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The jor was deliberately ‘making
him look ridiculous before the cla
Mossoo’s own leg had had a ne
(‘5(_‘;?;(? from that last swipe.

e shouted.
" said Cardew coolly.
is a trick, nest-ce-pas? 1

vill
cane you mooch more. I zink you are ze
ass !

“y,

in

vorst boy <!

I don't understand.”
“Vat it

“Would you mind
sir?”

The juniors simply gasped.  Massoo
was already speaking KEnglish—the best
Bnglish he knew. Cardew’s nerve took
their breath away.

Monsieur Morny gazed at the j
specchlessly for a moment ; then b
Doubtless he considered it a tim#
for actions than for words,

He seized Cardew by the col
him round, and luid the cane &
with great vigour.

Vhiack—whack—wh

“Virool!"” roared Carde

He had succeeded in ridiculing Mossoo,.
but the ridicule was on the other side

speaking English,

ter from the
Fourth-T i hopped and
jumped and twisted in vain endeavours
to escape the lashes of the cane.
ek—whack—whack |

4 ¢ go back Lo ze place and keep ze
ordair!” * gasped Mossoo, casting the
junior from Inm.

Cardew almost limped to his place.
> lesson went on without more
little jokes from Ralph Reckness Cardew.
¥ with a white face and burning
1t and savage, till the class was

oyed
dizmi

CHAPTER 2.
Surprising a Seeret.

“ =~ 0M, old chap!”
l Tom Merry stared.
The Terrible Three of the
Shell--Tom Merry and Manners
and Lowther——were chatting after lessons
in the big doorway of the School House
when that affectionate remark was made

to Tom Merry. @

As it came from Baggy Trimble of the
Fourth, Tom Merry did mnot lool
delighted. In fact, he.frowned as well
as stared.

“Eh? Y oat

“1 sav, old chap—

'J_‘m;a Merry pointed to the stone steps
outsi

What's that?” he said.

ro those 7" he asked
? Yes! Why!

aid Trimble, in

surprise.
“pDn you want to go down those s?elys
head first?”
“No, you ass!"
“Then don't call me
again ! said Tom Merry.
“Took here, you know———
L

‘old” chap’

"

Monty, old man—
Lowther raised his boot, and
‘Frimble backed awnay. His
jon for tho chums of the

Baggy
sudden  aff
Slu‘:ij i

“Are
nded Manners,
Yes, old chap!”
“Then don’t,af you don’t want a thick
ear, you checky toad!” said Manners,
with a glare.
And the Terrible Three turned their
backs upon Baggy. Baggy "Trimble
was not a person whom they delighted to

1 fon't get your backs up, you

i id Trimble, apparently not ak

)| e “You might help a

. “No tin to spare,” said Tom Merry
forsely.  ““ Ask us agdin after the warl™

| has been an awful be
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“rPain’t tin this time,” said Baggy
Trimble. ““Tin ain’t much good when
you ain’t allowed to buy more than one
slice of cake at the tu Moussoo

a
3 He licked Cardew no end
“Let’s hope it did him good,”
Lowther. “Are you worrying over
Cardew’s troubles, svou fat bounder?”

“No fear! But he’s done w than
that—he's given me fifty lines! That’s
serious .

“¥a, ha, ha!”

“1 can't them, know,” said
Trimble confidential going to
fag for Knox. There's pickings for a
chap who fugs for Knos, vou know. Ho

ou chaps!

you

don’t quite keep to the food regula-
tions 1"

“TFor goodness' sake go and faug for
Knox, then, and. give us a rest!” ex-

claimed Tom Merry.

One Penny. -

Shell fellows were not going to do-his
lines.

Blake' & Co. were coming down from
Study No. 6, and Trimble stopped them.

“You fellows busy?™ he a: {x ol

L Just going down to ericket,’”
Blake. “Get out of the way!”

“T'd take it as a great favour if one of
you chaps conld do my linés-—only &ity,”
said Trimble persudsively.

“Bai Jove! I wegard that as feahful
cheek, s

said

Twimble !

I weg: chieck on your part to
addwess me as Gussy, Twimble! = Comre
on, you chaps!”

The four Fourth-Tormers walked on,
and as Trimble did not get out of the way
they had no resource but to walk over
him. At least, they did_not try any
other resource. Trimble was somewhat
dusty when they had passed.

D'Arcy takes a

ck at the silk topper.
(Sex Chapter 3.)

“Put t about my lines?” said
Trimble, 1 think one of you fellows
might be friendly and do them for me!l"”

“Well, of all the cheek !”

“You're awiully clever at—at French,

1 said Tom, laughing. “T'm
your lines, you checky por-
poise ! )

“PBut T've got to take them in at tea-
time,” persisted Baggy; “and I want to
fag for Knox, you know. It means
bit of a feed, and 1 don’t want to w
it—war-time economy, you know, 3
vou do my lines, Munners?”
Tl give you a thick car!” growled
Manr

“Will you do them, Lowther?”

Monty  Lowther’s reply was mnot in
words. He fastened his finger and thumb
upon Trimble’s fat-ear, and led him along
the passage to the " There he
bumped the astonished Fourth-Former
on the lowest stair; and, leaving Baggy
sitting there in a state of great surprise,
he strolled back to the doorway.

Baggy Trimble rose, gasping. Tt had
been made pretiy clear to him that the

il

“Rotters!” gasped DBaggy, as_he
picked himself up. Yali! Cads! Now,
who the merry thump js going to do my
lines? say, Julian, will you do fifty
lines for me?”

“ After the war,” said Julian cheer-
fully ; and he walked on,

Baggy Trimble snorted.
and started for Levison’s study. Ho
found Levison, Cardew, and Clive there.
Loevison and Clive were seeking to per-
snade Cardew down to the ericket-
groumd; but Cardew's face was angry
und sullen, and he was in no mood for
cricket,

“T B

He reflected,

vy, you know,” %&nid ‘Trimble,
“T've got 4 job for you, Levison!”

Lovison stared at him.

“¥You make a regular bizney of writing
lines for chaps,” said Trimble. “Well,
T've got fifty for you to doi”

“@o and eat coke!” said Levison.

“(Oh, I'm going to pay you, same as
Grundy does!” snecred ’F mble, ~ *“ One-
sud-six a hundred, isn't

“] don’t do UGrundy
Tue GEM Lisraw
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enapped Levison. —“1 don’t” do
body's! Get cut!”

“T suppose that means the price has
yone up!” said Trimble loftily.  ““Well,
"Il give you a bob for the fifty! LU'm
short of Toney just now, owing to lend-
ing my last quid to Talbot, but I'll settle
{o-morrow.  That's good enough, 1
suppose? I want the lines by tea-time.
Yarooh! Wharrer you up to, Levi-
gon ¥

It was an unnecessary question.
son was kicking -him out of the s
Baggy Trimble fled down the pas
helped for some
Levison’s hoot. X

“0Oh, the rotter croaned  Trimble,
stopping to teke breath on the landing.
“Oh, the cad! I say, Talbot!”

