dig.
“What = big order!” grinned

Lowther. ‘*How much will there be
left of you, Gussy, when you're
finished ¥

“ Are you weady, Tom Mewwy #”

“Well, if it must be it must be,” said
Tom resignedly, rising to his feet.
" Don't be hard on a little 'un, Gussy.”

“Don’'t be a fumny idiot, Tom
Mewwy 1 I am waitin’ for you.”

“Heold on!” said Lowther, jumping
up, with a {winkle in his eves. *This
has got to be in order—Qucensherry
rules|  None of your hooliganism,
Gussy [

“You cheeky ass1?

“We'll go into the gym and have it in
order,” said Lowther, “No room in the
study for fighting—especially with such
a ferocious chap as Gussy. Iollow me.”

“I am quite weady to go into the
grm,"

“Lead the way, then,

a D'Avey to lead, isn’t it7"

Arthur Augustus sniffed and marched
out of the study with his nose in the air,
Monty Lowther whispered for a moment
to  his  chums, and they followed,
chuckling.

At the door of Bitudy No. 6 they
halted, and Lowther looked in. Blake,
Herries, and Digby were at work on
their prep.

“You'vre wanted,” said Lowther,

“Hallo! What's up?”

“ Gussy,” satd Lowther—*up on the
high horze and out for scalps. He is
going to ithrash us three, and then you
three, Whether he 1s going to thrash
the rest of the Bchool House as well I
don’t know,”

“Lowthah, you ass!”

“He's beginning with the Fourth and
the Shell, and after that T suppose it
will be the Fifth and the Sixth; winding
np with the TMousemaster and the
Head.”

“Weally, Lowthah——"

It's up to
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“We're going into the gym to tale it
like little men,” said Lowther, *“¥You
fellows had better come and get it
over."”

“Certainly 1” said 'Blake, rising s
Lowther closed one eye, unseen by the

wrathful swell of the Fourth. *‘Come
vn, you chaps—like lambs fo the
slaughter "

Study No. 6 followed the Shell

fellows, and as the news spread =
numerous army of School House fellows
followed them, and they swarmed into
the gy

—

CHAPTER 9.
Beaten Hollow !

HY gym was crowded,

1 Sclioo] House and New House
fellows had turned up in swarms
at the news that Arthur

Aupustus D'Arcy of the Fourth had six
fights on his hands,

Arthur Augustus, elegant as he was,
was gquite in the front line as a fighting
man; but six fights in one evening was
rather a “tall ¥ order.

The 8t. Jim’s fellows were anxious to
see how he would get through them, and
cspecially what he would look like when
he had got through.

Thers had been s little whispering
among the six vietims, and now they
were all looking wvery grave—like
fellows who realised that they were in
or a very serious business indeed.

Perhaps Arthur Augustus realised
that it was rather a serious business,
too, to undertake to " thwash ' six of
the best fighting men in the Lower
School.

But the word “retreat ™ was omitted
from the D’Arcy vocabulary. Nothing
would have induced the swell of Bt
Jim’s to admit that he had bitten off
more than he could masticate. Besides,
there was the outrage in Study No. 6 to
be avenged.

Bome of the onlackers were grinning,
and others looked puzzled.

Arthur Augustus iook off his elegant
jacket and donned the gloves.

Tiggins of the New House, after a
whispered consultation with the six
victims,  undertook to keep fime.
TFiggins was scen to grin joyously for a
winute, but he was socon quite grave
again as befitted the solemnity of the
oceasion.

“T am weady, you wottahs!” said
Avthur Augustus,

Tiggins took out his watch.

Y Trirst vietim forward,” he said.

“ Weally, Figgins—"

“Shush! Don’t you interfere with the
referee I said Figgins sternly. “Don't
you know the rules of the ring? Who's
the first giddy vietim 1"

“I am goin’ to thwash Tom Mewwy
first.”

“(On with the motley,” said Figgins—
“T mean, on with the gloves! Have
vou made your will, Merry? Good!
Seconds out of the ring.”

Tom Merry, with a face of preter-
natural gravity, advaneced witg the
gloves on. He held out his hand in the
usual way.,

Arthur Augustus sniffed.

“1 wefuse to shake hands with you,
Tom Mewwy, unless you apologise for
vour wascally conduct.”

“A Merry never apologises,” said
Tom solemnly.

“Ha, ha, ha I"

“Time I” rapped out Figgins.

Arthur Augustus rushed in to the
attack. It was really a sweeping attack,
and perhaps it was not surprising that
Twn Merry fell at the first assault.

1=

OFF!

— with Monty
Lowther.
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Hallo, Everybody !

4t Jee heckey players are the
cream of the couniry’s man-
heod,” wriles a sporis re-
porter. Ive ¢reams ¥

Said the steward aboerd the
steamor to Gore, who was seasick :
“ Your lunch will be up in a tick,
sir.”  “Bo will my breakfast!”
groaned Gore.

Tyy this: A bore is a chap
who is here fo-day and here to-
TROTTOW.

I hear a plumber in Wayland has
decided to go on the stage. Why
not try tap-daneing ?

Story : Irishman sow a coal
outside a Jewish tailor's, priced
fifteen shillings. Tool it inside,
said to the Jew : * I'm just a
lad from Dublin—how much is

this worth 7 The Jew
shrugged. ¢ Nol more than

seven bob,”” he replied. ' I'll
take it,"" said the Irishman.
“ Pake it 7' gasped the Jew.
“ I thought you had come o
sell it!l ™

I see a heavyweight boxer is
advertising & cure for insomnia. He
claims to have put seventy-two men
to sleep alroady !

Have you read ** Queen of the
Gangsters,” by Ima Crooke ¥
“ A Thousewd and One
Crashes,’”’ by Carbur Eiter ?
The neww manual, ** Learning to
Skate,” published by Messrs.
Bump & Bruise? Or, "1
Stand for the Redskin,” by
Sitting Bull ?

Story : * Why are you driving
up and down in front of the hoe-

ital 1" asked Biggs of his friend

onea. ‘' For safaty.” replied Jones.
“ You see, I only began driving to-
day "

*Nother: “I am going fo
raise the rent,”’ snapped the
landlord. “ That's. great!’™
grinned the tenant, ** I'm sure
I can’t raise it myself !

In which month does a Form-
master talk least ! February.
There are only twenty-eight days.

What's better than o prom-
ising woungster ¥ Onec who
pUys up.

“ What do you think I should
get on my new home-made ten-
valve set 1 asks Bernard Glyn.
Poseibly five bob.

A local circus advertised the
shortest man in the world.
Fatty Wynn now disputes the
title. He says nobedy could be
any shorter than he is. He's
broke !

All the best, chiums !
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There was o bump as he sat down on the
floor of the ring.

Tiggins began to count,

“ One—two—three—four—"

Arthur Aupgustus waited impatiently
for Tom Merry to rise. He did not rise.
He sat cheerfully on the floor.

“ Five—six—seven—el ght—”

“Get up, you wottah |

Tom Merry did not move.

“1 didn't hit you!”” shouted Arthur
Augustus excitedly. *You fell down of
your own accord, you feahful funle!
Gewwup "

“Nine—out " said Figgins,

“Gweat Secott!”

“Knocked out in the frst round,” said
the referce, with a shake of the head.
“I'm surprised at you, Merry | What is
St. Jim's eoming to? Help him out of
the ring."”

Julian of the Fourth came into the
ring and helped Tom Merry out. Arthur
Auvgustus pazed al them in bewilder
ment.

“But I have not thwashed him 1™ he
ejaculated.

“You've won the fight, according to
the rules. Merry has been counted out.
Next man in,” said Figgins.

“Weally, Figgins——""

Monty Lowther came into the ring
with the gloves on.

“Anybody got a little whisky?” he
asked faintly.

“Ia, ha, hal”

“Time 1

Arthur Aupgustus' eye gleamed as he
charged at Monty Lowther, Tom Merry
had got off very easily; but Gussy was
determined  that Lowther should go
through it. Iis fists lashed out liEu
flails.

Crash'!

Monty Lowther landed on the floor
and groancd deeply. As  Arthur
Augustus’ furious drives had hit every-
thing except Lowther, the reason of his
sudden collapse was not clear. But he
h}fd collapsed, there was no doubt about
that.

Tiggins, with a solemn eye on his
watch, began to count.

¥ One—two—threc—four——""

“ Lowtliah, you funkin’ boundah,
gewwup 1

Lowther groancd dismally, and did
not move.

“ Five—six—seven—eight—nine—"

“Bai Jove ™

“QOut | said Figgins. “I congratulate
you, D'Arcy! You're knocking 'em out
m ﬁr:u’: style! Help Lowther out of tho
ring.

“PBut there hasn't been a fght yet|”
shrieked Arthur Augustus.

“There has been & fight, and you've
won. What on carth moroe do you want?”
demanded the referee.

Lumley-Lumley came into the ring,
and helped Lowther away. Lowther
groancd deeply as he went.

Manners stepped into the ring in his
place.

The *“true inwardness” of that
peculiar combat was dawning upon the
juniors now, and the crowd was
chuckling.

They were not surprised now to see
Manners of the Shell crumple up before
Arthur Augustus’ attack, and fall ak
the first drive—which missed him, as &
matter of fact. .

“One—two—three,” counted Figgins—
“ four—five—six—"

“@et up, Mannahs, you funk!”

“Zoven—eight—nine—out 1

Kerruish came in and helped Manners
away. There was & roar of laughter in
the crowded gym. The juniors were
enjoving  Arthur  Augustus’  easy
victories.

Tre Gev Lisrany.—No, 1,553
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D'Avey oughi really (o liave enjoyed
themy, too; never had those' doughty
fighting men of the Sheil been so casily
licked.

But DYArcy was frowning darkly. It
was beginning to dawn even upon his
noble brain that his aristocratic leg was
being pulled.

“ Next man in,” said Tiggins.

Jack Blake came into the ring with
ilio gloves on, He was looking as grave
a5 an owl.

Digby wiped away n lear, and Ilerrics
shook hands with Blake as if for the
last time, Then Blake foced his adver-
knrees knocking together.
¥ said Iiggins,

Crash |

Elake landed on the fleor even before
Arthur Augustus reached him, He lay at
{ull length and groaned.

*Ono — two—three—four--five — six—
seven—ceighl—"

*‘Ha, ha, ha!”

“I  pwotest]”  shricked  Arthur
Augostus.  “This is a wotlen plan! The
wottahs are not fightin® at all |

“ Nine—out [ :

Ray of the Fourth camo and helped
Blake out. Blake leaned heavily on his
shoulder, and sobbed as he went.

Arthur Augustus was crimson with
wrath. Digby came in, in Blake's place,
with his teeth chattering.

“Dig, you uttah wottah—"

“Time ! rapped out Figgins,

Arthur Augustus attacked hotly. But
he had tima only for ona drive which
was knocked up before Dig bumped on
tha floor.

Figgins began to count amid yells of
laughter,

“One — two — thres — four — five,”
chanted TFiggins—"six—soven — eight—
nine—ont |

‘**Ha, ha, ha |”

““This is a wotten jape. I wefuse

“ Next man in, please!”

Reilly helped Digby away, and Herrics
came into the ring. It was “last man
in.

Tho -erowd were chuckling joyously
now. Five easy victories had fallen to
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, and it was
evident that the sixth adversary was
going tho same way.

But Arthur Augustus was a little
quicker this time, and he caught
Herries' nose with his glove with a
terrific drive, and Herries roaved.

Quite forgetting the humorous pro-
gramme mapped out by Monty Lowther,
Herries hit out, and Arthur Augusius
gat down.

' Gwoogh 17

“Count 1” yelled the erowd, delighted
by this variation in the programme,

“You ass, Herries| Play the game!”
shouted Lowther,

'“Ha, ha, ha|?

Herries rubbed his nose,

“All right; I forgot.”

: Hﬁ’ hﬂ-:\l ha t”

, Arthur Augustus jumped up like a
iack-in-the-box, and charrg};ed atpHcrrios.
IMerrics went over with a bump, un-
resisfing,

“ Get up, you wottali 1” shouted Arthar
Aughistus, dancing round him. “T wefuse
to let you be counted out. I insist upon
sour getlin' up. Hewwies. am goin’
to give you a feahful thwashin’,”

“QOno — two — three — four — five —
gix—"

n

“Shut up, Figgins, you duffah! I
insigt—-~" " e 3
“Seven—oight—nine—out! Gussy
wins |

“Ha, ha, hal”

“1 wefuse—"

The roars of laughter drowned Arilinr
Avgistus’ voice. Kerr lelped Herries

Tne Gex Liprany.—No. 1,553,

away, and the swell of St.
Jinr's stood victorious in
the ring—monarch of all he
surveyed, so to speak.  But
he did not scem zatisfied.

Leaning heavily on tle
shoulders of their seeconds,
the six vanguished. juniors
tottered out of the gym
amid shricks of merriment.

Arthnr Augustus glared
after them in almost speech-
less wrath, It was only (oo
plain now that his noble leg
had been pulled.

“¥ou uttah wottahs, 1
pwotost—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Tiegins, you
T

“Hallo! Do you want io
fight me now ?” ejaculated
Tiggins. “All  serenc!
Who'll keep time for me?
1t won't take long.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

Arthur Augustus did not
fight Figgins. e had had
enough easy victories. He
snorted, put on his jacket,
and stalked out of the gyin
in great wrath, TTe left
the merry crowd howling
like hycnas.

woltah,

il
/

CHAPTER 10.
A Wire Entanglement !

FTER all they had
A done for Inm it

might have heen
supposed that
Arthur Augusinsg D’Arey

would show some tineture
of gratitude towanrds his old
chums, But he didn’t.
Even tho “thwashing® he
had bestowed upon them in
ithe gym had not placated
him.

That as sacred a matter
as an_ affair of the heart
should become the subjeck
of jesting and japing was ot {o be
forgiven,

Arihur Augnstus felt that it was the
limit. Thrashing the juniors secmed no
good. But Arthur Augustus maintaingd
an altitude of frozen and chilling
reserve,

He had dropped the acquaintance of
Study No. 6 and the Terrible Three.
They still persisted in addressing cheery
rvemarks to him, just as if notling had
happenod.

They even made kind inquiries as to
how his love affairs were getting on,
and whether he suffered from palpita-
tion of the heart, and whether he had
purchased a ring, and so on. To all of
which  inguiries Avthur  Augustus
replied only with disdainful sniffs.

The long-delayed fiver had arrived at
last from Lord Kastwood, with a lotter
admonishing.- his hopeful son, and
preaching economy.

Arthur Augustus changed the fiver in
time to settle for that box of choeolates,
when it arrived sgain from Blankley’s.
This timé he met the porter at the side
gate, where the van stopped.