Talbet of the Shell gave him a good-
natured nod.  Talbot was civil even to
Baggy Trimble. )

¢ l{’niib! Whit is it?" he asked.

Wil you do fifty lines for me by tea-

ang-

Levi-

. ssage, |
distance by Ernest

time?
TPalbot laughed.

“No, I won't. . Ta-iatl”
And he went on his way. ~
imble rolled dolorously into
loss00’s, preseat

his own v. In
ratty state of temper he could mot
o to leave the lines over.  The
of a fecd in Knox's study had to

d.
ing, Bag
ihe ilh]"nlgh‘ulistif
nizh feelings towards Mo
Morny.

Trimble was not a quick writer, s
hie laboured Jong over his fifty lines
the Henriade. But they were finis
atb last, and he rolled away to the Frent
master’s study with them.

He tapped at the door and openesd #:

For a moment he could Rot -see the
Franch master in: the study. Thenq
disce Mossoo’s bald spot over t
back of an aymchair near t?m window.  t

“Mon Dien! Zis is very hard!” The |
French master was talking to himself,
quite nnaware that the daor of the study
had opened.  “Vat sall I da for: ze

i I, must have ze money, but vat
e

| with per

o?

Baggy Trimble’s eyes glistened.

He understood now why poor Mosscu
had been so disturbed that afternoo:
The unfortunate gentleman s
financial  difficulties Trimble could |
understand that that was a worry; he
had been there himself. |

He did not make any sound to betray
his presence.  Most fellows would have
heen unwiiling to surprise secrets in this
way; but Baggy was Hunnish in his con-
ception of a sense of honour.

But the draught from the open door
warned Maossoo. He rose suddenly and
looked round. His sallow face crimsone
2t the sight of the junior,

“Trimble 1” he exclaimed.

“Yes, sir! My li |

“ How
Trimble?”
“Only a second, sir,” said the ver-
ous Baggy. ‘‘Just opened
sir!  Didn't you hear me knoe

“1 did not, Trimble. You hear me
speak  viz myself, dsn’t it,7 said the
French naster, with almost a haggard
Jook.

“Did you speak, air?”

“You did not hear me, Trimble?”

“0Oh, no, sir!”

“You may lay ze lines on ze table and

4 Ves, sir.” )
Trimbla deposited his lines, and went.
He grinned as he rolled down the pass-

age.
“Hard up!” he muttered. *Poverty-
stricken old bounder! Yah!”
Which was the total amount of. sym-
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setrlod down to writs
tl; -}

v BE
cur Adalphe

could spare

athy that Baggy Trimble
or the unfortunate Mossoo.
CHAPTER 8.
No Collection.
L AT Jovel”
“What's the game, Faity?"”
“Where did you get that hat?”
Quite & number of gluces were
“turned upon Trimble of the Fourth as
ha came into the Commen-room that
evening.

The fat Fou former carried a shiny
silk hat in h hand.

Why a fellow should bring a silk hat
into the Common-room was a mystery.
Certainly he had no need of one there.

Baggy Trimble smiled genially at the
surprised juniors. .
“Bai J.

That is wathah a nice

ove!
hat,”  said Arthur Augustus IPArey.
turning his eyeglass upon it. ' Your
taste 15 impwovin’, Twimble. That is

weally a vewy decent hat.” ;
“RBut what on earth have you bronght
it here for?” asked Tom Merry.
“That's for the collection,”
Trimble.
“Eh? Yon're making a collection?”
“Exaetly 1”
“What's the good of a collection ia
on, when tuck is limited by law?” asked
onty Lowther. “You can’t spend the
money on grub.” .
*Look here, you know-—--"
And how much do you think vou'll
colleer?? grinned Gore of the Shell
ou won't et anything but a thick car
e

said

95 “another from me, vou fat,
cheeky duffer!” growled Grundy.

“And another from me, bedad!” said

Res >
o - said o Lowthaz  “That'll
Hirk ‘ears ior Tnmble
a fourth, Trlsble ™

here,”  sal

look
for myself, of co
pose yaa don't thipk I want pour

Primble
;1 mup-

“This isn't

should refuse the offer with s
vou made it——" ~ .« ;
fWhieh™Welss Tikely to -do—1 don't
think ! grin Levisom. "

“If's a ‘:{ otic collection,” explained

ot fellows believe
“Alhes?"
Fapplicd to vou to go
” asked Herries.

mble.

! 3 But every

ch chap is an all he? Sup-

pose a French hap is ully hard up,
what? Then it's our > duty t
roise  a  collection, ST Well,

Mossoo’s right on the rocks.’
** Mossoo ! exclaimed Clive.
“Yes, rather! Hard up, you know:

v up against it,” said Trimble. “ I'm
to raize a collection for Mossoo.” -
exclaimed Talbot.
it, he will scalp

goi
“You young ass!”
“If Mossoo hears of

ou!”

“0Oh, he's bound to"be pleased !” said
Trimble. “I know he's awfully stony,
and moaning and groaning about it, you
know. "

“T fail to see how you can know any-
thin’ of the sort, Twimble1”

“'.,[:he fact is, Mossco confided to me

“Wha-a-att”
“I.,I" spoke to me rather confidentially

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Theve was a roar in the Common-room.
Baggy Trimble's gifts as a Prussian were
wonderful ; but though his lying was ex-
tremely reprehensible, it was sometimes
entertaining.  The idea of Mensieur
Morny confiding his financial difficulties
to Baggy Trimble was too much for the
juniors.  They velled. Baggy Trimble
biftked at them in surpriso.

“Look here, you know—

£33

"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You uttah ass, Twimble—"

“Well, perhaps he didn't exactly cons
ﬁde‘tha; rrmmmi_' to me,; said Trir&‘!hin
cauticusly, e erlmgas happened to
overhear him, by Mnb—f!‘jp

“You eavesdwoppin’ young wottah1”

“I may have gone into his study, and
I may not,” saig ‘Trimble mysteriously.

“He may have been groaning over his
money troubles, and he may not.”
“You have been spyin’ on Mossoo, you

fat wascal!” :
“I repudiate ihe insinuation with
scorn, D'Arey! ¥You may be capable of
that sort of 1g—"
“Bai Jove!
“But I'm not.

It was quite by acci-
Besides Mossoo saw me
ear any more.”

“Facts have to be dealt with, you know;
that’s being efficient. I'm an efficient
chap. Whils you slackers have been—
been slacking, I've decided wha 10 da;
that’s being efficient. T'm goin, o tase
a collection for Mossoo. I%}opc to raiso
five pounds, at least. I shall present it
to.him with the compliments of the
8chool House. Se

“You fat duffer!” exclaimed Tom
Merry. “You know you wouldn’t have
the sheek to take money to Mossoo. Dry
up!

p!

“Under the cires, Tom Merry—-"

“I wefuse to hand out anythin’,
Twimble. I am perfectly well awaah
that this is a twick,”

“Look here, D'Arcy.

“If you waise any money, vou will twy
to dodge the food wegulations with it,
you fat boundsh. Wafs!”