Ho explained to the girl [rom
Blanklry's that that saved her the
trouble of coming up to the School
House  Fortunately, the van was wait-
ing, and the driver wag impatient, or
Arthur Augustus would have kept tho
girl from Blankley’s in conversation {ill
calling-aver.

not rise.

il l‘.?
/
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There was & bump as Tom Merry sat down under:D'Arcy's
) didn®t hit you.
accord, you feahiu

He sat cheerfully on the floor.

As ho came back across the quad he
met Blake, Herrics, and Dighy.

“At it agein—what?” eaid Blake.

“T wefuso to speak to you, Blake "

“So you'ra not cured yet?” groivled
Herries. “Dec chuck up playing the

iddy ox, Gussy, and come down to the
ootul,”

“1 decline
footah.”

“What about tho Rookwood match
next week " howled Blake. “ Do you
want to be quite off your form when we
play Jimmy Silver's team?”

“I have alweady wemarked that I
ghall not be playing in the Wookwood
mateh,”

“Look here, Gussy

“Wats 1"

Arthur Augustus stalked away. Blake
looked at his chums with an excessively
exasperated cxpression,

“Isn’t it cnough to make a saint
savage?” lhe exclaimed. *The silly
ass! He knows wa're fod up, too!”

“ Yo wants some more,” said Herries
darkly. :

s ﬂ:’s jolly well not going to miss the
Rookwood mateh,” said Dig. “He's got
to be cured before then.”

There was a consultation on the sub-
ject, the Terrible Three joming in 1t
heartily. They were quite keen to help
in curing Arthur Auvgustus D’Arcy.
They felt that it was ibeir duty, as old
chums. ;

The consultation was long and serious,

to come down fo the

]




" ghouted Arthur Augustus.
Qowwup 1
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frat assault. Figgins began to count, but Tom Merry did
¢ You fell down of your own

but the chuckles with which it con-
eluded hinted that the juniors ha
arrived at a satisfoctory decision.

They grinned as they saw Arthur
Augustus coming away from the school
letter-box, a little later. Ividently ho
had sent another order to Blaukley's.

As lie could not go 1o seo the charmor
it scomed to Arthur Augustus an
awfully good dodge o send Blankley's
a daily order. At this rate, his fiver
was not likely to last him very long.
But what were fivers in comparison
with interviews with the charming
porter from DBlankley's? TLess than
nothing.

Arthur Aungustus retived to Study
No. 6 without glaneing at his old pals.
He lLiad lines to do.  llc waes griudinﬁ
{hrough Virgil—pausing cvery now an
then to think of a bright face under a
{)ortcr’s_ hat—when Julian of the ourth
ooked into the study.

“¥You're wanted, Gussy|”

*Yaas, deah boy.”

“Jomebody's asking for vou on the
telcf)]tonc,“ said Julian, regarding tho
swell of St. Jin’s curiously. ‘' Kildaro
sent me to tell you.”

“Thank you, deah boyl”

Arthur Augzustus rose, aud laid down
his pen. Ile descended to tho prefects’
rooin. IKildare was in the doorway.

“Bomebody’s ecalling you, D’Arcy,”
eaid the captain of 8t Jim's. " Some-
thing about an order you've sent lo
Blankley's.”

D’ Arcy juml,)cd.

“While you'rs aboulb it
vou may as well iell Blank-
loy's that juniors are mol
supposed to be called up on
tho teleplione,” said Kil-
dare, rathev sarcastically,
and he walked away.

Arthuyr Awgustus hinrgied
{o the tclephone. His heart
was {lmmping.  Certainly,
ihe givl-porter  was not
likely 1o be speaking on the
Blankley's telephone,
But—

D'Arey’s hand shook as
he took up the receiver.

“¥Yaas,” he said.,.  “Are
you there? Is that Blank-
loy's ¥

“Whe is speaking ¥ camo
back a voice on the tele-
]ﬂmuc—ﬁ. voice that was a
ittle  high-pitehed and
sonnded emining to
D’ Arvey’s cars,

“D’Arey, St Jim's”

“I am so glad.”

“Yaus, Is it somethin’
ubout an ovrder?”

“Are you alone!” cameo
(o volee.

" Yauns.”

“ Nohady can hear us?”

e NO-”

“1'm so glad. I wani lo
sucalk to you so much. We
have =o little timo when
the van is wailing, don't
we i

D'Avey’s  oyes  danced,
Tvidently it was the girl
framm  Blankley’s who was
speaking over the wires.
1le did not quite recognise
ihe voice, but it sounded
feninine, and, of course,
the telephone disguizes the
voice very considerably.

“1low vewy good of you
fo wing e upl” said
Avihur ~ Auvgustus, In &
faltering voico.

“Not at all, Arthur. May I call you
Aribur "

“Pway do, dear gal.”

“You wmay call we Dorethy, if you
like.”?

“Thank you vewy mmuch, Dowothy

“(Can I sce you, Arthur "

“Yans, wathah 1"

“I am in nced of a friend. Some-
thing in your eyes las told me thut
you will be & goed friend to me.”

“1low vewy good of you to say sol”

“You will help me? ™ ¥Yeu will Int e
tell you my tale of woe—I wean, all my
troublea?’”

“T shall be delighted, Dowothy.”

“I am sure you will be able to advise
me. I am cerlain that you are a fellow
of tact and judgment.”

“Yaas, waihah! Where shall T sco
youi®

41 will meet you at the bridge on Lhe
Rhiyl—you know the place? At six I
will be there. Will you came?”

“ What-ho 1"

“You are guro
trouble, Arthur?”

“TIt will bo a pleasuah, deah gal.”

“What a dear boy you are, Arthur !

“What a deah gal you are, Dowolly ™

“Au rovoir I

“ Au wevoir, deah gall”?

Arthur Augustus hung up the receiver,
locking like a fellow i a trance. Ilo
quitted the prefects’-room as if Lie were
walking on air.

it will not be a

Monty Lowiher stepped out of (ho
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telephone-box at Wayland Post Office,
and yawned.

UWWali! said ‘I'oin Merry, Manners,
Blake. terries, aud Dig all at once.

“All eeronn!™ said Lowther cheer-
Tully., I asked Lim if T might call him
Avihur " -

“You ussl"”

“And I told him he could call me
Derothy, if he liked.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Nao havm in his calling me Dorolhy,
il he likes,” said Yowther. "“He can
eall e Isabeila, or Gloxiana, if it makes
him happy. Ile's poing lo meet me ut
the Lridgo on the Rhyl, Blessed if I
know what for, but I dare say he’s got
spmie reason or other. Como oni?

Tom Merry & Un. quitted the posk
ollice, chuckling, and strolled away to
keep tho appointznent- Arthur Augusius
had made with such delight,

—

CHAPTER 11.
Sister Anne!

£ 11, what a pieturg 1™
Talbot of tha Shell made
that remark, with a smile,’ as

Arthur Augustuz camo oubt of
the School Houso.

T'he swell of 8t. Jim’s was dressed to
kill. Solowon in all his glory would
have been put complotely in the shade.

“Sometling  special  on?'  asked
Talbot, sniling.

“Yaas, wathah, deah boy 1” b

Without vouchsafing any explanation,
Arthur Augustus deseended {ho sterg
into the quad, and walked away to the
eates. Talbet looked afler him, smil-
ing, but perplexed,

Arthur  Augustug certainly was a
picture, from the tips of his beautifully
polished boots Lo the crown of his gleam-
ing topper. Bub he was going out when
the van from Blankley’s was almost due
to make the nsual delivery at St. Jim'a,
Apparently ho was geing to miss the
zirl fromn Blankley’s this time.

More than ono admiring glance was
cast 'on Arthur Augustus as ho strolled
out of tho gates. Io was more than
keeping up his reputation as being the
Lest-dressed fellow at St Jim's,

ke glanced ot his watceh as lie quitted
the school. It wag twenty minutes to
eix. Siuce tho telephone eall, Avthur
Augustus had been gusily occupicd in
adorniug his elegant person. Naturally,
o wished to do full justice to the occa-

51001,

He had left himself barely time to get
lo the Rhyl brid;io by six, and he
lurried down to the towing-path and
walked along quickly. It would ncver
do to be late for such an appointinent,

A meeting in such romantic surround-
ings was over so much better than a few
minules’ chat when the van came from
Rlunkley's to the side gato at the school.
Arthur Augustus would be able to say
nany things, and enlighten the fair
Dorothy as {o Lhe true state of his heart
—if he found norve enough. Probably
ho would not, when it came to tho test.

Arthur Augustus hurried on so effce-
{ively that he reached tho rendezvous
{ive minutes before tho hour. 1le was in
wood time.

Ho gavo a sudden start as he came on
ihe old etono bridge. | .

On the low parapet six juniors were
sitting in o row, under the shade of a
hig tree that grew on the bank below.
Sludy No. 6 and the Terrible Threo
were all there, cithingl cheerily, an
apparently unaware of the approach of
Arthur Augustus, They seemed to be
cnjoying the sunsck.

1Y Arcy halted in dismay.

The bridge over the Rhyl was usually

Tne Gex Lisrary.—No. 1,555
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a solitary spol; very little traffic passed
that way. It was distinetly unfortunate
that six juniors of St. Jim’s should have
chosen the very hour of his rendezvous
to sit themselves on the parapet and
chat,

In a few minutes Dorothy would be
therc—and how could he possibly ecet
the girvl from Blankley's under thie gaze
of six pairs of mocking eves?

Arthur Angiistus coughed.

Then Blake looked round and scemed
surprised-ta see him.

“Gussy, by Jove I said Blake. “ How
decent of you to come out and meet us,
Gussy ! ow did you know we werce
walking home this way?”

HI—I did not know,"” s_t-ﬂ._n_lrm‘-rcd
Arthur Augustus, fervently wishing ihat
the juniors had been walking home some
other way.

“Dropped on us quite by chance,
then?” said Blake affably. *Well,
there’s room for one more. Come and
squat down angd have some of this
toffee.”

“You seem to forget that we are not
on speakin’ terms, Blake,” said Arthur
Augustus stifflly.

“ Always forgetting something,”
assented Blake. “DBut after thrashing a
chap you ought to make it up with him,
Gussy. -That's ounly playing the game,
you know, After the frightful licking
vou gave me in the gym the other
day 1

% Weally, Blake—" .

“This 13 good toffce,” said Blake
temptingly. “Sauat down, Gussy.
We'te only staying here another half-
hour or s0.”

D’Arey’s heart sank, Bix o'clock was
chiming out from Rylcombe. At any
moment now the girl from Blankley's
might' come tripping on the bridge—at
least, so Arthuy Augustus supposed.

As a matter of ‘absolute fact, at that
very moment tha girl from Blankley’s
was delivering a. parcel at SBt. Jim’s.
But -that was one of the many things
that Arthur Augustuzs D’Arey did npot
know.

Blake and Dig made reom for D'Arey
between them on the parvapet; but
D’Arcy did not ‘=it down. e had not
come there to sit down with six jumors
and eat toffce. He stoed blinking un-
easily at the smiling row of juniors.

Y Anything the matter, 6ld scont?”
asked Monty Lowther, with affectionatn
solicitude, " ¥ou look rather worried.”
- “Nothin',”

“TF it's tin,” said Tom Merry, “I've
had a remittance to-day. Anything up
to ten bob, my son.”

“T am mnot sghort of money, Tom
Mewwy. ™

“Lucky bargee I” said Mannera, "1
can't get ‘any more films till I get
another remittance,”

“The—the fact is, deali hoys—"

“Go  ‘ahead!™ said Blake
couragingly.

“Don’t you think you had bettah get
on to tho school?" suggested Axthur
Angusius,

“ Lots of time before locking-up.”

“Yaas; but—but you might catch
cold, o something, sitting there like
that.” :

“We'll risle i, said Blake. “We're
nob ‘going till we've finished the toffee:
bot if you want to start at onece we'll
come with you ™

“I—I do net want to start,
not goin® back just yet.”

Blake looked puzzled.

“You want us to start, and yon'rc not
starting yourself ¥ he asked.  * What's
the game? Arve you mecting onc of
Levizon's bookmaker friends heve 77
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“Weally, Blake—"

“He's up to something,” said Monty
Lowther seriously. “I can tell it by his
blushes, Confide it to your old pals,
Gussy.”

“T wefuse to do-anythin'® of the sort,”

“ Any more toffée there, Blake ™

“Here you ave,”

“ Thanks [

The six juniors munched toffee and
looked blandly at Arthur Augustus,
They showed mno sign whatever of
mnoving, Apparently they were enjoy-
ing the cold winter evening on the river,
Arthur Augustus looked at his wateh,
| ’J.‘eln' minutes past gix! Dorvothy was
ate’

“Arthnr  Augustus looked along the
road towards Wayland. Dorothy was
nol in sight, buf.at any moment she
might appear. What was to be done?

T twust you will go " said Arthor

|
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Auvgustus at last, The {ime had come
for speaking plainly.

“Yon want us to gofi”
DMerry, loaking puzzled.

“Yaas|”

“Whay for "

*“ Ahem |”

“ Behold mnrmuroed
Lowther.

“You-uttah ass, Lowlthah!” Arthuor
Augustus was crimson. " The—the fact
ig, Tom Mewwy, 1—J—I—"

“You—you—you—"" assented Tom
Merry.,

“Ha. ha, ha !

“1—TI will tell you the cires and twust
to your delicacy as gentlemen |” said
Arthur Augustus loftily. "1 am meetin’
a lady on tiis bwidge.”

“The murder's out 1" gasped Lowther,
“It's an elopement.  “Where is the
molor-car waiting, Gussy 7"

asked Tom

he blushes ™
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#You utleh chump! There is no
motal-car waitin’,” ‘

“ No motor-car I"" ejaculated Lowther,
“Dg you mean fo say that yon're going
to elope in a cart or a wheelbarrow !”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“You know perfectly well that I am
not goin’ to elope at all!” shricked
Arthur Augustus. “J wefuse to listen
to your wibald jokes {”

“Gentlemen,” said Blake, looking
round with owllike solemnity, *‘Gussy
has depended on our delicacy as gentle-
men. We must play up. There's only
onc thing for us to do, and that's tv
retire from the' scene and leave Gussy
to wait alone for the charmer.”

Arthur  Augustus’  knitted  brows
relaxed. )

“ Blake, that is vewy decent of vou,”
he said. “I withdwaw some of the
things I have seaid about you.”

“(Gussy, you do me proud!” gaid

Blake. *“Gentlemen, wa will retire 1"
‘The six juniprs slipped off the
parapet. They retived with solemn

faces, much to the satisfaction of Arthur
Auvgustus. Only Monty Lowther paused
for a moment,

#¥You don’t want me to be best man,
Gussy 7' he asked,

“Pway clear off, you ass|”

“Or to help in any way?” said
Lowther. “If you have chartered a
pirate craft to carry off the fair
one "

#Weally, Lowlhah—"

“Once aboard the lugger and the gal
i3 ours, yoir know 1" urged Lowther.

*You wibald beast i

Monty Lowther sighed and followed
his chums. They sauntered away
towards the school, leaving Arthur
Augustus' D'Arey on the bridge, like
Patience on & monument. He needed
all his patience for the vigil that was
before him,

“Tt's jolly nearly too bad!” ex-
¢laimed Tom Merry, when they were
out of hearing., * Buppose we cut back
and tell him—"

“Bosh1? said Blake,
to be cured 17

“Well, yes; but—"

“Nothing like marking time on a
bridge to cure a chap,” said Blake,
“He will get fed-up. Of eourse, we will
tell him when he comes in; we mustn’t
let him think that nice girl has played
him a-scurvy trick, But if he waits
thers an hoar or two he will have time té
meditate on his fatheadedness. It may
do him no end of good.”

“And he mnever cven called me
Dorothy " said Lowtlicr plaintively.

“Ha, ha, ha "

“He's bound to ecome in for calling-
over,” sgaid DManners, “ Then “‘B%!
stand him a tea and tell him who was
calling him Arthur on the telephone.
e will thank us for all this some day.”

“Ahem ! Perhaps!”

A5 that Indian chap at Greyiriars
has it, the perhapsfulness is terrific,”
said Monty Lowther. “8till, we're
doing our duty by a pal. Wo can’t do
nmore than that. Dy hatl Ie's still
there |7

The juniors leokeéd back from the
towing-path. The figure of Arihur
Aupgustus was silbouetted against the
darlening eky. He was waiting and
watching the road from Wayland.

“Sizter Anne, Sister Anne, is the girl
from Blankley's coming?’ chuclkled
Monty Lowther,

And the juniovs grinned, and went on
their way, leaving the swell of 8t. Jim's
io play &isler Anne to his hcart's
content,

({Continued on page 18.)

“Ilasn't Lie got



Let the Editor be your pal.
Drop him a line to-day,
addressing your letters:
The Editor, The G E M,
Fleetway House, Farring-
don Street, London, E.C.4.

LRI RIS

The Editor’s Chair

ALLO, Chums! Christmas is
o few weecks away yet, bu
already I have found myself in

a Yuletide atmosphere, For I
have just been preparing next week's
programme, and both the St. Jim's and
the Greyfriars yarns have a Christmas
Havour. In

“TOM MERRY'S HOLIDAY PARTY ! "

the first story of a grand Chrisimas
series—you will find Tom Merry and
his chumns, having broken up a few
days in advauce of the rest of the
school, bound for Paris for their heli-
days. Ten juniors make up the party,
and they arve all very excited about the
trip across the Channel

(BJE course, Gussy’s with them, and he

distinguishes himself by causing ihe
juniors te miss the boat (lrain at
Charing Cross—hecause he ipsisty on

buying some new clothes! As a result,
the party has to cateh a later train and
cross the Channel at night. Of their
voyage to Calais, and the fun and
adventure en route to Paris, I will say
nothing, but leave Martin Clifford to
tell you all about it next Wednesday.
Join Tom Merry & Co. on their holi-
day excursion. You'll have the tine

of vour lives! Bo malke sure you don't

miss the boat!

“THE GREAT CHRISTMAS PUDDING
COMPETITION !

What time the 8t. Jim's juniors are
bound for Paris, the chums of the Grey-
frinrs Remove, getting  the Yu]etije
spirit, run a competition to see who
can make the best Christmas pudding.
Harry Wharten & Co. pool their
resources for the purpose, but each one
has his own ideas about what ingre-
dients the ajudding should contain, If

they all have itheir way—well, I
shouldn’'t like to eat any of their
pudding ! Harry Wharton himself

insists on adding a spot of brandy, but
the getting of that spirit has a startling
outcome—for Harry and Bob Cherry
!im’ll themselves accused of pub-haunt-
ing !

TFrank Richards has really excelled
Iimself with this great yarn of ice-
skating, pudding-making, fun, and
adventure, Readers will enjoy every
word of it—as I did.

Another St. Jim's jingle, featuring
Ernest Levison, more fun from Monty
Lowther, and four more illustrated

jokes, set the seal on another tip-top
issue.,  See your Gex is veserved for
you.

A GRAND GIFT BOOK.

Before I come to the end of wmy
limited space, I want to remind. readers
about that grand eold favourite, the
“Holiday Annual.” Christmas presenta
will probably be discussed in many
homes during the coming weeks, and as
ever they will provide something of w
problem.  But one gift problem ean
soon be solved—the “H. A.” is ihe
answer. No present is more accopi-
able, provides more enjoyment, and
gives more satisfuction than a good
book. Teo those readers who have read
previous volumes, the “H. A" will need
no recommendation, But if any GEM
veaders have not yet had this popular
book, then I strongly advise them o
tey the 1938 issue, which 18 now on
sale, price 5s. It i3, in my honest
opinion, the best of the nineteen
volumes which have been published.

I'll be sceing you, chums!

THE EDITOR,
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PEN PALS

A free feature which brings together
readers all over the world for the purpose
of exchanging topics of Interest with each
other. Readers wishing to reply io notices
appearing here must write to the advertisers
direct. MNotices for publication should he
accompanied by the coupon on this page,
and posted to The GEM, Flestway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

C. Peebles, 5t. Peter's School, Villa Alemana,
Chile, 8. Ameriea; cxchanging utumll:!;
British Colonies,

D. Ash, 95, Cranlelgh Gardens, Luton, Beds ;
age 13-15; a Boy Seout in India, Canada,
Australia, New Zealand, or Jamaica.

A. Ladsky, 37, Park View Lload, Neasden,
London, N.W.10; age 10-12; fllms and
stamps ; California.

_R, D. Smith, ** Sunnybrae,” Armley Grange
View, Leeds 12 ; pen pal; age 16-18; sport
and horse riding ; Imdin or China,

Miza P, M. Way, b, Woodfield Road, Cheadla
Hulme, Cheshire ; girl correspondents; age
12-16 ; posteards, stamps: Newfoundland.

Miss B. Jeffries, ' Clovelly,” Melyd Avenue,
Trestatyn, North Wales ; girl cortespondents ;
age 14-17; anywhers, f

Cecil Banficld, ** Usanco,” Ulverstono Road,
Auhington, Essex ; pen pals; age 14-17;
overscas, espeeially U.S.A,

Teo Sit Hu, 176, Teluk Ayer Street, Singo-
pore, Btraits ﬂel.t]ementa; any age; stoamps;
anﬂ“‘heru.. . ’ ’

. Puriwitzsky, 68, McKenzic Strect, Cape
Town, South Africa ; stamps; any part of
the world.

H. Elsden, 15, Melford Strect, Dudley Hill,

RBradford, Yorks; age 12-14; model-boab
{:’wli}g, cyeling ; any part of England except
orks.

Raymond Mawman, 423, Lombard Street,
Bloemfontein, 0.F.8., 8. Africa ; nage 14-17;
stamps, sport; New Zealand, India and
Seotland,

W, Gordom ZLathe, 180, Cartier Street,
Ottawa, Canada; age ia-ls; stamps ;
anywhere.

Mizs J. Murray, 86, Cranwell Grove, Levens-
hulme, Manchester ; girl correspondents
age 16-17; films, cyeling; New Zealand,
south America, Canada,

C. Marner, *' St. Vincent House,” Royal
Hospital School, Holbrook, Buffolk ; cyeling.

Arnold Esakof, ¢fo Federal Tobacco Works,
21, Newton Htreeﬁ, Yillage Main, Johannesburg,
8. Africa; pen pals; age 13-16; stamps;
any part of the world except 5. Africa.

Members wanted for * The Millhourne
Correspondence & Exchango Club.' Prizes
given to members who enrol five new membera,
If interested write to Jock Bert, 14, Millbourne
Boad, Lorentzville, Johaunesburg, Transvaal,

. ca.

L. Tarman, 188, Kennedy Street, Renilworth,
Johannesburg, 8. Afriea ; age 9-13; sports,
reading ; Itufy, Japan, India, Egypt.

Tslimael Barkers Okwan, ofo J. B, Okwan,
Es(I(. 1. A. C. Produce, PO, Box 8, Koforidua,
God’ Coast, West Africa ; ape 16 upwards;
football, racing, athletics; every part of the
British EmFirc.

G+, Murrel, 18, Nelville Road, Croydon ; npgo
15 ; sports, photography, films; England.

PEN PALS COUPOR

20-11-37

R. Cheakley, 45, Gladstone Road, Croydon ;
age 16 ; photography, films ; Eng'lnn:l.

M., A. Tarrant, 30, Lavender Avenue,
Worcester Park, Surrey ; stamps; overseias,

A. Furby, 244, Southeroft Road, Tooting,
London, 8.W.17 ; stamps and views; anys
where in the world.

Miss A. Jacksom, 94, Gainsborongh Road,
Dagenham, Essex; girl correspondents ;
abroad,

Miss R. Hines, 8, Queens TFlats, Artzan
Street, Lomdom, E.1; girl correspondents |
age 14: Queensland.

Tavid Raigeff, 3, Churchill Street, Willington
Quay, Newcastle-on-Tyne ; 1936 GEMS wanted;
Nos, 1471-1478. :

David Stocks, Abuklea Btrect, Wilston,
N.W.1, Brisbane, Guecnsland, Australia ; pen
pals; age 16-10; sports and stamps; South

16, Collic Strcet, Fremantle,

9
Africa, India, Ching

Joe  Sieari, :

W. Australis ; photography, swimming,
foothall, fllms, rteading; anywhere in the
British f[slcs, Ttaly, France, Canada, U.B.A.

A, Farley, 94, Lansdewne Road, South
Tambeth, London, B.W.B8; pen pals; ogo
13-15; Germany and Africa.

Michael Pratt, The Ling, Wortham, Suffolk ;
age 16-18: pen pal in the Navy.

H. Hardman, 14, Accrington Roud, Black-
burn, Lancashire ; pen pals wanted in all
parts of the world ; scouting, photos, stamps.

Misa G. Cunnnings, 218, Becontrec Avenue,
Dagenham ; girl correspondents ; abroad.

A, Gibson, * Rathlin,” Carrickblacker Road,
Portadown, N. Ireland ; cricket, rughy, ships,
cte. ; Australia, India, China, Africa, Germany.

Miss B. Johnston, Wallace Avenue,; Lisbum,
N. girl earrcspondents 5 hoekey,
tennis, i

Ireland ;
swimming ; Amecrica, 8. Africa, India.
T. Cregan (Jnr.), 37, Antrim Road I’;i:g!mm,
N. Ireland ; hockey, camping, Boys' Brigade,
ete., any part of the world, .
Tne GeM Lisrary.—No, 1,553,
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CHAPTER 12,
Sticking It Out !

L1 ALTON I”
“ Adsum [
“Darby 1”
* Adsum "

“Dlj_\l'ﬁ}r 1”

No reply.

Mr. Railton, who was laking the voll-
call, raised his eyes and glanced at the
ranks of the Fourth. Ile repeated in
a slightly louder tone:

a8 D.A.I‘C}" 1

But there was no voice to answer
“Adsum |¥  Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
was not present. Blake thought of
risking it for the sake of his chum, but
the Housemnaster's eyes were too keen.
Silence reigned,

Mr. Railton waited for an instant,
and then marked down Arthur Augustus
a3 absent from calling-over, and went on
with the list,

‘Blake, Herries; and Dighy looked at
one another in some dismay. ‘The
Terrible Three did not look happy.
Arthur Augustus had missed calling-
over. Did that mean that he was still
waiting on the bridge?

The é:nrnut.ical jokers had taken it for
granted that Arthur Augustus would
come home: in time for calling-over.
After spending apn hour or so waiting,
surely he must. have realised that
Dorothy was not eomirg to the rendez-
vous.

But they had not counted upon the

getermined character of Arthur
ugustus. He had gone to the old
bridge to meet & lady, The lady was

late, but it was up to a romanlic
cavalier to wait till she turned up.

Whatever delay might have arisen,
and however late the lady might be in
keeping. her appointment, it was Arthur
Angustus’ bosiness to wait till she did
come. Weighed in the balance against
his duty as & devoted cavalicer, ealling-
over was a mere nothing,

“Well,” said Biake, as'the juniors left
the Hall when the roll was called, * what
do you think of that?”

“He ¢an't be siill wailing on the
bridge, surely " exclaimed Manners.

“Bet you ninepence to fourpence that
ha is!” suid Blake gloomily, “And I
shouldn’t wonder if he misses bed-time
as well as calling-over |

“0h, my hat I”

“ But—but—but he ecouldn’t Le such
a howhng ass!” ejaculated Lawiher,
in dismay.

“Therc's no telling how big an_ass'
he might be!” growled Blake. “He's
still there, you can bet your Lat. 1
thought he'd come in for roll-eall, of
course. But he hasn’t, If he sticks it
out till bed-time there'll be a fearful
row.”

% Somebody will have to go and fetch
him,” said Tom.

Blake made a grimace.

“DBreaking bounds after dark,” he

said.
“Can’t, be helped. We can’t leave
Cinssy on the bridge all night. It would
be just like him to stay tﬁera all night
and come home with the milk in the
morning.”™

The juniors grinned at the idea, Dut
the matter was serious,

“1'll go,”* said Lowther,
little joke, after all.

“Ros!” growled Blake. “I'll go;
he's our pet lunatic. I dare say I can
manage 1t without being spotted.”

DBlake sauntered our into the dusky
quadrangle.  With great care he saun-
tered out of sight in the dusk, and ns
soon as he was sure that he was not

Tue Gem Lispany.—INo. 1,553,

“1t was my
It's up to me.”

observed, he clambered up the slaniing
oak Iand dropped over the wall into the
road,

Then he started for Ryleombe bridge.

It wos a good walk to the bridge.
Blake ran most of the way., Punishment
was celtain and severe if he were found
out of bounds after dark, and the
cxpedition was not an agreeable ane.
He anathematised Arthur Augustus and
his obstinacy » dozen times as he
tramped through the dusky winter
evening down the river.

The old stone bridge eame in sight at
last. Blake peered round him as he
tramped on to it. A dim figure loomed
up before him in the darkness,

“Is that you, deah gal?”

It was the veice of Arthur Augnstus
I¥ Arey.

“You fathead L”

“Blake I ejaculated Arthur Augustns,

“¥es, you ass!” growled Blake., “T've
come to feteh you home. Do vou know
that Railton’s missed you at eall-over?”

“I had to wisk that, deah boy!”

“Well, ecome on [?

Arthur Augustus shook his head,

“I cannot come yet, Bluke., I am
sowwg you took the twouble to come
here for me. Pway weturn to the school
before you are missed.”

“1 am not going back without you,
you chump | shouted Bloke.

Y1 wefuse to be called a chump! 1
cannot come &k pwesent, As I have
informed you, I am here to wait for a
lady,” said D’Arey, with dignity.