T despise such insi ¥
Now, as captain of the Shell, Tom Merry,
it's up to you to begin. How much?”

Trimble held out the hat.

Tom Merry took it, and jamined it on
Trimble’s head. The fat junior gave a
howl—the hat jammed on very Lightly.

b

ations, T'A

| There was a howl in the Commuon-room
| 42 Baggy steuggled to oxtricate his bead

from- the hat.
silk topper w
process,

“You—you rotter1” gasped Trimble,
as the hat came oit at last, “I despise
you, Tom Merry | You're imn-
patriotic. I refuse lo ask you again to
contribute. How much, Cardew?”

“(Go and eat coke!” growled Cardew.

1i the collaction had been a genuine
one, Ralph Cardew was not feeling very
amiable towards the French masier just
then, and he would not have been likely
to contribute.

“How much, Levison?”

ats |”

“¥ say, Clive, as a Colonial, it's up
to you to set an example to these chaps.
The colonies always set an example to
the old country you or where
should we be? How much?’

“Mine’s a thick ear,” said Sidney

e, laughing. “Come and fake it,

Baggy ; you're welcome.” e
v did not come and take it.

D Avey—"

“Wais!”

aw, look here, D'Arcy, it's up to

the nohility ought to set a patriotic

example.” Trimble held out the hat to

the  Honourable Arthur  Augustus

D' Arey.  “I expect a qnid,”at least

Now, then, shell out!”

Arthur Augustus did not shell out. He
took a runming kick at the silk topper,
and it flew out of Trimble’s hands, and
sailed almost up to the ceiling.

“QOh, crumbs!? ejaculated Trimble.

“Pass!” yelled Blake, ns the topper
came fluttering down.

“Ha, he

2 al
Lowther passed, and Blake received

The nap of the handsome
somewhat ruffled in the
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the topper, and sent it across to Manners, |
who passed again to Digby. ~Digby
passed ogain to Trimble, catching him
upen_his fat little nose with the topper.

“Yaroogh!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” X

“Oh, crjkcy 1" gasped Trimble. *¥You
—you rotters! Yeu've ruined that

“Tia, ha, hal™

“Serve you wight,
spid Arthur Augustus indignantly,
do not appwove as a wule of damagin’
a fellal’s clobbah, but undah the eires,

you fat wascal

Twimble, you deserve to lose your
toppah 1 )

“Jolly lucky it isn't mine!” suid
Trimble

Isn't it yours?”
“No fear!”
“You uttah young
bowwow that toppah?”
Trimble grinned.

“Yes, rather!

“My aunt! Whose is it?" demanded
Blake.

“TAroy’s!” .

“What " yelled Arthur Augustus.

A yell of merriment came_from the
juniors. The face of the Honourable
extraordinary in 18 ex-

wottah, did you

was
pressioll.

“Mum-mum-mine!” he stuttered.

“¥es, yours, You seo—-" |

Trimble got no further. The swell of
Sk, Jim's wade o wikl rush at him, and !
Baggy fled, with a roar. The fat junior
disappeared at express speed through the
doorway, with Arthur Augustus raging
on his track. -

H

. hay hat” h

il

5 old Gussy "
“Ha, ha, ha!”
And the merry juniors centinued to

pass the toppery + inly was not

likely to grace again the noble head of

Arthur Angustas DArcy. .

CHAPTER 4.

Below the Belt.
HFERE was no collection in the
School House for the unfortunate |
Mossoo. © Such an idea would |
certainly never have occurred to

T

anybody but Baggy Trimble, and to
. T;Lé.blc only as smthod of raising the
wind. il

However hard pushed Monsicur Morny
might have been for that necessary
article, cash, he could scarcely have
accepted a whip-round from his junior
pnpi?& Indeed, Mossoo’s cars would
have burned if he could have known that
his difficulties were the subject of dis-
gussion in the junmior Common-room.

Primble’s attempted colection naturally |
made 0sso0’s financial stringency o
matter of discussion. Most of the

fellows felt sympathetic.

it was known that Mossoo’s people
had lived in the region of France
occupied by the unspeakable Hun, and
that they had escaped to Paris with
nothing but the clothes they stood in.!
That had come out long ago, and it was;
pretty well known that most of Mossoo's |
salary went to assist his ncedy relatives
over fhe Channel. There had been tall
abont Mossoo before, and o certain pawn-
ticket.

The juniots sympathised teartily with
Monsieur Morny, and wished him well.
But there were a few fellows, like
Trimble and Mellish and Racke and
Crooke, who found amusement in the
idea of the French master being stony
and worried for eash,
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scenc in_the Fourth Form-room. He
could neither forget nomforgive the lic

ing Mossos had given him before the

class,
The fact that most of the fellows were

down on him for badgering the sworried
master only made him the more
obstinate, ~Both Levison and (O

tackled him on the subject in . 9
Study, bub they found their study-mate
in a bitter and sulky mood.

Cardew was a good deal of a puzzle t
the juniors of the School House.
had good gualities, there was no denying
that; but there was a curious taint of
reckless blackguardism in his character,
which somctimes came to the top. He
could not forget the humiliation his lofty
pride had suffered in the scene in the
Form-room. And he made no secret in
his own study of his intention to make
the French master “sit up ™' for it.

“You can let bim alome!” growled
Clive, when Cardew mentioned, the
matter. “Mossoo is -a good sort
enongh ! y

“He basn't licked you!” sneered
Cardew.

- “Y haven’t badgered him in class!”

“Rot! We always pull his leg!”
Cardew. “T've seen Levison doing it
often enough!

“There's a t, d Levizon.

Cardew laughed sardonically.

“You weren't always so careful about
the limit, Levison! I've heard from
Mellish about something that happened
before T came here—Mossoo  pawning
things to send money to his relations.
Wasn't it you who found out about the
pawnticket, and told all the follows?”

TLevizon flushed crimson.”

It was part of the punishment of*Levi-
son's former way of life that reminders
were corfstantly cropping up of the past
he would gladly have forgatten. Levison
was very different now from the Levison
of the past; but the past was there, and
was not quite forgotten,

sharply.
Levison did before you came to St. Jim
Cardéw It's like you to rake it up, 1
must say !

“Thanks!™ yawned Cardew.

“ And I'll speak out plainly, too,"”
the South African junior. *Mossoo’s a
good sort, and you asked for all you gol
the other-day, = If there's any schome to
make him sit up, you can leave me out
of it. If you want to go for Herr
Schneider, I'm your man. He’s a Hun,
But Mossoo's afl right!"”

“Yon can refuse your help when T ask
for it 1"

“Well, don’t ask for mine, cither,” said
Levison. ”

“Let Mossoo alone!

Cardew walked out of the study with
that. Levison shrugged bis shoulders,
and Clive looked angry, -

Life in No. 9 Study was_ not all
harmony, though there was at bottom a
sincere  friendship among the three
strangely-assorted juniors. =

“There'll be a row in this study some
day ! growled Clive.

, let him
“Tt"s only his.temper.
Come down to cricket !