“And you expect her to come out at
this time in the evening?” asked
Blake sarcastically.

“I wegard it as certain that she will
keep her appointment. Somethin’ has
happened to delay her for a fow hours,”

“And how long are you going to
wait 7" grinned Blake.

“1 could not possibly go away, and
pewwaps let her come and not find me,”

said Arthur Augustios calmly. “I shall
wait till midnight.*

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Weally—"

“Ha, ha, ha!t”

TI fail te see anythin® to cackle
at, Blake. You will oblizga me by

weturnin' at once to St Jim's,™ said
Arthur Augustus frigidly.

“¥You howling ass, come along!”
yelled Blake. *There isn't any lady
coming. It was Monty Lowther jawed

to you .on the telephone 1"

Arthur Augustus jumped,

“Wha-a-at! Watsl' Wubbisl 1

“He told yon wyou eould call him
Dorothy " shrieked Blake. “It was a
jape! Do you understand now, you
champion idiot?”

“Bai Jove |”

“And there's a parcel waiting for yon
at 8t Jim's, The girl from Dlankloy's
delivered it at six o'elock.”

“Oh, you feahful wottahs I exclaimed
Arthur Augustus, convinced at last.
“Then § have been waitin® here for
nothin’ {”

“ Nothing, excepting a wigging from
Railton for missing call-over I grinned
Blake. “We didn’t think you would be
fathead enough to miss call-over, of

course. Now, are you coming "
“I am_ not comin’ with you, you
wottah 1 I wefuse to wecognise you. I

wegard you  with uttah  despision—I
mean contempt 1

“ Look hiere, Gussy, old dulfer——

“Pway do not addwess your wemarks
to me, Jack Blake!”

Arthur Augustus sauntered away with
knitied brows, leaving his chum quite
overgome by the “Jack Blake.”

“0Oh, my hat!"” murmured Blake, and
he walked after Arthur Auvgustus,

k)
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Not a word was spoken during the
return to Bt Jim's.  Arthur Augustus
seemed unconscious of the existence of
his old pal

Arrived at the school, Blake re-
entered by climbing the wall. Avthur
Auguztus marched up to the gates and
reng the bell, and Taggles let him in.

“Which you are to report yourseif to
Mr. Railton,” grunted Taggles.

Arthur Augustus walked on to the
School House. With perfect calminess
he tapped at Mr. Railton’s door and
entered.

The
seversly.

“You have just returned, D Arcy 2"

“Yaas, sir.”

Housemastor  regarded  him

"Why have you stayed out so late?”
Arthur Augustus coloured.  Ile did
not feel inclined to confide to Mr.

Railton why he had played Sister Anne
on the bridge It waa quite certain
that the HMousemaster would not be
syinpathetic.

“I—I stayed out. sir,” he said fecbly.

Mr. Railton's brow grew sterner.

“You will kindly aequaint me at
once, ID'Arey, with your oceupation
during the time you have spent out of
gatez 1" Lo exclaimed,

."',I‘ have been waitin’ on the bwidge,
sir.

Mr. Railion started.

*Waiting on the bridge?
time '’

“Yaas, sir."

“And for what rcason?”

“I—I wag led to suppose by a wotten
pwactical jokah that somebody was
comin’' to meet me there, sir.”

Mlr, Railton's face relaxed a little.

“¥You have been the victim of a
practical joke, D'Arcy 7

“Yaas, sir; a wolten joke in the
vewy worst of taste.”

“You should not have missed calling-
over, [MArcy. You will take twa
bundred lines  You may go.”

“Thank vou, sir.”

Avthor Augustus quitted the studs.
I the passage he was surrounded by
his old chums. They were repeatauk
and remorseful.

All the

“Licked ?” asked Tom Merry with
great solicitude.

“I decline to speal to you, Tom
Mewwy.”

“Lines 7’ asked Manners,

“Pway do not addwess me,

Mannahs.

“We didn't know you'd miss eall-
over,”  explained Lowthcr, “How
wore we to guess that you'd be such a
howling ass? I put it to you.”

“Let me pass, Lowthah.”

“Don't be ratty about it, Gussy,”
urged Blake. “Don’t bear malice, you
know, We thought you'd come in for
calling-over.”

“I'm mnot watty, Llake I simply
wegard you as a set of unspeakable
boundahs, and I wefuse to know you.”

“Not if we let you eall us Dorothy ¥
asked Monty Lowther in a wheedling
fono,

There was a yell of laughter,

“You—vou wottahs!” shouted Avthur
Auvgustus, losing all at once his digni-
fied calin, and he made a rush af the
humorizt of the Shell

Monty Lowther fed for his lile

ey

CHAPTER 13.
The Only Way !

i ALLO1?  said  Tiggins  in
H suyprise. : ]
Iigins & Co. were in their

giudy in the New lLlouse
when the visitors arrived.
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Thera were six visitors—tihe Terrible
Three and Blake and Herries and Dig,

Figgins & Co., as it happened, were
busy.

Kerr was making up his face with
grease-paint before the glass; TFatty
Wynn was trying on a wig; and
Figgins putting stitches into a costume,

Eyidently they weee getting ready for
another effort by the New House Junior
Amateur Dramatic Society.

“Busy "' asked Blake.

“And we've done our best to cure
him,” saidc Tom Merry; *“and we've
only succeedled in putting him on the
high horse”

“Hard cheese |? said Fatty Wynn
“Have vou tried walloping him?”

“Ha, ha, ha! No, It may come to
that,”’ said Blake, *“but we've thought
of a dodge. Kerr .5 going to help us.”

“ Anything to oblige,” said Kerr.
“¥ou can't do better than leave it to

“Yes," said Figgins affably, “Good- the New House if you're in dilficulty.”
bye |’ “Bow-wow ! Now, the idea is this,”
| ‘\\\?-';%E%?\‘.*Q\\\Q

# | game 'ere to give you a 'iding, Mister Swanking D’Arcy,”’ said Mr. Harker.
girl a!ons—w' otd? u
ender.

The School House juniors grinned
and came into the study; they were
thera on business,

“How's Cussy getting on?” asked
Kerr, locking round from the glass with
& seventy-year-old face, made up with
the skill for whiclh the Scots junior was
famous.

“My hat! What a clivvy!” said
Blake. “We've come to speak to you
about Gussy. He's still deing it

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Kildare's stopped him using the
telephone, buf he does it witl postcards
now. An order to Blankley’s vegularly
every day, and he waylays Dorothy at
the pate. She must be getting fed-up.
I kuow we are ™

said Blake impressively. “We've done
all we can, and Gussy keeps on doing
it. 'There’s got to be a radical cure.
We've jawed it cver and we've got on
to a topping wheeze. Buppose Gussy
found out that the giy]l from DBlankley’'s
was engaged

“TIs she

“Blessed if I know! She may be.
Nice gir), you know., Whether she is
or not, suppose her fiance heard about
Gussy’s goingson and came here (o
interview him,  (Gussy, learning that
Dorothy is private property, in a way
of speaking, would get off the grass at
once, He's awfully honourable, you
know.”

“But if she hasn't a fiarfce, how can

“ Then
“The man fiourished the whip, and thers was a crash as it caught ths clogol
il @weat Scott | " gasped Arthur Augustus, and he hastily backed round the table.
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he come herel?” asked Figgins, in
surprise. .

“That's where Kerr comes in,” ex-
plained Blake. “Xerr can make himself
up as auything, except a good-looking
chap A

“You
warmly.

“My idea is that—"

“My idea, you mean!” interjected
Monty Lowther.

“Qur idea,” amended Blake. “Our
ides is that Dorothy should be engaged
to a rather rough speeimen, who gets

gilly ass—" hegan Kerr

N

SN -

ou'll let anothar man's

'rfaps
and huriod it into tha

wild at the idea of Gussy chucking the
glad eye at her. He comes to St. Jim's
with a big horsewhip to thrash Gussy."

*““Ha, ha, ha |”

“Kerr's awfully clever at theatrical
rot, and that kind of thing, and we
thinle he could do it. Bo there you are.”

“We're a deputation,” said Tom
Merry. “We've come to request the
services of your tame Scotsman.”

Figgins chuckled.

“Kerr could do it on his head,” he re-
marked. “Of course he'll do it. It's a
jolly good idea, and if thet doesn't cure

ussy nothing will.”
“I'm on!* said Kerr. “When and
where? That’s all I want to know.”

“Spturday .afternoon,” said Tom
Tne Gex Lisrsry,—No. 1,553,
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Mevry. “There's no maleh on, and we
can give up the afterncon to Gussy.”

“Ha, ha, ha |”

“I's u go,” said Kerr. “TI'll think
out the character, and we'll take the
things eut to the old barn after dinner
on Saturday, and Figgy and Fatiy will
help me to make up there. Rely on us.”

* Thanks !

“Not at wnll. As cock UHouse of
Bt. Jim's, it 15 up to us to help you
Schoe! House 'kids when you're ouf of
youl depth.”

“Rats?" said the deputation cheer-
gul}y; and they departed,. highly satis-

ed,

It was really o stunning idea, and it
had cost Gussy’s friends a greats deal
of thought. But Blake declaréd that
they had really hii upon an effective
wheeze at last. At all events, it wonld
be very interesting to wateh the inter-
view between Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
and Miss Dorothy's fiance.

They found -Arthur Augustus watch-
ing the clock in the tower as they
crossed over to their own House. They
kiew why he was interested in the
passage of time. It was getting near
the fime of the alterncon’s delivery
from Blankley’'s.

Blake slapped his noble ¢hum on the
shoulder, eﬁciting‘ a yelp from Arthur
Aungustus,

“Parcel from Blankley's
aslied Blake,

““Ow! Yaas. Pway don’t bothah!”
* Anything left out of your fiver?”
*Wats I*

Arthur Augustus walleed away.

“What about the Rookwood maich on
Wednesday 7 shouted Tom Merry,

“Blow the Wookwood maich![”

Jack Blake breathed hard through
his nose. :

“That's what it comes to!” he said.
“He ought to be scragged, and ihen
boiled in oil. Never mind. Wait il
Dorothy's fance comes along.”

“Ha, ha, hat”

When Arthyr Augustug came into
Btudy No. 6 he had o parcel under his
arm and a beatific smile on his face.
El'idcntlg; he had seen the girl from
DBlankley’s at the gote. He tossed the
parcel carelessly on the table.

“What's in that?” asked Blake.

“Weally, I forpet. Samnethin® fwom
Blankley's,”

“You don't know what you paid for?"
demanded Blake.

“It's somethin'
Arthur Augustus,
bothah I

“You silly ass

Arthur Aungustus quitted the study.

He was still net on speaking terms
with his old chums, but they persisted
in being on speaking terms with him.

In the dormitory that night they bade
him good-night in affectionate toncs,

to-day 77

I've ordered,” said
“Pway don't

LX)

receiving only a eniff by way of
response,
The wsual postecard had been dis-

patched to Blankley's; there was to be
anotlier delivery on the morrow,

Gussy was still “doing it,” as Blako
expressed it.  Bub before the next
delivery came from Blankley's, some-
tiing was going to happen.

The next day there wers six juniors
in the School House who were smiling o
good deal.

_ They were anticipating the happen-
ings of the aficrnoon.

Arthur Aunguostus was anticipating 1le
evening, and he also was smiling—
Leagific smiles, which his chums: e-
scribed az idietie.

_After dinner, Figgins & Co. of the
New. House anight  have been secn
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¢ | ssm the milk train’s late again,
Bert 1™

Hali-a-crown has besn awarded

to F. Shaw, 42, Chard Strest, New
Bedford, Motts.

steolling out at the gates, Kerr carry-
ing a large and well-filled bag.

Tom Merry observed them, and
chuckled gleefully, The plot was work-
ing.

“Coming down to footer practice,
Guesy ¥ Tom Merry asked, as he en-
countered the swell of Bt. Jim's.

“Wats 1"

Arthur Augustus weni to his study.
When Blake looked in, he found him
deeply engaged with a pen and a gheet
of impot paper. He was not doing
lines, however.

Blake caught sight of a line or two:
“Her eyes are like the blue of summer’s

skies |

Her voice is like the sweetest zeplyr

sighs.”

Arthur Augustus hastily covered up
ihe paper with a blotting-pad.

* Sticking in here all the afternoon?”
demanded Blake. “Why ean't you come
down and have a go at the ball”

“Pway don't wowwy [”

“Fathead ! said Blake;
walked out of the study.

He joined a cheery group of juniors
wha were waiting in the Lower Hall,

“He's Slicki-n% in the study, writing

cetry,” said Blake. “Bafe as houses!

wonder how long Dorothy's fiance is
going to be?”

The juniors chuckled and waited. It
war time for Kerr of the Fourth to

and he

arrive upon the seene. They watched
the gates. .
“Hallo!” gaid Lowther suddenly.

“What's that? Surely—"

“Phew ! said Tom Merry.

All eyes were fixed upon a figure
that had entered the school gates and
was siriding towards the School House.

The newesmer looked about twenty-
five years old, though a little short for
Lhis age. He wore a small black
moustache, and lis faee looked red and
weather-beaten,  He was dressed in a
uniform resembling that worn by Messrs.
Blaukley's porters—of o masculine
variety,  Under his arm he carried a
Lig whip.

Tom Merry & Co. starved at him hard
as hiec came up. He was so exactly like
one of Blankley's porters that they
cauld mot believe that it was Kerr,
They waited to discover.

The young man stopped, and touched
his peak cap to the juniors,

YThis'ere 15 8. Jim's ?"” he asked.

“Yes,” said Blake, in wonder.

“{an I see a young gentloman, name
of D'Arey #”

*Cortainly | Follow me.”

THE GEM LIBRARY

“Thank you " .

The young man followed Blake into
the Huuse and up the stairs.

Tom Merry & Co. followed behind in
great wonder. Was it Kerr, or was it a
gennine man from Blankley’s who had

business with Arthur Augustus? They
could not tell. They were soon to see.
o
CHAPTER 14,

The Man From Blankley's !

L AY Jove ! I weally think that is
B wathah good!”
Arthur Augustus D'Arer, in
_ Study No. 6, was surveying his
poetic efforts with eonsiderable satisfac-
tion. The sonnet was completed.
Arthur Augustus pondered. Should
he hand that sonnet to the girl from
Blankley's when she came with the next

parcel? Or should he send it by post,
care of Blankley’s? It was s knotty
problem,

He was still pondering over it when
there came a knock at the door.

“Come m!” said Arthur Augustus,
hastily throwing the blotter over the
poerm.

He started a litfla as the young man
from Blankley's entered. His eyes
dwelt for a moment on the big whip.

" Master D’Arcy—wot?” said the
visitor. )

“That iz my name,”

“I 8'pose you've ’eard of mef?”

“I am not aware that I have the
honazh  of your acgquaintance,” eaid
Arthur Augusius, with dignity.

“Name of Harker,” said the young
man—*""hemployed at Blankley's.”

“You have called wespectin’® my
wecent ordah to Blankley's?"” asked

Arthur Augunstus, puzzled.

“No, I hain't !" said Mr. Harker em-
phatically.  “TI've called respecting
your goings hen, young man "

“I fail to undahstand you,” said
Arthur Augustus indignantly.,  “Will
vou kindly explain your business with
me, Mr. Harker 7"

“Ain’t I hexplaining of 61" de-
manded DMr. Harker belligerently.
“Wot I've got to say is this 'ere, that
I hain’t standing it.  You mark my
words, young fellow, T hain’t standing
it! Not at no price! Is that plain
cnough ¥

“1 weally do not compwehend—"

“When a feller is engaged to a gal,”
said Mr. Harker, “a feller don’t like o
young torf a-giving that gal the glad

eye. Natural, ain’t it? I hain’t &
torf, T hain’t! I'm s ’ard-working
man., DBut I'm as good as any torf

whatever breaved, voung feller, and
don't you forget it 1"

Arthur  Augustus
sinking.

“Weally, Mr. Harkah—"

“¥ou keep horf the grass!” said Mr,
Harker. “You let another feller’s gal
alone! That's wot I want, and that’s
wot I'm a-going to ’ave !"”

Arthur Augustus sank into his chair,
He was not afraid of Mr. Harker,
truculent as that young gentleman
looked. That was not the trouble at all.
But he could no longer doubt the mean-
inz of Myr. Harker's remarks.

“Do you mean to imply that you are
engaged to Miss Dowothy Fane?" Le
asked, in a faint voice,

“YWhich vou knows it well enongh,”
said Mr. Harlker darkly. “And sou
thinks as beeause you are a torf you can
do as you like—wot? Bul you can'tl
This 'erc is o free country, and a 'ard-
working man "as 'is vights. I come 'ere
to give you a 'iding, Mister Swanking
D'Arey, and that's wot I'im going to do.

felt an inward
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Then p'rlaps you'll let another man’s
girl alone—wat 77

“Gweat Seott I

Avthur Augustns jumped up as Mr
Harker flourished the big whip. There
was a crash as the wlip caught the
clock, and hurled it into !he fender.

Arthur Augustus backed round the
tabile.

“Weally I he gasped.

“Don’t you dodge me!” roared Mr.
Harker. “Tm a-standing up for my
rights, I ham ' Which I knows the ole
game, sending horders hevery day to
bring the van 'ere—wot? A-giving of
my gal the glad eye when she comes
with the parcel. Well, you may be a
torf, but fcaﬂ it dishenonrable, T doy
and Pm pgeoing to wallop you to teach
you manners [” :
" Oh deah!”

_ The whip sang through the air as Mr.
Harker made a rush at the dismayed
gwell of St Jim's.

Arthur Avgustus dodged again.

“Pway be calm!” he gasped.
asshialy you, Mistalh Harkah,
weally was not aware——"

“Gammen |7

“Hold on !”” said Tom Alerry, rushing
into, ihe  study and collaring the
truculent Mr. Harker. “ Draw it mild,
old chap 1™

“You lomme alone!” roared Mr.
Harker. “Pm a-going fo wallop the
young scoundrel "

“Seoundwel | Bai Jove!”

“ Reseue I gasped Tom Marry,

Lowther and Manners, and Blake and
Herries and Dig erowded in. They
gathered round the young man from
Blankley's, and strove to pacify him.

“ Quiet, for goodness' sake!” urged
Blake. “We shall have a master up
here if you make such a row !’

“1 don't care a rap! I'm going to
wallop that young deceiving villam [
shouted Mr, Harker. “I'll give "im the
glad eye, I willl 'Cause he's a blessed

(13 I_I
that I

torf, 'e thinks 'e ean de wol le blossed
well chooses—eh? Tl show ’im 17

“Hold on, Alr. Harker! Gussy
didn't know—he really didn't know——="

“ Gammon 7

“Keep behind  the table, 'Gussy "
shouted Dig. “We'll hold him off.”

“I wefuse to keep behind the table,
Dig: ‘T am not afwaid of this—this per-
son,” said Arthur  Augunstus, wiih
digntty. “Mr. Harkah, . there is no
need for you to make a widienlpus scene.
You are actin' undah a misappwe-
hension.™

“ Lemme get at the young scoundrel !

“] awefuse to be called B young
sconndwel I’ exclaimpd ~ Arthnr
Augustus  indignaptly. “I was not
aware that Miss Fane was engaged, as
she does not weah a wing.”

“'Ow could she wear a wing, you
young hidiot ?? exclaimed the man
from Blankley’s.

“(ussy means that she’s an angel,
you know, and, therefore, might bo ex-
pected to wear a wing,” explained
Lowther.

“1 deo not mean anythin' of the sort,
Lowithah, you ass! I was alludin® to
an engagement-wing.’”

“Wot does 'e mean by .'is engage-
ment-wing - demanded the man from
Blankley's, “Is ‘e orf his onionf”

" “He means an engagement-ring,’
chuckled Blake. y 7
“Ho!  And ‘ow is s ’ard-working

man to buy engagement-rings in these
‘ard tunes?” demanded Mr. Harker.
“'Course, that young torf could afferd
it. 'E don't 'ave to work with a vin,
'e don't, for twenty-one shillings a
weele.  "Tain’t his business, I suppose,
whether my gal wears a ring or not, is
it? Young rascall”

“Clertainly not, Mre. Harkal,™ said
Arvthur Augustus.  “I did not mean
that wemark as impertinent. I was ex-
slaining how it was that 1 did nof
Lnnw that Miss Fane was engaged, In
the cires, of course, I shall nevah sce
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the young lady again, ¥ twust you are
sufficiently intelligent to see that I am
an lenouwable chap.”

“You have . Gussyls word, Mz
Harker,” said Monty Lowtlrer solempnly.
“The word of a I’Arcy is as good as
gold or currency mnotes.”

“Weally, Lowthah——"

“I give my word of honah to Mr.
Harkah,” said D'Arey, with lofty
dignity., “But I wish him clearly to
undahstand that I am not afwaid of
him. I am quite pwepared to thwow
him out of the study.”

“My heye! Lemme get at 'im "

“Peace, my child, peacol® said
Monty. Lowther. “This wayl We'll
see you to the gates. Lend a hand, you
fellows 1

Tom Merry & Co. gathered round
Mr. Harker, and marched him out of
the study.

As, he went .down the passage, Mr.
Harker repeatedly requested to be
alfowed, to “get at " Arthur Augustus,

But he was cscorted safely off the
premises.

Tom Merry & Co. refurned to the
study a few minutes later,

Arthur Augustus was stooping ab the
grale, with = lighted match in his
Land.

A sheet of impot paper blazed up and
was consumed. i

Ii was the poem. i

Arthur Auvgustus crimsoned  as he
turned and met the accusing gaze of
his chums,

“Is he gone?” he faltered.

“(one,” said Blake gravely. ' Guser,
T must say 1 am shecked at this, I
never thought anybedy in this study
would be capable of—of—"'

“You must know, Blake, that T was
guite unaware of the twue posizh of
affairs,” snid Arthur Augustus, “and
I twust you can wely uwpon me to dn
the wight thing. Pway excuse me, I
mist go and telephone.”

(Continwed on page 28.)
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THE MYSTERIOUS VOICE THAT STARTED AN UPROAR AT THE REHEARSAL OF THE

REMOVE VARIETY SHOW!

RIVAL ENTERTAINERS!

WHAT HAPPENED LAST WEEK,
With Ohristmas drawing near, the
chums of Greyfriars consider it time
to set things moving for a Yuletide
show by the Wharton Operatic and
Dramatic Society. A meeling of mem-
bers is therefore fized for seven o'clock
in Study No. 1. )
Dilly Bunter, unaware of this
arranges to hold a ventriloguial enter-
tainment in the sgme place, at the same
itme. DBunter's ventriloguism iz a joke
in the Remove, but it gives Dulstrode
& Co. an excus: to go nlong and spoil
the W.0.D.8 meeting, under the pre-
tence of wanting to hear Bunter's shouw.
But Harry Wharton & Co. defeat
their amiuble object by lelling Funter
go akead with his entertainment firsi,
Bulstrode & Co. thereupon depart, and
the W.0.D.8. proceed wilh their mect-
ing. After a long discussion, a variely
show is decided upon, and the amateur
actors are just about to talk over the
items of the programme, when o terrifie
din i3 heard in the passage. Harry
Wharton strides angrily to the door and
ings it open.
a4 E (Now read on.)

A Rival Meeting !

ULSTRODE, the Remove bully,
B ‘gtood on a chair placed within a
fow feet of the door of Btudy
No. 1. A score of Removites sur-
rounded him, cramming in the passage.
Bulstrode was speaking, and his hearers
cheered him st every word, adding to
the effect by stamping their feet.
“What's all that row about?” de-
manded Harry Wharton angrily, as he
looked out of Study No. L
“Hurrabk' | Hip, pip!l”
“Get farther along, can't you?®”
“Hurrah!”
Btamp, stamp, stamp!
“What I say is—" said Bulstrode.
“Hip, pip, hurrah!” )
“What's all that row about?” shouted
Wharton.
“Ha, ha, hal”
“Hurrah!” .
. Bulstrode turned towards the captain
of the Remove with a grin.

C“Can’t 1T address a mecting of the
Form if I like?” he demanded.

“Is that a meeting of the Form?”

“0Of course it isl”

“Then why can't you meet in your
own study 7"

“No room. I suppose the Remove

assage is free to wll members of the

emove, isu't it?" said Skinner, with
an aggrieved look.

““Of course it is!” said Bulstrode.
“(Get on with the meeting. I have the
honour of again putting the question to
the honourable meeting——"

“Hear, hear!|”

“Are we downhearted 77

“Nol Hurrahl?

“ Are we free to make as much row as
we like in our own passage!”™

“Yes, yes! Hurrah!”

Stamp, stamp, stamp!

Harry Wharton looked vexed, but ha
eould hardly help laughing. The
‘f};jleratiu society were decidedly wrath-
ul.

“Look here—" exclaimed Wharton.

“Hurrah| Go ahead, Bulstrode |”?
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“ (Yentlemen of the Remove—"

“Hear, hear!”

Stamp, stamp, stamp !

“IFaith, and they'll have a prefect up
if they don’t draw it mild!” exclaimed
Micky Desmond. “ What price clearing
the passage of the spalpeens?”

“We can't hold o discussion while
they're making that row|” exelaimed
Hazeldene. *“ Let's go for the rotters!”

“Right wyou are!” said Wharton,
“They're two to one, but there isn't
much room for punching in the pas-
sage. Shoulder to shoulder 1”

“We'll back you up, Wharton!”

“ Altogether 1” exclaimed Bub Cherry.
“QGive "em socks!”

" Guntlemen of the Remove,” repeated

Bulstrode, “I say—what say 1s—
gentlemen of the Remove——"

“Hear, hear!"

“(rentlemen of the Remove— Oh!

Ger-r-rooh 1"

Bulstrode fell headlong off the chair
as the operatic society made their rush.
The Btudy No. 1 phalanx broke right

TR THTHHTTT TR THE T

Ragging the Remove variety show
proves a painful part of the pro-
gramme—for the raggers!

THHHI TR TR TR

through the velling and stamping crowd
and sent them flying. Half the rioters
were knocked down, end the other half
went reeling and running.

The victory was sudden, but, unfor-
tunately, it was not complete. Bul-
strode staggered to his fect and yelled
to his backers to rally,

And they rallied—they rallied and
came back with a furious rush, hLitting
out right and left,

“Bhoulder  to
Harry Wharton.

And his followers backed him np man-
fully, showing that they could easily
have become as distinguished a pugilis-
tic society as they could in the operatic
and dramatie linc.

But the odds were against them.

Pighting desperately, tlhiey were swept
back to Study Ne. 1 and lurled in,
eprawling across one another on the
floor.

Wharton was last, and he stood his
ground in the doorway alone for a full
minute, holding his own against the
crowd; but finally a concerted rush
hurled him in, though he left many
swollen and streaming noses behind him.

Round the deorway the Removites
howled with glee.

The operatic sociely slaggered
looking decidedly the worse for wear.
They lined up to resist an invasion of
the study if it should be atiempted, but
the victorious rioters were not disposed
to venture into the lions' den. They

shoulder 1™ shouted

up, .

contented themselves with crowding out-
gide the door and hooting and cat-
calling,

“My only hat!” murmured Nugent.
“1 suppose this would be called an
operatic meeting with variations.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Come out!” roared Bulstrode.
“Why don’t you come out and clear the
passage? Yah!”

“Yauh! Come out

“What is all thiz dreadful noise?”

It was the voice of Mr. Queleh, the
master of the Remove, on the stairs,
The shouting mob outside the door ef
Study No. 1 melted away like snow in
the summer sun,

Mr. Quelch reached the top of the
stairs, and found the passage quite un-
tendnted. He looked round n surprise,
and tapped at the door of Study No, 1
and looked in.

“Ah!” said Mr. Quelch grimly, as he
noted the signs of combat in the faces
of the operatic society. I suppose
this terrible din is due to you juniors?
You have-been fighting among your-
selves 7

“Oh, no, sir!” said Harry Wharton.

Mr. Quelch looked at him searchingly,

“You ecertainly lock as if you had
been fighting, Wharton.”

“ Not among ourselves, sir.”

“Ah! You have heen fighting with
sorne other party in the Lower School,
I suppose? Well, don’t let me hear any
more noise this evening, my boys”

And Mr. Queleh went away., The
juniors felt considerably relieved. They
would not have been surprised at
getting a hundred lines each. But the
Hemove master, though usnally severe,
was just, He knew that it would be
impossible ever to get at the rights of
the matter, and so he allowed it to drop.

The members of the operalic society
looked at one another. There was not
much likelihood of Bulstrode & Cao.
coming back, but they did not feel in
much trim for an operatic discussion.
Lyes and noses were swelling visibly.

. "The meeting Lad better be ad-
journed, 1 think,” said the president,
ooking round. ' '

And as every member of the operatio
and dramatic society assented, the meet-
ing was adjourned forthwitl.

Plotting a Plot!

HE Greyiriars Remove looked
somewhat the worse for wear

when they appeared in the class-

room the next morning. Almost
every member of the operatic and
dramatic society had a bruise or a eut,
some of them black eyes and swollen
rioses.