Clive nodded, and his face cleared. His
anger never lasted long.

But the opposition i his own study
determined Cardew to keep on the way
he had marked out for himself.  The
grandson of Lord Reckness had learned
a good many lessons since he had come
to St. Jim's, 'but he had a good many still

said Levison.
He'll get over it.

Cardew of the Fourth was not exactly | to_learn.

a fellow of that kind, but assuredly he
did not waste any sympathy wupon
Mossoo,

Cardew’s angry, passionale nature had
been roused to bitter resentment by the '

When the next French lesson came
round, the TFourth-Formeres wondered
whether Mossoo would be ratty again.
Mést of them determined fo very
dutiful, wnow that they

| isn’t it7" he said.

said

kuew-—from

One Peany. 5
, Trimble—what was the matter with his
nerves,

Mr. Lathom left the class, and, as it
{ happenad, there was an interval of a few
| minutes before Mossoo came in. He had

paused to speal to the Form-master in

the passage. Cardew stepped out of his
place.
! He calmly took the chalk Mr. Lathom
| had used in the last lesson, and stepped
! quietly to the blackboard.
i he juriors watched him, grinning,
They supposed that Cardew was abont
| to draw a caricature on the beard—u
sufficiently impertinent proceeding, but
regarded as humorous from the junior
point of view.

But it was not a more or less artistic
picture that the Fourth-Former intended
to chalk on the board.

o «dashed down a sentence, and as he
| stepped back the whole Form gasped as

they read what he had written.

It was & simplo French exerc but
it had a point i its refere to_ the
unfortunate Mossoo’s fin position.
It ran:

“Avez vons de Dlargent dans les

oches?” )
_The juniors stared at the chalked excr-
€180,

“ Have you money in your pockets?
said Jack  Blake, transhiting. = “ Whut
| bave you written that for, Cardew?”

! “Bai Jovel Wub that oub at onee,
i Cardew ! exclaimed “Arthor Auvgustus
wrathfully.  “You uttair cad!”~

“Shame " growled several voices, i

Cardew’s face flushed a little.  The
taunt conveyed in the seotence was plain
enough, and it was an nnworthy one.

erhaps Cardew repented, as be heard
the disgusted murmurs of the juniors, for
he made a mevement towards the black-
board again.  But it was too late.
Mossoo was at the door, and Cardew had
burely time to drop into his scat when
the French master entered.

Monsieur Morny was very quiet and
| grave, but ho was not bad-tempered. He
| guve his class a kind smile.
| “1 zink 1 keep you vaiting a meenit,
| h

“J am sorry for zat.

mes garcons, Now it is zai ve vill
begin 17

The Fourth Form were breathless with
expectancy.

At any sccond the French master’s
eves might fall upon the insulting

tence chalked on the blackboard.

| The juniors waited for the cxplosion.

They had little doubt that Mossco
would understand the allusicn.

They had not long to wait.

Monsicur Morny turned towards his
desk. and as he did so, his glance fell
on the blackboard.

He stood (Luita still.

A pin might have been heard to drop
in_the Form-room. :
Monsieur - Morny had read the sen-
tence, but he was still looking at it. as

1if it mesmerised him.

What was he poing to do?

The French master turned at last to
th> breathless class,  Ilis sallow face
had become guite pale, with a little spot
of red burning in either cheek.
| “Somevun Ll'xzu'e written on ze bo
| n'est-cepas?’ he said, m-a quict
trembling voice.

Silence.

“Who have written zat?"

There was no reply.

“1 zink zat some garcon he vish to
insult me,” said Monsieur Morny. [
zink zat boy has a bad heart: I vill sax
no more,"”

He took ihe duster and deliberately
wiped out the chalk. Then, withcut any
further reference . to the matter, be
plurged into the lesson.

Monsieur Morny was not ratty that
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2fternoon, Ilis manner was _very
sibdued, and at times his brow wrinkled
in deep thought, and he seemed to forget
+hat ho was instructing the Fourth Form
in the mysteries of his native language.
Ryt there was no ragging in class, - The
juniors wero respectful and attentive,
and the looks some of them cast upon
Cardew showed pretty plainly that he
had something to expect when lessons
wers over. The quiet dignity with
which the French master had dismissed
sult went straight to the hearts of
uniors, and cven Cardew felt a
inge of repentant shame.
something mora than his conscience to
reckon with—after lessons.

CHAPTER 5.
Despised by the House I
OTTAH!?

[
‘}‘l Thus  Arthur  Avgustus
D’ Arey.
With tlat  remark, and

with his noble nose highly elevated, the
ewell of 8t. Jim’s passed Cardew in the
passage after lessons.
“Cad!”

“Rotter I

“Worm "

Blake and IJerrics
out those epithets,
Gussy. y

Cardew stood with

“8neaking Hun i’
passing him.

“Reptile!"” chimed in Reilly.

¢ Purse-proud  cad 7 srems

and Dighy jerked
as they followed

a erimson face,
saidd Diek Julian,

ruish.

“ Blackguard ! said Tamley-Lumiey.

Nearly every lellow in the Fourth had
something to say to Cardew. They left
him standing with crimson cheeks and
eyes sparkling with rege.

Blake & Co. had been inclined to give
him a moro drastic punishment, in the
form of a ragging. But the open con-
iempt expressed so plainly by all the
Form, was a sharper punishment for
Cardew’s proud epirit than a ragging
wonld have been. He ivrned to Levison
and Clive, with & bitter look.

There had been repentance in
Cardew’s heart, which was not really
ungenerous. Bub open econdemnation
Tad the effcet of rousing all the evil in
his nature

“Haven't you anything to say?" he
sneered.

“Nothing I” said Levison ourtly
“You know what I think, T dare say!
And-with that he walked away. ;

“TI've something to say,” said Clive,
his eyes gleaming at his study-mate.
“You've taunted Mossoo with his

paverty. Only a purse-proud cad would
do that! You've made the whole Form
despise you. I never imagined you

eould be so rotten mean!”

Clive followed Levison.

Cardew drove his hands-deep into his

ockets, He had been in disgrace with
iis Form before this. But it looked very
scrious this time.

Even Mellish and Trimble, taking the
cue from the others, had passed him
with a sneer. Tt was a luxury to Mellish
and mble to feel that they were en-
titled to despise anybody.

Cardew went out into the quadrangle
at last. The Terrible Three came up ta
him there.

“T've heard about- your rotten trick,
Cardew,” said Tom Merry. “1 want to
tell you what I think of 1t. Only a ecad
would have done it!”

“Only a-rotten cad !” said Lowther.

“Only a rotten measly cad!” eaid
Manners, with emphasis. 1

Cardew’s hands clenched convuls
The chums of the Shell turned
backs on him and walked away.
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ely.
their

But he had |

Figgins & Co., of the New House,
passed him a few minutes later. Figgins,
Kerr, and Fatty Wynn gave him glances
that brought the hlod surging to his
cheeks again,

Cardew strode towards them.