Bulstrode and his friends were quite
as plainly marked, and when Me.
Quelch came in and saw half his class
displaying the signs of recent combat,
his expression grew grim for a moment,
But he made no remark, and the lessona
proceeded as usual,

Billy Bunter was not damaged, having
carvcfully kept ont of the serimmage the
previous evening., The fat jumor was-
wearing an aggrieved expression that
morning, Why tlie chums of the
Remove should refuse to admit a veu-
triloquial display among the items of
their programme was a mystery to him,
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THERE’S NOT A DULL MOMENT IN THIS TIP-TOP TALE OF THE EARLY ADVENTURES
OF HARRY WHARTON & CO.

nw.

F All together ! ' exclaimed Bob Cherry.

f#0Oh! Qer-r-roch!™"
only explicable on the grounds of
jealousy. Bub Bunter could be ob-

stinate when he liked. Ho was a mem-
ber of the operatic saciety himself, and
he didn’t see why he should he left out
of the entertainment,

Bulstrode didn’t see it, either. Bul-
strode was always willing to back up
anybody in anything, so long as it was
against Harry Wharton. And most of
the 'Removites, though they liked
Wharton better than Bulstrode, were
reddy enough for any rag.

Bulstrode tapped Billy Bunter on the
shoulder as the Remave came out after
morning school. The fat junier blinked
round him,

“ Hallo, Bkinner 1

“Tt isn’t Skinner, Owl1”

“(h, is that you, Bulstrode? Are you
hungry 1

“I'm getting
Wh 22

% thought you might feel inclified to
coma along with me and have a snack at
the schoclgshop. said Bunter., *I'm
feeling rather peckish myself.”

“I dén't mind 1f I do,” said Bulstrode.
" Are you in funds for once in your hife,
theni”

“(0h, really, Bulstrode 1

“Has that celebrated postal order
come at last?"

“Well, as a matter of fact it hasn't,
anid I'm rather short of moncy, Bul-
strode. I thought you wouldn't mind
lending me half-a-crown till it came. I
can promise it back for to-morrow
morning for certain.”

“7 dare say you ean promise it,”
assented Bulstrode, in a tone that 1m-
plied considerable doubts about the per-
formanee of the promise.

“0Oh, it’s all right, I assure youl ‘1
hope you don’t think I'm the kind .of
fellow to run into debts I can’t pay1”

Bulstrode grinned.

ready for dinner

""Qive 'em socks!'

out right and left.

*“Nobody who knows you would think
that. of you, Bunter—I don’t think I

“Oh, really, Bulstrode! If you don’t
want to lend, I'm sure I don't want to
borrow I said Bi||f' Bunter, wilh
dignity. "I think I'll run along and
gpeak to Wun Lung.”

“Q0h, leave the Chinee alone "

“He lent me a pound the other day,”
said Bunter impressively. ‘“There ave
some fellows who can trust me, and Wun
Lung is one of them.”

“Did you pay it back " asked Bul-
strode sarcastically.

“I'm letting 1t stand over till,I get my
next postal order. If you like to lend
me a pound, Bulstrode——"

“¥Yes, I'm hkely to stand you a fort-
night’s pocket-money ! said Bulstrode.
“T'1 tell you what I'll do. Come along
to Mrs. Mimble's, and I'll stand you
some cream puffs,”

“Thanks awfully,
cream  puffs now
appetite for dinner.
ful of you!”

“J say, Skinner, come this way—

“No need to ask Skinner,” muttered
Bunter anxiously. “I can do with all
the eream puffs you ecan stand, Bul-
strode, and——"

“Shut up! Come on, Skinny, and
have some cream puffs.” i

“Well, rather!” said Skinner, join-
ing, them.

The three juniors walked over to the
tuckshop, which Mrs. Mimble, the
gardener’s wife, kept ‘within the pre-
cincts of Greyfrmrs‘

Bulstrode was in funds, as he usually
was. He ordered a dozen cream puils.
Billy Bunter's eyes glistened behind hia
spectacles. Skinner knew that Bulstrode
must have seme object in feeding
Bunter, and he wondered what it was.

“T1 say, you fellows, these puffs are
ripping 17 said Billy Bunter. *Are

Bulstrodel  Some
would give me an
It’'s very thought-

ID"=s

‘ Qentlemen of the Remove——'' began Bulstrode.
The Form bully fell headlong off the chair as the Study No. 1 phalanx charged the Piutera, hitting

you going to have any ginger-pop,
Bulstrode "

“Three gingers, Mrs, Mimble,
pleasc 1

“Wan't you want any for yourself 7'
asked Billy Bunter innocently.

Skinner chuckled, and Bulstrode
glared at the fat junior.

“That's one cach,” said DBulstrode,

“0Oh, I seal I can alweys manage
three m_vscif.”

“¥You'll manage one now.”

“0Oh, very welll T say, don't thosa
jam tarts look ripping?"

“I dare say they do. Now, about
that \oni;uloquml entertainment, Bun-

tor——s"

“¥es, wasn't that a s=ell?” said
Bunter. “If you fellows hadn't buzzed
off as you did, I should have given you
o n WHng entertainment.”

‘ell, of course, t]lat was due lo
Wharton's interruption,” said Bul-
strode, with a wink at Skinner. “Wa
felt we couldn't very well sce ie
through 1"

“Did you really, Bulstrode? Bab
Cherry was hymg to make out that tho
follows couldn’t stand my vcnt.n!oﬂumi
entertainments at any price.’

“That's all rot on the facc of it!
Now, I put it to you, Bunter?”

“Yow're right there. With my won-
derful abilities as a veniriloguist,
don't sec how my entertainment could
fuil to be

“Tntertaining,”

* Apprecinted,”

suggested Skinner.
said Billy Bunter;
“1hat’'s what I mednt to say. 1 don’t
see, in the ecireumstances, how my
ultmtmument could fail to' be apprec-
ated. My idea is that it would give
their show o leg- up |f they inecluded it
in their programime.”

“0h, they're making up a programme,

are they "
R Wharton  suggested ~ an
The (Gex Lisrary.—No. 1,653
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oratorie; but I didu't thiuk muoch of
that, so the idea was dvopped. Then he
brought forward an act from Bhake-
speare, but I had to bar that, too, 1
felt that it wouldn't do, you know. A
variety entertainment is the thing. Now,
my idea would be to have a few sangs,
and then about an hour's ventriloguism,
and then a few songs to finish with."

“And a jolly good idea, tool” said
Bulstrode heartily, while Skinner smiled
into his glass of ginger-beer. .

“But the others don't care for it. I
suppose it's jealousy. They don't care
shout me getting the bulk of the show,
you know.” . . .

“Then the ventrilogquism is going to
be left out ?"

“Sg they say ; but I don't sce why they
should have their way about it. I don't
want to be hard on them, bub o fellow
must think of himself sometimes. 1t
came into my mind to: bust up their
show for them, just to give them a
lesson.” )

“Could you do it?” asked Bulstrode
eagerly. " ¥

“0h, easily cnongh! I say, I'm jolly
thirsty 1” .

' “A’l‘;othar ginger, Mrs. Mimble,
please! Now, then, Bunter, how could
you bust up their show 1" -

“Why, I was thinking that I would
put up a notice on the board, an-
nouncing a ventriloquial entertainment
for the same evening,” said DBunter
modestly. - “That would draw all their
audience awny, and they would be left
to sing to an empty room.”

Bulstrode and Bkinner oxchanged
glances. The fat junior was in danger
at that moment of having his ginger-
beer poured down the back of his neck,
but Bulstrode restrained himself.

T suppose they're going to haeve some
rehearsals ?"' he remarked. ;

“Qh, yes; they were talking abeut
that this morning.” .

“#Last time, when they were doing an
opera or something, they had a rehearsal
in public, the Form being admitted,
Bulstrode remarked carelessly. * Any-
thing of that sort on this time?”

“Ves, that's the idea ! ‘They're going
to rehearse in private at first, and when
they are up to form, they're going to
have a rehearsal in public—a. sort of
preliminary performance, just a few
select friends. . Then if it goes all right,
you see, they'lt feel fit for the public
performance on the day before breaking-

up.’’ : ;
“A few select friends, eh?” said
Bulstrode. “1I suppose that means any-

body in the Remove, Bunter?”
“Well, I don't know. I don't

pose they’ll ask you.” .
“Why shouldn't they ask me?”

Bulstrode, rather savagely.

“You might make a row and
interrupt. Of course, it wouldn't matter
much if ‘a rotten show like that was in-
terrupted. Without my ventriloguism to
give it a tone, . I don't see how the
operatic society's entertainment can
amount to much.”

Y ertainly not.
thing to be given, Bunter?
vou know "

“Yes. Wharton has decided on the
box-room—the old ope, you know, at
the top of the house. Theve's plenty
of room there if the lumber is cleared
back, -and not much chance of being
inferrupted.'’

Bulstrode's oyes glimmered.

“ And when?

*“Oh, that isn’t settled yet!
think—any evening.”

“0f course, you'll hear in time to let
us know.”
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sup-

said

MNow, where is the
I suppose

Soon, I

“Oh, yes! I say, those jam tarts look
ripping.”
“Give Bunier a couple of tarts, Mys,

Mimble,"

“And wot stale ones,” said - Billy
Bunter, “I'm paving rcady cash for
these, Mrs, Mimble—or Bulstrode is,

which amounts to the smne thing—and
I want 'em frosh”

“Of course, you'll let me lnow?”
said Bulstrode. I should like to be
theres,”

“0h, T'll lot vou kuow! It's not a
seeret.  Wharton says that if there are
any intercuptions the interrupters will
go out on their necks,”

¥ Now, Bunter, I've thought of an idea

to get jour own back on  those
rotters i
“0Oh, I don't call them rotters,

though .they do show a lot of jealousy
over my ventriloquism."”

“What T mean is

““ And I don't know that T exactly want
to get my own back, either. All T
want to do i3 to show them and all
Greyfriars that I can give a jolly good
entertainment, and that I can't be left
off the programme. without disadvantage
to all concerned.” o

“That's exactly what I was thinking.
Df‘ course, you'll be at the show?”

‘Y 1 I'm giving a
entertainment.”

es, unless
“Good! DBut why not give a rival
entertairiment on the spot?”’

rival

L L TR R TR T T T R TE TR L LE LT TR TR ]

IT’S SELLING LIKE HOT CAKES !
What Is?

THE

“HOLIDAY ANNUAL.”

Don’t Forget YOUR Copv!

Price 5/-
I e T TR L T LR T L AL

“Fh? Wharton says that all interrup-
ters will go out on their necks. I
shouldn't like to quarrel with Wharton.””

“I was thinking of your ventrilo-
quism, Suppose you mimic all’ the
singers, and if you do it well, of course,
they won't know that you're doing it.
Wharton won't throw you out on your
neck if he doesn’t know what you're at.”

* Yes, Bulstrode, there's something in
that, But——" ,

“You see, you would be able to tell
them afterwards, and prove to them
what o ripping ventriloguist you are,
and that they couldn’t afferd to turn
cou out of their show,” said Bulstrode
i)la.ml!y.

“Well, that's true enough "

“Only keep it dark till it comes off,
Bunty, or they'll scalp you.”’

" 0f course, I shouldn’t tell them what
I was going to do. I shall certainly
think it over, Bulstrode.” .

And the tarts and ginger-beer being
finished, and no more forthcoming,
Billy Bunter walked out of the tuckshop,
his brows knitted- in thought, showing
that he was deeply pondering over the
valuable suggestion he had received,
Skinner looked at the Remove bully in
amagzement.

“Rlessed if T can =ee what you're
getting at, Baolstrode!” he remarked.
“You know as well as I do that the
young ass can't ventriloguise for toffee !

> I‘inow he ean't " grinned Bulstrode.
“But I don't sce why mysterious ven-
triloguist voices shouldn't interrupt the
show, all the same.”

“How? I don't catch on.”

THE GEM LIBRARY

“The box-room is just the place—*
“Just the place for Wharton's pur-
pose, but—-—’
“ Just the place for us, too. The walls
are all wooden, dnd it's casy enough to
bore holes through them from the
lumber-room on.one side, and the stair-
case on the other. Then it would be
easy, too, for fellows to be hidden 1n
some of those old paecking cases that are
stacked in the box-room 2
“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bkinner went off into & roar of
laughter as the possibilities of the
Bulstrode

scheme ‘dawned upon him.
grinned with halisgaction. |

“TI rather fancy we shall be able to
muck up the rehearsal a treat,” he re-
marked, “We shan’t be invited, so if
we're not visible there, that won't make
'em suspect anything. It will be the joke
of the season.”

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

And the two practical jokers of the
Remove’ strolled out of the tuckshop,
quite satisfied with their idea, and
chuckling over it ns they discussed it.

———

The Programme !

“ OW are you follows getting
along with your show 7" Billy

Bunter inquired, a few days

later, as he came into Study

No. 1 and found the Famous I'our there,
with several other members of the
Wharton Operatic and Dramatic Society.
“ None the better for being interrupted
by a silly ass|” said Trevor crosely.

Trevor was just taking the pgeneral

%pinion upon his rendeving of ** Star of
‘Hiy

/e from “Tannhauser,” and Billy

Bunter had stopped him on a high note.
"% 0h, really, Trevor—"

“Bhut up, ass! [l try that little bit
over again, you chaps.”

“Certainly,’” said the chaps politely.

say, you fellows——" -

“Kill him; somebody !

Bob Cherry picked up an chony ruler.
Billy Bunter dodged away, and re-
mained quiet for a little bit, with an
indignant blink round the study to show
that it was under protest.

¢0Oh, star of eve, thy tender heam
Shinea o'er my  spirit’s troubled
dreram——""

“Tlow's that?” asked Trevor.

Out 1" said Nugent.

i Eh ?':.1

“I mean you were off your stroke in
the ‘star.' Try it again, and don't get
so flat.”

“¢Dh, star of eve, ‘thy tender
beamn——" "
“Gopd! That hit it fairly in the

centre 1

“Think it will do?"”

“Quite! We can consider the ©Star
of Eve’ passed,” said Harry Wharton.
“It's a rather ambitious song for a kid,
but all the better if it's done well.
Only, if you get nervous before an
andience and muck it np, we shall look
bigger asscs than if we had contented
ourselves with small fry.”

“Well, there’s a rehearsal in the box-
room before a select audience,” said
Trevor. “If you can stand an audience
of personal friends, you ean stand any-
thing.”

“Well, yes, that's guite true.” )

“Now, what about that bass song that
Elliott was going to do?”

“iThe People that Walked——" *

“0Oh, nn! We're leaving sacred musie
out of it, and the fellows wouldn’t under-
stand——" } ;

“They would in Wales,” said Morgan.
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“Well, we're not in Wales now, old
chap. Loave IHandel alone for a it
You were thinking of doing an operatio
song, Illiott—one of the sopga from
Wagner's * Lohengrin,” I think.”

“Good | ‘The King's Prayer,'” said
Elliott. “It suits me down to the
ground.”

“You have to get nearly down to tha
sround to get the bottom notes,”
grinned Bob Cherry.

“0Oh, I don’t know about that! I can

manage T, you know. I wish I could
et up to the B flat as easily,” said

Illiott. “Now, just sce how I manage
the F."

. The operatic society  prepared  fto
listen. Nugent held on to the table, but

45 he was standing behind Elliott, the
bass did not see that playful aetion.

“fDass Trug uwnd Wahrheit  klar
erwelst,’ * sang Tlliott, On “klar” he
sccined to bo on the point of axpiring,
that being the I'.  Ile hrought it out
with a croak like a frog, and there was
a general gasp.

“IHow was that?” he asked.

“Out 1" replied the operatie socicty,
with one voice.

“Oh, I say 1

Tlliott tried again, and the result was
a more ghastly croak than the first
Nugent stopped his ears,

‘I say, that wasn't flat, was it7"
FHiott anxiously.

“Ha, ha! No, it wasn't flat, cer-
tainly, old man. It waa sharp enough,
though, and it was a ghastly row.”

“Look here, Nugent o

“¥ou'll have to try the seng a bhit
higher, if you're going to sing it,” said
Nugent. “You can’t go on the stage
croaking like a giddy foghorn.”

“Can’t ba did,” said Elliott ruefully.
“That's the waorst of Wagner—tho
bounder eatehes you at the top as well as
at the bottom. I ean only just do the
15 flat now, and if we shaved it higher, I
should bust there.”

“Then you'd better let Wagner alone
for a bit, old man, and fake zomething
a bit more simple,” said Harvy Whar-
tan, “I must say I ean’t stand your F.”
ST Ary it once move,” said Elliott.
*T ean do it, you know.”

“Worse than ever,” said Nugent, as
Elliott, gathering all his powers,
bronght out a croak that would have
done eredit to a raven with a severe cold
in the throat. “Beiter chuck it. 111
tell you what—you can sing a Border
song—something they sing in Teviotdale,
or wherever it is you comte from. 'That
will give variety to the show.”

“Good! I'll lock out for one. T'll
have another go at that F, though,
presently.”

“So far, we'va nnly gob tho ‘ Star of
Evo! settled,” said 'Trevor, “I really
think that will go down all right. Aly
aunt says I sing that sweetly.”

“Bless your aunt! Stiek that down,
ITarry. What's next 27

“What prico my recitation?” said

zaid

Gaunt.  “*My namo is Ozymandias,
king of kings! Look en my works, ye
mighty——" >

“Well, I don’t know—-"

“! Look on my works

“Ohy, blow yonr worls !
are you talking abont”

“Asz!] I mean Ozymandias’ works”

“Then what de you mean by saying
your works?”

“Dummy! That i= how # goes

“0Oh, never mind how 1 goes I said
Bob Cherry.

“T'm explaining o that ass Nument.
¢ My name is Ozymandias, Ling of kings !
Look e

“Ring off |

L )

What works

LE]

“!Took on my works’—Ozymandias’
works—* ye mighty, and despair!’*

“That doesn’t explain what the works
were,” said Hazeldene., “1f you mican
tha works of a wateh——"

“I don't mean anything of the sort !

“The fellows will want to know what
you are talking about—I mean, they will
expect even a recitation to have some
senso in it. You ought to maka it elear
what works you mean.”

“0Of all the idiots—-"

“0h, we’ll pass Ozymandias!” said
Harry Wharton, interrupting the argu-
ment, which was growing warm. “It's
short, anyway, and that is a recemmen-
dation. If the audience don't make out
what it's about, they’ll think it’s sonte-
thing awfully deep, and the name of
Shelley on the programme will bear it
out.”

“Well, there's something in that.”

“ Faith, and ve're right. Now, aro ye
ready to put down my item, darling {*

“* What's your item??

“Sure, I'm thinkin’ ‘The
Widow Malone.’ #

“Who's she ™

““Have yo
Malone "

“No, I haven't,"”

“*Have yo heard of the Widow
Malone, ochone?” * )

“Don’t I keep telling you I haven’t?”

“Ye howling gossoon, that's the recita-
tion ¥

“0Oh, I see!
af first 7"

“fIave ye heard

Malone, ochone,

Who lived in the town of Athlone, all
alone?"

of doin'

asked Gaunt.
heard of the Widow

Why couldn't you say so

of the Widaw

“Good 1”7 sald HMarry Wharton
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“That's comic, and it suits Micky. But
yau can't have two recitations next to
one another—something else- must go in
boetween™

“What price an instrumental solo?”
azled Nugent,

“(Good! That would make variety.”

“Then shove down the f Prelude to
the Third Act of Lohengrin.' Ivery-
body knows that by heart, and it's a
ripping lively thing.”

“My dear chap, we haven't an
ovchestra,  You want flutes, ohoos,
clarionets, bassoons, trumpets, trom-
bones, drums and the dickens knows
what else for that, and we haven't my
flute to represent the wind instru-
ments 2 y

“Ay dear ass, I wasn’t thinking of
an orchestra. I was thinking of play-
ing it on my mouth-organ.”

F oL

“You were thinking of playing a
Wagner march on o mounth-organ®”
snid Hazeldene, “ Why don’t you try

tha f Moonlight Sonaia’ on a tin
whistle 7%

‘“Ha, ha, hal"

“I mean what T say,” sald Nugent
obstinately. “1 ean do it. Of course,
you have to pick up the dominant

mclody, and shove _t-hﬂli’ill strong: I'll

give you a specimens

“No, you won't !”

“Yee, I will,” said Nugent, taking
out lis month-organ. “You've pgot to
imagine that my moutlhorgan i3 the
{rumpets, bassoons, and trombones.”

“1a, ha! You want a big imagina-
tion for that.”

“Well, anyway, an orchestra would
make too much row for the box-room,
ifj wo had one. Now, just you listen to
this. '

And Nugent Dlew away.
of fact, his performance was a

R

s

As n matter
very

"
|
It

Harry Wharton and two or three members of the operatic society rushed at

Aussell, and he was sent reeling against a packing-case.

There waa a startied

yell as the case went over, revealing Bulstrode hiding undernsath !
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preditable one, and the juniors listened
to it with pleasure. Ilarry Wharton
nodded s Nugent finished blowing out
his faint reproductlon of the blare of
that famous prelude.

“That will do,” he said,  "We'll
shove it in. I'll put ‘*Organ Solo’ on
the programme—that will sound belter
than mouth{nﬁan solo.”

“Ha, hal ight 1"

il ) say, you fellows—' N

“Don’t intertupt, Bunter. Now,
about - aneldene.

“I was thml.mg of doing a duet with
Marjorie,” said Hazeldene, “There’s &
good one we know pretty well, and I'll
write to Marjorie to look out her part
afresh. It's the duet between Elsie ancl
‘Point in the ® Yeomen of the Guard,’
you know., I know if's n Jollv
hackneyed thing, but it will be fresh
enough fo the Greyfriars fellows, And
it's simple end musical, too—real
music.”

“Good |¥ said Harry Wharton, I
shouldn’t wonder if that goes down the
best of the lot. Anything from Gilbert
and Sulliven is bound fo be appre-
ciated.”

“It goes like this—"

“1 say, you fellows—

h"SiLut up! ‘I have a Song to Sing,

EL]

. “I dare say you have, Vaseline,
but—
“*1 have a Song to Sing, oh !
Marjorie sings,
ch!
“I say, you fellows—"
“Choke that porpmse, somebody [
“Yes, but I say—"
“lel you ring off 77
Cherry.

quism,

Then
bmg nie Your Song,

bawled Bob
“We don't want any ventrilo-
We don't want you to improve

tho show by giving an hour's entertain-

ment in the middle of it. We don't
want anything. Shut up !”

“Yes, but

“My only Aunt Maria! Isn’t that

plain enough? Then I shall have to

vse the ruler.”

“Held on, Cherry! TI—I say, you
fellows, I don't want to interrupt,
“Quick, then, what is it?"

“It's tea-time,” said Billy Bunter. “I
don't think we ‘onght to keep tea late.
T've goi a rather delicate constitution,
and if I have my meals late, it has a
very bad effect on it. As a malter of
fact, T only keep myself going by taking
plentv of nourishing food, though owmg
to the meanness of gome anp]n. I can’t
always liave as much as 1 really want.,”

*“Ha,. ha, ha{"

“T don't seo ‘anything to cackle at in
that, It's tea-time—"

Harry Wharton laughed.

“So 1t is,” he agreed. “We'd belter
have tea and leave the rest of the dis-.
cussion till afler, Will all you fellows
stay to tea? We've got a rather decent
feed on.”
b“Fuith. and it’s a pleasure it will
0 1]!

“Yes, rather.”

And the whele opcratic society ac-

cepted covdially, There was a crowded

tea-table in Study No. 1 that evening.
Billy Bunter Talks !

L4 SAY, Bulstrode——"

I The Remove bully stopped as
Bunter spoke to him. It was a
few days later, and the Owl of the

Remove was looking as if he had some-
thing to communicate.
“Well, what is it?" said DBulstrade.
“ Any news about the operatio society ?”
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FI—I'm fecling rather faint, Bul-
strode.”
“"Have vou stopped me to tell me

that?” asked Bulstrode, with a rather
ugly look on his face,

“Oh, no!” said Billy Bunter hastily.
“T—I haven't exactly stupped you o
tell yow that, Bulstrode, know,
I've gobt some nows about he opera.hc
society, but—but I feel so faint that I
don't know whether I shall be able to
tell you.’

“* Uh, don't be a glutton, if you can
help 161" gnid Bulstrode. “Have they
fixed the !.ll:]ﬂ for the rehearsal in the
box-room "

¥ Xes, that's 1™

Buletrode’s eyes glimmered with satis-
faction.

“Good! When is it7"”

“I—I'm feeling so faint—"

“Ts it to-night ¥

“I'm so jolly hungry that——"

“0h, come to Mrs, Mimble’s " said
Bulstrode, with a growl. It was pretty
plain that he would get nothing out of
Billy Bunter unpaid for, and he could
not try his usual resource of hulivmg
as in that case Bunter would be certain
to tell the whole matier to Harry
Wharton, and the scheme would be
spoiled.  “Blessed if you're not a
regular shark, Bunter.”

“0Oh, really, Bulstrode—"

“0Oh, come and be fed [

“If you put it lilke that, Bulstrode, I
shall have to refuse to accept a troat
from you,” said Bunter, without slacken-
ing pace, however. “I don’t want vou
to unaglne that I'm telling vou Whar-
ton's affairs for fhe sako of getting a
feed out of you.”

“0Oh, come onl

*I should regard such a line of action
as utterly mean, and I hope you don’t
think me ecapable of it, Bulstrode.”

Bulstrode grunted.

“I'm telling you these things as &
friend,” said Bunter, with dignity, as
they entered the l,uci-.shop “T1F vou like
to stand me a feed as a friend, teo,
there’s nothing fo be objected to in
that, Jam tarts, please!”

“Give this young glann a
tarts, please, Mra Mimble."

O, really, Bulstrode

“Wire in and tell me the news!”

“If you put it like that I shall refuse
the feed, so I warn you, # zaid Bunter,
wilth his mouth full. “If you think I'tu
eager for a few jam tarts—"

“What's the news?”

“1 really don’t know whether T ean
tell you,” said Bunter, as he.was travel-
ling through the tarts. “You have L-ll(h
8 mercenary way of Imﬂmg things

142

dozen

“Have 50O emona (-?“ said
Bulsirode, more graciously, *and soin
more tarts. I like to see you feed,

Bunter, It's as good a3 paying for ad-
mission at the Zoo !”

“Oh, really, Bulstrode——"

“(to ahead ! Tuck in! Now, what’s
the news from Study No. 1, old ehap "

“They're giving the 10110315:1] o a
fow solpcr friends this evening, after
tea,” sald Billy Bunter. “'Theyve
asked about a dozen fellows in tho
Remove.”

“They've forgolten me,
said Bulstrode, wilh a grin.

“ They think you'd make a row—

“Quifo right. I probably ‘-‘nh(:.l]t]
Now, Dunter, it's sﬂlled about the pro-
gramme, iso't it?"

“Yes: they've drawn it up—

“Ass| 1 tnean about our programme.
Youw're gomng to do the ventriloguist
business, and make your yoice appear (o
como from the boxes, and the walls, aud
the roof, and ro on! 7

“¥es, rather !”

“It will be splendid proof to them

somehow,”

1
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that you ean really do as you say, and
that 1t’s not all gas.”

“That's what 1 was thinking,
Bulstrode. I'm sorry you can't be
theve to see it,” said Bunter. * Pechaps
if you asked Wharton ”

“I'm not going lo ask Wharton for
anything 1"

“But you'd like to be there t”

* Neyer mind me. I'vo got an engage-
ment for this evening, as it happens.
Dou’t forget the ventriloquist business,
Bunter.  You're such o marvel, you
kunow., So-long 1"

YT osay, T'm sull hungey—"

But Bulstrode was goue. Billy Bunter
blinked after him, and then blinked at
Mimble. He cyed the jam tarts
lovingly.

“1 say, Mrs. AMimble—"

“Well, Master Bunter?”

YT suppoese you wouldn't care to trust
me with a fow jam tarts till Saturday 7

" You've quite right, Master Bunter—1I
should not.”

0L, really,
wanb to put if

Mes,

Mrs. Mimble! T don't
to tho old account, you

know. This is to be an entirely fresh
account, to be settled up in cash ou
Saturday.”

Mrs. Mimble walked into her parlour
without replying, and Billy DBunter
sighed and drifted out of the tuckshop.
A vouth with a quaint face and a pig-
farl wvas passing, and Billy Bunter poked
hit in the ribs. Wun Lung, the Chinee,
turned round.

“I say, Wun Lung, if you're having
tea in your study—-"

“Me havee tea allee light.”

“1 don't mind coming to tea
you,” said Bunter.

“Velly good 17

“What have you goi for tea?”

" Nicee-nicee lats ™

“Rats 7"

The Chinese junior nodded.

Y Nicee-nicoe stew.  Lats!1?

Billy Bunter made a grimace of
disgust.

" Then_you can keep it |” he said.

with

The Chinese junior walked away
Erinning. Bunter Dblinked at  him
doubtfully. e knew that cat soups

and dog stews weve regavded as appetis-
ing by the Celestial, but he had
imagined that even Wun Lung would
Jdraw a line ot vats.

He could not lelp suspecting that the
leathen had been " pulling his leg.” It
was quite probable that Wun Lung was
nob particularly anxious to entertain the
cormarant of the lemove to tea.  DBut
Bunter felt that he eould not risk it.

He found the Famous our busy when
he came mto Study No 1. Bunter set
about getting tea with an air of sup-

pressed  but superior knowledge that
threw attention to him at last, Bob
L'_l]rul'l'y gave him o playful dig in the
il :

SOh, really, Wharton 17

*What's the matier with you?"” asked
Boly Cherry. " Have you discovered a
new wheeze, instead of ventriloguising,
or found some unexpected grub in the
cuphoard, or are you simply looking
forward to the show to-night?”