“What have you got to say 7> he said,
between his teeth. “ You confounded
New House cads—-"

“Don’t talk to us!” said Figgins dis-
dainfully. “You must rub it in about
poor old Mossoo being hard up, must
you? You purse-proud rotter! Do you
think you're any the better for having
a wad of fivers in your pocket-book?
| You're not fit to clean Mossoo’s boots I

Cardew struck out, full at Figgin's

ace.

The blow did not reach the mark. The
New House Co. collared the School
Honse House junior, sat him down
forcibly on the yround, and walked
away.

Cardew staggered to his feet, erimson
with fury.

“Here he is!”

HaY a dozen Third Form fags came
up.  Evidently the story of Cardew’s
irsult to Mossio was sprea 3

Wally
—D'Arcy minor—and Mann junier,
Jeoe Frayne and Levison minor, and two
or three more of the fags surrounded
Cardew. -Wally pointed an indignant
and somewhat grubby forefinger at him.

“TLook at him!” he said.

“ Look at ‘im !" repeated Jos Frayne.

“Rotter !

“What did you do it for, Cardew?
said Levison minor, * What did you do
such a rotten, caddish thing for?”

“Because he's a howling cad!”
Reggie Manners,

“¥ah!”

“Clear_off, Fou.checky !}%un imps!”
shouded Cardew, infuriated by this last
humiliation, Tt was altogether too much
to be ragged in the open quad. by a gang
of inky-ingered fags.

“¥ah1” -

said

It was not an elegant exclamation, but
it was intenscly annoying. Cardew made
a fierce rush at the fags.

They scattered before his charge, but
on}‘y m} );P,“ from a distance:

ah!”

Cardew strode towards the house. He
did not want any more of this. But
outside the School House he ran into
Grundy and Wilking and Gunn of the
Shell,

“Jere comes the cad!” said Grundy.
“Cardew, you sneaking rotter—"

“Ain't you ashamed of yourself?”
demanded Wilkins,

“If we had ‘guu in the Shell, we'd
sorag you!” said Gun

1.
“Scrag him, anyway!” said Grundy,
who was always for drastic messures.
“Serag the purse-proud rotter! Fancy
chucking a man’s -poverty in his face—
especially a_rood sort like old Mossoo!
Caollar him !

Cardew dodged into the house. He
did not want a handling from three big
Shell fellows,

He was breathing hard now. A Form
ragging weuld have been nothing to this.
The thought that he was scorned by his
schoolfellows was the bitterest blow his
pride could have received.

In the hall he found Baggy Trimble.
Trimble immediately assumed a most
tremendous sneer. As a matter of fact,
Baggy Trimble did not quite sce what
all the fuss was about, but he was not
going to lose the opportunity of ex-
Eresaing lofty scorn. And as Cardew

ad refused to lend lim any money,
though he had plenty of it, Baggy was
glad of the chance to get his own back
in this way.

NOW O
S.M.E.l'

“Rotter 1" said Trimble. “I1 wonder
you ain’t ashamed of yourself, Cardew,
I do, really! I'm going to use my
influence in the Form to have you sent
to Coventry! You're a disgrace to the
Fourth—you—yarooooch 1"

Contempt from Baggy Trimble was a
little too much,

Cardew scized Baggy's fat little nose
between finger and thumb, and com-
pressed his grip mercilessly.

“Goog-goog-goog |7 came in agonised
accents  from 1sr1rnh1<-. “Led dal
Yooogh! Burr! Gurreeereh!”

“Cardew ! Mauvais garcon!” Tt was
Monsicur Aoray's voice.  “Zat you
release Trimble at oncel”

Cardew gritted his teeth, and released
Trimble, who clasped his nose with both
hands.

Mossoo had come along the passage at
a most unlucky moment.

He fixed a stern glance upon Cardew’s
sullen face.

“T am shock at zis!"” he said mverc.l{
“Know you not zat it is. wrong to bully

a boy zat is go smaller as yourself,
Cardew 7"

Cardew’s eyes blazed. It was too
much to bear. The junior who had

stood up face te face to Cutts of the
Fifth was no coward, and the undeserved
charge studg him to the quick

“Look_ here—"" he began furicusly,

“Zat is not ze vay to speak to me,
Cardew ! Silence, viz you!”

“He was b-b-bullying me, sir!" wailed
Trimble. *He's hurt my n-fnose! 1
was only telling him how much I de
bhim, sir, for chalking on the board:

Mossoo flushed,

“Zat_vill do, Trimble - ¥ou must not
tell ze tales. Cardew, zat was & mean
action, and if your schoelfcllows 7ey de-
spise you, you must expect zat. If you
touch Trimble vunce more, I report you
to Mensieur Railton.”

He passed on, and Cardew,
with rage, turned to the stairs.

ing
mble

ceased to writhe with anguish, and
chortled.
“¥ah! Rotter!” he called out.

Cardew did not look back. ITe went
on to his study, and closed the door aficr
him with a slam. He was sitting in the
armchair with a black brow when Clive
and Levison came in to tea. They did
not speak to him.

Cardew gave them a sullen,
look under his brows.

“So youw're keeping this up against
me?” he said at last.

Clive looked at him.

“Are you goin to
Mossco ! he asked.

“ Apologise to

savage

apologise to
Moszoo ! Cardew
ground hie teeth, “I'm going to make
him sit up, hang him !

“Then you needn’t trouble to speak to
me again!”

“Do you say the same, Levison?”

“Qh, please yourself ! said Levison.
“You did a caddish thing, and you
ought to apologise for it. If you won't,
you won't, and there’s an end.”

Cardew gave his study-mates a dark
look, and went out of the study, slan
ming the door. He did not come ba
1o tea.

CHAPTER 8.
Arthur Avgustns Chips In.
" FIVAH!"
A “Corn in Egypt!l” said
Blake and MHerries and Dighy,
with ene voice, B

“Yaas, wathah!”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was looking
very pleased. The crisp. five-pound note
rusiled in his slim fingers with & musieal
sound - that was quite unaccustomed in
Study No. 6 in these days.
rd Eastwood, Gussy’s respected
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pater. bad been growing remarkably
careful with money in the laiter days of
the wur. Perhaps he thought Arthur
Augug could do without ‘remittances,

s his share of the general national sacri-
fice.  Arthur Augustus bore it with
noble patience, Indeed, he had confided
to his friends. that, for the sake of sceing
the Huns thuruughly licked, he would
» content mever to look upon a fiver

aain.
“8till, he was very pleased to see a fiver

onece more.
There were many ways of using it. A
little lusuries for tea could be

3 with dve regard to the restrie-

imposed by the Food Centroller,
‘-nscia articles as were not restricted could
grace the festive board, and would make
war-bread go down a little more
g (.Jﬁanln

“Spweads in the studay \\'nuld be in

wathah bad taste, considewin’ that
evewybody is gettin® short of gwub,”
Arthur Augustus remarked. * But there
are some things a chap ean still buy as
mu:}x as he likes of — ”
nee,”” mggnﬁtpd Blake.
rcmmlmd

“AmE Lh:\mpwna‘ aubgested Her-
Tics.