“Oh, I'm looking forward to the
show 17 said Bunter, with a grin. *'I've
no L}?let. that it will be very entertain-
ing.

“What are you grinning about?"

“0Oh, nothing ! We shall see what we
<hall sce.”

“Did you work that out in
head, Bunter ?”

Y 0h, really, Nugent B

“We shall proh:%ly see what we shall
gce,'” agreed Bob Cherry. " We often
do. But that isu't such an astounding
discovery, you kunow, Bunter, that it’s

your

worth while bursting with suppressed

glee aver 1t."

“Well, that’s all right then,” said
Bunter. “We shall seo what we shall
see,”

“Go lon! What's all right?” )

“Never mind,” said Bunter mysteri-
ously. “Ha, ha! Never mind!”

The Famous FFour stared at him rather
anxiously.

“Not off your rocker, I hope?” said
Bob Cherry, with solicitude.

“Oh, rveally, Cherry——"

“Theu what's the matter with you?”

*Oh, nothing !

“The matterfulness iz great, and is
only equalled by the asininefulness of
the cstecmed Buntee,™

“Well,™ said Bunter, "“we shall sce
what we shall see.”

“We're getting to know that, Hand
ovor the eggs, and don't jaw so much,
Bunter.”

“Why, you were asking ime

00, don't argue! TLet's have some
tea.”

And liey had tea,

—_——

An Interrupted Entertainment !

ARRY WHARTON rase from
H the tea-table in Btudy No. 1,
glancing at his watch. It was
a quarter to seven, and the
entertaimment in the hox-room had been
fixed for seven. It was high time for
the chums to be on the ground, as Bob
Cherry expressed it.
" ¥ ¥ou fcllows  all askoed
Wharton.

*“¥Yes, vather ¥

“Then cowme on!”

And Harey Wharton led the way to
the narrow staivcase at the end of the
passuge, and up to the disused box-
room. They overtook several juniors on
the way, sowe of them belouging to
ihe  Wharton Operatic Society, and
others being  wembers of the sclect
audicice invited to witness the final
refcarsal of the variely show,

The box-room was a large apartuient,
1t was a voom in the old building .of
Greyfriars, and had been disused since
additions had been made to the school,
The narrow staircase made it very
inconvenient fo approach, and it was
very suitable for the purpose of the
operatic juniors,

The box-room had heen swept and
garnished, so to speak. Although it was
disused, a good deal of lumber was
packed in it, including a uumber of old
packing-cascs. Some of the old boxes
had been arranged as scals for the
audience, Of the latter there were only
& dozen. Tho audience was select.

The room looked very clean and
cheerful, There was no stage, but a
ribbon was tied across the floor from
two nails to mark off the supposed line
of the footlights. In front of this were
ranged the more or less comfortable
seats for the seleet audience.

Beforo seven struck from the school
tower the audience were all in their
places. Whether they were looking
forward to the entertaimment joyfully
could not be said, but they certainly
appreciasted the compliment of being
regarded as select. They were on their
best behaviour, and some of them had
put on clean collars.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, who was
unt on the list of performers on this
oceasion, took his seat among the
audience next to Wun Lung, the Chince.
There was a friendship between the two
Orientals, and they frequently talked to
one another in an Asiatic jargon incom-
prehiensible to the Hemove fellows,

The operatic society were seated in &
row onn a long form ou the “stage”

"

veady "
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There were no scencs to get behind.
They were to sif there, and rise in turn
to “do their little bit,” as Boh Cherry
put it. Harry Wharton, as president
of the society, spoke a few words to
the select audience.

“Gentlemen of the Remove—"

“Hear, hear!” said the select
audience, :
“Gentlemen, we are about to subnit

to you the main features of an entertain-
ment arranged by the Wharton Operatio
Society, to be given the day before the
school breaks up for the Christmas
holidays.”

“Hear, hear |”

“You are all aware that on that day
the upper Forms give a concert, and it
has occurred to us that the junior
Forms ought not to be left out, cspecially
thae Remove, which may be regarded as
the most important of the junior Forms.”

“Good old Remove 1”

“This present show is - merely a
rehearsal of what will be given on the
date I've mentioned. As the operatic
socicty is whulli composed of amateurs,
we solieit your kind indulgence.”

“Hear, hear [?

“Go ahead I”

“On the bawl!”

Billy Bunter rvose in lus place in the
audience. There was a roar.

*3it down I

“1 want to speak one word to the
president of the operatie society.”

* 81t down I

I want to speak—

“1t is not i order,” said the presi-
dent of the operatic society. ““But you
may say it. Buck up, though |”

. "Waquld the society care for me fo
imiprove the progranune by introdueing
a splendid veniriloguist turn %"

“Nol Certaiuly not

“Put it to the audience.”

“Gentlemen, would you care for a
ventriloguial turn by Bunter to be intro-

3

duced into the programme?” asked
Wharton, with a smile. ¢
There was a roan,
“No! Turn him out ”
“Is that plain  cnough for you,

Bunter "

*“Qh, rveally, Wharton—"

“Shut up, and sit down [¥

“Veory well. 1 don't think this show
will be a suceess, that's all 1” eaid
Bunter.

And he sat down.

Trevor was first on the progranme
with the “Star of Eve” from “Maun-
hauser.” The song suited Trevor very
well, and ho expected to make a hif.
Ile coughed o little.

It was a disadvantage to sing without
an accompaniment, and, of course, get-
ling a plano into the box-room ﬁad

cen out of the question, Nugent’s
kind offer to accompany the singers on
his mouth-organ had been unanimously
refused.

However, there would be a piano
when the great performance was given
just hefore the holidays; this was only
a preliminary canter, so to speek.
Trevor startmf.

He sang pretly well, though net in
the correct key; but all of n sudden
there was an interruption.

He had just reached “ Oh, star of eve,
thy tender becam,” when a curiously

strained voice proceeded from the
audience :
“Draw it mild 1
Harry

Trevor started and stopped.
Witarton rese to his feef. 81’ course, he
had immediately recognised Bunter's
ventriloquial voice, though Bunter
imagined that he had made the words
proceed from Russell.

“ Bunter |”
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=it you speak o me, Wharlion?
=, Iodid ! tiet oot 1Y
hat am I to got ant for
arinterrupting the singer "
="

Yo yonng ass! Do you think any-
T (b would imagine that squeak camo

{
. 513

— g

L I

frean anybody  but  youi" exclnimed
Pieby Clierry. “ Get ont at once !
e o e e

L
. "Ida you wank me te eome and chuck
v onh O reared Trevor.

Bunter made a rush for the door.
Iliz ventriloguial efforts were over for
the evering.  The vowce-throwing had
nof boen sneh o howling suceess as he
Ld antigipated. He could not make it

caih, Tt finally eame to the conclusion

inat there was somiething wrong with

1

cendered that apartment unfavourable
for the ventrtlogquial aect

* e darted out of the doar, just escap-
s ‘a cushion hurled after him by Bob
Ulkorry, and Trevor was requested to
Yt on owith the washing ”

o did so, and the song was finished
to great applause; Then came Gaunt
with his reoitation. All wwent well until
lie came to:

4 Mw name iz Ozymandias, king of
 kings——""

Y Rats 1!

The voice interrupted the reciter, and
therd’ was o buzz of indignation in the
roc. . :

“Jt's that ass Bunter [

“Nao, it isn't; he's pone.”

“Fhern who iz i#?"

“Blessed if 1 know |7
' “Really, * gentlemen,” said the presi-
dent of ‘the operatic society, “ I appeal
to ¥on to keep silence for the reciter.”
* My pame is Ozymandias,  king of

kings. ;
Look on_my

“More rats!”

Whnrton rose to his feet, scarlet with
.i'fif!f‘.'. 3

L, m;._T! upon the interrupter to clear
O

“QClear ont yourself !

“Wha said thet?”

AT R

L L

works—
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= GUSSY'S IN LOVE AGAIN!

(Coentinted from page 21y
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“Talephone I' cinculated Tom Moy,
Avlhur Augustus hurried oit of the
gy,

The Co. Tollowe |l im to the prefeels’-
TR,

Arthir Augnstus took up the receiver,
ard rang up Blankley's.

S TE it's another arder for Blankley’s.
he's going to be seragged.” moirmured
k.-

Sishush!

Avihur Aughstus wns speaking into
tae phous

Skl This

a

oy’s? Yaas, good! is

(VArey. S Jim's. ¥ou are sendin’ me

e peonsties of the box-room  which

=
(—4
—
=
=

“Was that you, Russell 2"

“No, it wasn't !” said Russell, looking
amazed  *“The wvoice scemed to come
from this box behind me; but, of
course, that's impossible. There isu't
o giddy ventriloguist in the room.”

“Well, got on with the recit, Gaunt,
old man.”

“t My name is Ozymandias, king of
kings

Look on myr

“Cheese it ("

“Who said-that?”

“ Ghuck the rotter out!”

“It was Russell !

“It waesn't! I—" .

“‘My name is Ozymandias, king of
kings

Look on my works—""

“0Oh, ring off I

"

works—'
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ANOTHER TRIUMPH FOR
FRANK RICHARDS!

“THE RUNAWAY SCHOOLBOY!"

An exciting cover-to-cover yarn of thg popular
chums of Greyfriars. It's in the

MAGNET

On Sale Now 2d.
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“It was Russell that time!” yolled
Doh Cherry. “1 saw his lips move.

I was sucking a bullseye!”

“Chuck him out!”

“Hold onl I &

Ilarry Wharton and two or three
other members of the operatic socicty
yushed at Russell. The latter, smazed
and indignant, stroggled fiercely, and
‘hie went reeling against a packing-case
Lehind his seat.
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It was Bulsivode who had given that
startled yell. ns his hiding-place was
knocked over The audience roarcd
lJ.]S noame il'l ninazoment, Bul— iIl a
moment they nnderstood :

“The cad! Ko was hidden here all
the time ™ )

“Borry, Russell!” muttered Harry
Wharton. * Lend a_ hand here.”

“Oh, it's all right ” grinned Russell.
“1 almost tlmugﬁt_ it was myself—the

voice was so near me. Chuck him
out 1”

“Leggo!”  roared Buistrode, as a
dozen  hands grasped him, “I—
Leggo! Hold eon!”

“Open the door!”

The door was quickly opened. Bul-
strode went out of the box-room on hia
neck, He came charging back, blind
with fury, and was hurled forth again,
and this time he rolled down the
stalrs,

Then the Removites locked through
the packing-cases for more L

They found Skinner and Stott; and
the two jokors,  in’ spite “of their
struggles, were dragged to the door
and hurled out of the room,  They
rolled down the stairs after Bulstrode,
and the victorious operatic society and
their audienee re-entored the box-room,
closed the door, and rested fram their

labours.
“ (Gentlemen—" said the president.
“Hoear, hear!” ;
“The Wharton Operatic Society

greatly regrers thiz unseemly interrup:
{ion. The intfuders have been ejected.
and the proceedings will noyw proceed.”

“Hear, heaz!”

And the proceedings proceeded: and
as there weres no more interruptions,
they proceeded without a “hitch. And
when the' entertainment came to 8
close, the applause was hearty - and
unanimouns, and the Wharton Opératic
and Dramati: Society felt justly proud

“Hold on, 1 tell you! I— Ohl” - =

Crash! Tussell and his assailants that they had scored a success.
erathod on the packingcase, snd it (Newxl? week: “THE GREAT
went over. ; CHRISTMAS PUDDING COMPETE-

There was a startled yell and a TION!' Lookout jor this lively yarn
ronr: ol the chums o} Greyiviors—it's «a

“ Bulstrode [ soream !)
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some goods by this aftahnoon's de- at fifteen it wng mare difficult than easy
livewy., Are iley dispatched? No? fo he ecrossed in love

Vewy good! Pway do not send them !
I find L shall not wequiah them now.
Thank you vewy much ¥
Arthur  Augustus  hung the
receiver,
The girl from Blankley’s had paid
her last visit to St Jim's.

up

During the next twe or threo days
Arthur Augustus was very quict and
stithdued.

But e was on the old terms with his
chins. Discord in Study No. 6 was a
thing of the past,

CAnd after a few days the smiles ro-
furnedl to the noble countenance  of
Avthur  Augnstus D'Arey. Heo had
made the discovery that he was nol so
hard hit as he had supposed, and that

Wall made,
neclk, ¢ Steol Strings.  Splondic
Value, FreeTutor Completoxwit

A 20=euitar 3'O ..

Walnut finish with Mahogany finish

Scnd for Art Musical List post Free,

I1is chums witnessed his recovery in
saticfaction, and thoy chuckled when
they heard him inform Tom Merey that
he would be available: for the” Rook
wood tnatch.

Arthur Augustus played in the Roak:
wood match with great distinetion.

In Study No. 6 the givl from
Blankley’s  was mentioned 1o more.
But it was a long time before Arthur
Augustus' devoted ehums told him the
story of the true identity of the marn
from Blankley's

{ Neat Wednesday :©° TOM MERRY'S
HOLIDAY PARTY!". Who sags a
ripping holiday . Pavis ? . Join up
with the chums of St Jiwt’s next weck
—nnd have a good time! Order your
GEM early.)
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Arazing  Course, 5S¢, Bend STAMID NOW  lor
free hook, —STEBBING SYSTH (A,
28. Dean Road, LONDON, N W.2.

BE TALL

1 Tone. DMarvellons
h 6 Favourite Songs.

Anrae, Luxemburg, 60

ROBINS

MUSSOLIN! PKT. FREE,

Muszolini on Holrsehack, Queen

Astrid, Het 5 Houmawin,
pifferent.  Postage 24, Hegnest Argmmh_—
0o8. (A MORETON, WIBRAL,

B0 R
All applications . for

NEW BRIDGE'ST

8 GEORGE GROSE LT® LUDGATE CIRCUS

should be addressed
The Fleetway H

Advertisement Space in this publication
to the Advertisement Manager, The GELI,
ouse, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

Farringdon Str
for transmizslon
monthg,
Agenny, Lid.—Saturd

by

stamp Outfit 6 |

printed in England and pablished v
oet, London, .€.49.

Bole Agents for Austral

ery Wednpsday by the Proprictors,
Advertisement offiees @
Subscription rates:

*anadinn  Magazine Post.
s : ] Messrs. Gordon &

in” and New Zealand
Ay, November 20th, 1937,

fp BRRE Pl
S AGAZINE &

The Amalghmated Progs, L.,
The Flestwasy Houso,
Inland nnd Abroad, 11

The Flectway Housc
Rugistered
i, ‘for Bix

Fareingdon 8irect, London, E.Cé4 6
Coentral Nows
LG

4, por annum; 5
Gotek, Lid., and for South Africa;