“It is weally vewy odd that those
articles are still offahed for sale,” said
Arthur Augustus. ' Of couree, I should
not fouch the wotten stuff in any ease;
but even if I were a_tewwific dwinkah, 1
should be willin’ to dwink nniy watah for
[hr—‘ duwation of the war.

With a little tea and sugar and milk
with it,”" agreed Blake. “Water's a
very g-cmd drink with Lhusu along with

“Wats! Now, pway lei us think it
out vewy sewiously, about the things we
can get without wnskm actin’ like food-
hogs, deahl boys. e will_have Tom
Mewwy  and thmha and Lowthah
heah, and old Talbot and Levison and
Clive, if they will come without Cardew.
0Of course, they will bwing their own
bwead, if they want nny—-hkmuse sugah.
Hlu- We any su

“ Not a merry Fump Ly

“T'm afwaid we can’t gel any sugah
at ”.IL *uckshop.” said Arthur Augustus
ruefully “Can we psk fellows to a
spwead without any sugah for the tea.
Blake t”

“Certainly you can!” said a voice at
the deor, as Monty Lowther looked in.
“T ean tell you a dodge for sweetening
the tea, if you like.”

'-P“n; do deah boy

“Call a cubmutmuksr, aaid
!_uwihor senouelv

“A—a cabinet-makah!” ejacnlated
D’ Axe

ahi 'y

”\\’}mt use would a cabinet-maker
bhe ?"  exclaimed Arthur Augustus. “1

weally. do not see

“You see, a grocer can only make the
tea sweet,” explained Lowther. “ But a
cabinet-maker can make a whole dining-

room suite,”
“You urtah asa!”
“Well T like that!” said Lowthoer.
“That's the best ‘hmg I've done for the
Comic Column of the * Weexly,” and I'm
letting you hear it first.”
“Pway keep all the west for the

Comic Column, Lowthah! If you would
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care to come to the spwead without any
sugah, Lowthah, we shall be vewy
pivmz.d to sge you and your fwiends.”
“Rely.on us!” said Lowther affec.
tionately. * Never shall it be said that
Study No. 10 refused a feed in war-time !
Never ! Perish the thought! By the
way, did you know that cdonaldl of
the Fourth was in the Flying Service?”

“Wats !

“Fact!” said Lowther. “If you ask
him where he was born, you'll find that
he’s an Ayr-man.”

And the humorist of the Shell walked
on, leaving Study No. 6 to digest hie
latest pun.

“It must be feahful for Tom Mewwy
and Mannahs, sharin’® a study with

Lowthah,” remarked Arthur Aumstm
“\M' gvt his  feahful puns in  the
* Weekly,” but those poor chaps get them
evewy day. Now, help me make up a
list of thm;,n deah boys. We must get
as good a spwead as poss, but we must
be  vewy csreful to avoid anythin’ like
food-hoggin’.’

Blake & Co. sot their wits to work

n that task. and a list was drawn up.
Then Arthur Auvgustus slipped the fiver
into his pocket, and took the list, en
route to the school shop, while Blake

went round gathering in the guests, and
Herries and Dig cleared up the study a
little for the gathering.
Baggy Trimble met A
in the

rthur August
ower passage, with an expansive
Baggzy had already- scented the

old chap!” said Trimble

"l say, Gassy——"

Look hrro you koow.” said Trimbl
as D'Arcy was passing bim in his n
stately manner, “T'm backing you up
about poor old Massoq, you know, 1
think it's fearful fur the poor old beast
to be hard up——"

“Y must wequest you,
speak of Monsieur
mannah 1"

“T'm down on Cnrdnw. you know,
ragging him,” said Trimble, cudgell
his f2t braims for some means of ingra-
tiating himself with Arihur Augustus,
and g(‘ﬂ.lng an invitation to Neo. 6. “T
think he's a rotter, vou know. In fact,
1 remonstrated with him about playing
tricks in Mossoo’s study

Arthur Augustus stopped.

“Tg Cardew playing twicks in Mossoo’s
studay ?”’ he exclaimed.

‘ yes!” grinned Trimble. “I've
been watching him—I—I mean, I hap
pened to, notice him. Of course, T'm
down on him. I follow your lead,
Gussy. By the way, i _you want any
thing cooked in Study No. 6, I'm your
man., “T'd do au\'lhlng to oblige a chap
T reaily like—>

“Iy Cardew in Mossoo’s study now?”

Twimble, not to
Morny in  that

for

“Oh, yes! If you're stending a
spread—"

Arthur Augustus strode away. His
eyes were gleaming under knitted

brows as he made in the direction of
Monsieur Morny’s study.

Trimble blinked after him  discon-
tentedly, He had referred to Mossoo
simply in order to obtain favour in
CGusay & noble eyes,
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Mossoos study,
tapped at the door,

One Peanv. 1

w3 there, and opened it,
1 the room
and spun reund as the door

look “showed that he
fancied for a moment that the French
madter had caught him. He breathed
more freely as he saw Arthur Augugeus
iy Ar(y in the doorway.

i Yh, it’s only you!™

Yans,”

“Well,
Cardew,

“What are

in casn Moseoa v

Cardew
He star

opened.
His startled

he said.
what do you want:” snapped

loin' heah, Cardew?"

demanded 1 swell of  the Fourth
sternly.

“Find out

“T have come héali to find  out,
Cardew.”

“Go aud eat coke!™ said Cardew
;\.u gelv.  *“What are you meddling
or

Arthur Augustus did not veply, but he

advanced into the study, with a grim
brow. Cardew had s bmtle.nf gum in his
hand, and he had taken the French
master’s slippers Tromi under the arme.

chair.

It was pretty clear what he intended to
do.  Arthur Augustus ponted to the
door.

“Get out!” he said brief

“When T've finished what i came, hrre
d said Cardew- coolly. *“Not

“1 shall not allow you to play twicks
unnl\alus&oo Cardew !

iy [[ you do not immediately leave this

staday, Cardew, I shall eject you by
forcel” said Arihur Augustus, his eycs
glittering.

Jardew launghed.

“T give von ome minute, Cardew!”

=aid the swell of St. Jim's, breathiog hard.
vhrough his nose.

“Do you want Mossoo to ceme in and
cateh us serapping in his study 77 grinned
Cardew.

“1 am quite indifferent on that point,
Cardew, so long as I pwevent you fwom
playin’ wotten cks upon a gentleman
whom I wespect highly!” =mc] Arthor
.\n,i{ustus. A you goin'?

“No,” said Cardew mmkmgly.
nol goin’

“Then 1 uhdﬂ thwow you out!
“Go ahrad!
Arthur Augustus wasted no more time

“1'm

in words. His noble blood was at boiling-
point. e fairly hurled himself upon
Cardew.

Cardew met him, grip for prip..

There was a terrific struggi-.

Arthur Augustus whirled Cardew to
the door; but Cardew was strong, sturdy,
and determined.  He whirled Arthur
Augustus back again, and they crashed
into the table. The table rocked, and a
cascade of books and papers went to the
floor.

“Oh, you wottah1”

“You silly ass!”
“Bai Jove! I will gn’e you a fenhful

thwashin’, Cardew!” panted Arthur
Augustus.
“A bit above your weight, T think!”

grinned Cardew.

“I will show you, you wottali 17

Both the juniors were excited naw,
41nd the scrap became energstic. Fhers
hard and hasty pummelling on both
sides, but they got no nearer the door.
The folly of such a combat in the French
master's study—to which Mossoo might
return at any minute—was forgotten by
They were thinking” only. of
struggling and punching, and ecertainly
they put their beef into it.

They did not hear a step in the pas-
sage, they did not see a startled and
nstonndcd face that looked in at the open

00L.
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“Man Dieu! ~Vat is 237"

Monsieur Morny had returned,

Crash ! "

The strugeling juniors went down, and
Arthur Augustus rolled over the gum-
bottle, which Cardew had dropped. The
pum was flowing out on the carpet, and
Arthur Augustus mopped it up with his
clegant jacket as he rolled.

Cardew fell on him, but Gussy's fist
drove on his chest, ang pitched him off.
Arthur Augustus gat up in the gum.

“0Ow! Gwoogh! Bai Jove! Mossoo!"”

Mansicur Morny strode into the study.
The two crimson and dusty juniors
scrambled to their feet.

LI,
CHAPTER 7.
Mossoo Is Too Impartial !

i-G ARCONSR Young rascals! Vat

is all* zis?"” shouted Monsicur
Morny.
“Gwoogh1?

“Qh, my hat 1"

“You come to fight viz yourselves in
my study !” ehouted Mossoo, ecarcely able
to believe the evidence of his senses. 1
am shock—] am amaze! Impudent
garcons! 1 punish zis severely 1"

“(Oh, deah!”

Cardew grinned,

Monsieur Morny naturally did not
puess for o moment what was Arthur
Augustue’ noble motive in being there.
Hie found two jumiors fighting in his

study, and the room in disorder, and
naturally he was angry.
He serzed o cane from the table.
“Hold out ze hand, Cardew!” he
thundered.
Cardew held ont his hand calmly.
Swish] Swish!

< Now. you, D'Areg! You may. go viz
rou, Cardew! D’Arey, hold out ze hand
at onece!”

Cardew left the study. He lingered in
ihe passage, however, to see how Avthur
Augustus would get on. The idea of
Gussy being <aned by Massao, consider-
ing why he was there, made Cardew
chuckle, !

“You hear me, D'Arey?” thundered
Alossoo. 3

“Yaas, sir.”

“Zen hold out ze hand ™

“Undah ihe cires, sic
Augnstus paused.

He could not tell Mossoo that Cardew
had coma there to play-a trick, and that
he had come there to stop him.

Such & course aa\'nureg hoth of sneak-
ing and of imitating “CGood Little
tieorgie,” the hero of the pious story-

OORE.

Maossoo natorally did not understand.
He swished the eane in the air.

“Vill you hold out ze hand, D’Arcr.
vou bad boyt”

“Weally, ‘Mossoo Morny, you are
labahin’ “widah a misappwehension!”
gasped Arthur Augustus. *Icame heah
with & vewy good imotive. )
*1 find you fighting in zis study, fsn't

? Arthur

it
. “Yaas, but—="

“Vunce more, vill you hold out ze
hand?

“Certainly, sir, if you insist; but I beg
to assnah you that—-"

Arthur Augnstus got no further.

Mossoa's patience was exhausted. He

ized the-swell of St. Jim's by the collar.
ack! Whaek! . -

“Yawoogh !” roared Arthur Augnstus,
as the cane descended on his shoulders.
= (0h, ewums! Yooop!”

* Now go viz you!” panted Mossoo.
He pushed Arthur Augustus into tlie
passage, and closed the door after him
with a slam. . Then he rang for the page
io clear up the disorder.

“Bai Jave!” gasped Arthur Anugusios,
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Jfunney in the least, Blake!

“Ha, ha, ha!"’ roared Cardew.

“You cacklin' wottah—-7"

“Ha, ha, ha! Perhaps you are sorry
for meddling now! Mossoo scemed to be
awfully grateful—what?”

¢ \_f[assuo misundahstood  the posish

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Iwegard
Cardew !

Arthur Augustus strode away, leaving
Cardew still chortling, Jack Blake met
him as he came breathlessly upstairs.

“Hallo! Been in a  dogfight?”
he asked.

Herries and Dig looked out of Study
.  They blinked at the dusty,
dishevelled

you with contempt.

No.
gummy,
Fourth.

“Whet's happened fo you!™ roared
Herries,

“Gwoogh! T can’t stop to talk now.
T am howwibly gummay! Some of the
howwid gum has gone down my neck!
Gwoogh!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustus rushed on, to get to
the dormitory @ was badly in need of
a wash and a change. His remarkable
appearance had_drawn attention from all
sides, and quite a crowd of fellows
followed him to the dormitery, greatly
interested,

Arthur Augastus tore off jacket and
waisteoat, collar and tie, gasping the
whi He had had most of the gum.
at on earth have ¥ou been
demanded Tom Merry. * Wasting

and swell of the

doing
gum in war-time, Guesy?

“ Unpatriotic!” d” Monty Lowther
colemnly. *If the war lasts ninety years,
the last lap may depend on the last boitle
of gum, Gussyi”

“0Oh, wats{

“We may need all tho gum we can
get, to help, us to stick it out!” added
Lowther.

“Pway don’'t make rotten puns now,

Lowthah! I have had a feahful time!"”
ﬁuspn‘(l’ D’Arcy.  “Mossoo is wathah
hasty t”

.“¥You haven't  been scrapping with
Mossoo!” yelled Blake,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“(ertainly not, you ass! T Tound thai

woltah Cardew playin’ twicks in. his
studay, and went io stop him. Mossoo

caught us fightin’ 1"
“fla, ha, ha!”

“There is nothin’ watevah fo cackle
at! Cardew was goin' to put that gnm
in Mossoo's slippahs.  As it was, he
dwopped i, and T wolled in it——"

The juniors shrieked.

«Oh, Gussy!” eaid Blake, almost weep-
ing. *“You'll be the death of me yet, T
know you willl Why were you born so
funny ¥’

lo not wegard the mnitah ns
1 wegard it
as howwid. OF course, T could not sneak
about Cardew, and so Mossoo supposed. T
was playin' some twick or othah in his
studay ! &

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“ And instead of listenin® to my expla-
nation, he whacked me with his cane,
and slung me out! Actually slung me
out by my neck, you knew,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“] wespeet Mossoo vewy much, but I
must eay that he is wathah an ass. I
sk nm}-'nh,get this gum out of my b
0] T

we'll all lend o hand with a scrub-
brush,” said Lowther.

“ou will do nothin’ of the sort, you
1 do not see what you fellows are
gwinnin 1 sec pothin’ whatevah my-
gelf to gwin at.”

But the other fellows did.
not only grinned—they yelled. They sat
on the beds and rosred, while Arthur
2 b and sorubbed and

g =

And they |
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combed and finally restored himself to a
state of cleanliness. He was very pink
when he had finished, and had changed
into another jacket.

“Don’t forget the fiver,” said Blake.
“You've left the fiver in your jacket, you
duffer 1"

Yaas,”

“Bai Jove!

Arthur Aunstus picked up the gummy
Fton jacket, and felt in the pocket for
the banknote.  He felt very carefully, and
drew his hand out—empty! A very
peculiar expression came over his face,

“Well, why don't you get it?" asked
Blake.

“Tt is not there, Blake.”

“Wh-a-at "

“The fivah i3 gone!?

CHAPTER 8. .
A Terrible Suspicion !

" ONE!” shouted Blake and
Herries and Digby, with one

“Well, you ass!”
“You chump !

“You frabjous duffer "

“I wefuse to be called a fw
duffah, Blake! The beastly thing mus
have dwopped out while I was scwappin’
with Cardew in Mossoo's etuday. T only
just slipped it into my pocket, yeu know
to taka down to the tuckshop. T wil
*  Arthur Augustus paused. “On .
second thoughts—no. Undah the eires,
I do not care to pwesent myself in
Mossoo's studay. You may as well goy
Blﬂkl‘.”

“Well, T suppose it’s about his study
somewhere,” said Blake, . Better get 16
back before it’s swept away.”

“Yaas, wathah! The studay was
wathah upset. I suppose Toby will be
ealled in to set it to wights, He may
sweep it up.” .

“My hat! T buzz off, then.”

Jack Blake hurried downstaira.

. He tapped respectfully at the French
fonster’s door. Moossco's tone was un-
usually sharp as he called out:

“Come in! Entrez viz you”

Blake entered.

/Toby, the page, had tidied up, the
study, though there were still very visible
marks.of the gum_on the carpet. Mons
sieur Morny was looking disturbed and
irritable,

“Vat is it 7" he asked snappishly.

“Tf you please, sir, D’Arey dropped &
banknote while he was here!”

“Vat? - Vat?”

“ A five-pound note, sir,” said Blake.
“He must have dropped it here while he
was scrapping with Cardéw, gir. Would
you mind my looking for it7"

Monsicur Morny made an irritable
gesture,

““Zere is no banknate here,” he said.
“You may see ! If it vas drop here ze
garcon—Toby—he have sweep it away.
You better go and ask zat garcon if he
have seen it."”

“Very well, agir.”

As the study floor was quite clear it
was evident that the banknote, if it had
been dropped there, was no longer there.
Blake left the study.

“Got it?"” asked Herries and Dig to-
gether in the passage,

“No! Toby’s done up the study.”

“ My hat! Tt can’t be gone for good,™
exclaimed Dig, in dismay.

“I'm going to see Toby."

Blake descended to the bootroom,
where he found Toby. That youth was
busy at the knife-machine, and he gave

80—

Blake a grin.
“You've just done up Moscoo Morny's
study, Toby?"
“1 'ave, sir,” said Toby, “and he give
me. sixpence. Hanghud_y else would ‘ave
made 1t a shillin’.” P
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are scarce in _war-time,
y,” said Blake. * Buy War Loan

with the tanner, old scout, and keep it for
vour old age! Did you prh up a five-
puum.{ note 7

ey

“1'Avey dmppcd a fiver in the study.
Have you seen 1t7’

“1 ain’t, Master Blake,” said Toby.
“Which if T ’ad, I should have handed
it to Mossoo Morny at once, shouldn’t

190

“You nmg‘u have swept it away with-
out (\‘Gl"lhg it.”
‘T ain’t done ar
“1 ‘picked np
upset, and mopy
a dusiur. I ’adn
all.

\wnp:n ”* said Toby.
I the things that was
up the gum with
any broom there at

I!la]\u looked perplexed.
‘Youre sure?” he asked.
“Conrse I am, M.ﬂrr‘r Blak
“¥ou didn’t bring any rubbish or any-
thing away from the study at all-—dust,
or anything in a dustpan?”
ister Blake.”

¢ All serene, Toby
Blake left the boot-r Ie met his
chuma in the upper ge, and re-
ported. There were four very grave
faces now,

“Gussy must have d: opped it some-
where else,” said Herr “ Where on
earth did you drop it, Gussy, you as

“Tt must have d»\uppnd in Moss
stnday, Hewwies, Tt could only have
come out of my pocket when T was “wollin”

ovih with Cardew on the floor.”

“Toby's eeen nothing of it,” eaid
Blake abruptly. *“It couldn’t havo been
there when he came in to tidy up. Let's
-bave a look along the pas sage.”

“But it is imposs—

's look, anyway.”

chums of the meh made a
survey of the passage, from the
master's door to the stairs, They
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extended the survey up the staircase, and
to the E‘ounh YForm dormitory. A
number of fellows jeined in the search
and they arrived in the dormitory, and
searched there round - D'Arey’s wash-
stand, but in vain, Then—the gummy
Etons, discarded by the of the
Fourth, were taken in hand,
pocket  examined,  though
Augustus insisted that it was impossible
that the fiver could have got into anothe:
pocket. The scarch was vain.

“Well, my hat!” said Blak
tired and exasperated. * The
thing isn't here ! Where can it ha
0%

There was a chuckle from g
Trimble, who had helped in the search.
Baggy felt sure that if he found th
fiver, he would make one of the guesis
at the spread in Study No. 6. Unfortu-
nately he had not Eound it.

Blake glared at him as he chuckled.

“What are you gurgling about, you
fat image?” he demanded.

“J koow what 1 know!™ grinned
Trimble.

“You huwlm ,ass, Twimble, what are
you_dwivin’

“1_know “hnra that fiver is.

‘Sau do!” shouted Tom Mprn.
rather !
i \\ !] where is it? el
spo’s got it

s '\\ lm -a-a-at?

A dozen startled faces glared at Baggy
Trimble. Trimble chue .1lrd again. Ie
was quite sure that he had solved the
mystery.

“You fellows ain’t very bright,” said

Trimble patronisingly. * I really tln:)uxlxt
uf it at once. I knew you \\o.lrdn t find
it. Of course Mossoo’s got it!"”

< Mossoo 77 1 Blake « -zedly.

“Mossop " shouted Tom Mear_v.

Another chortle from Trimble.

Yes, of course! You all know how

One Penays 9

jolly hard up Messco is. He don't know
what to do for money. I’Arey dropped
the note in hie room, or thinks he did.
Mossco slung him out. How do you
know he didn't pick his lmokt\r while he
had his hands on him?
“Bai Jove! You young——'
v, the banknote was left in
»'s study, and it had vanished be-
fore Toby got thers to clear up!”
grinned  Trimble,  * Banknoles can't

vanigh into thin air, can they? Mossco’s
got 1t

“¥You slandering young villain!"
roared Manners. “Are you accusing

Mossoo of stealing ?*

“You uttah young wottah!”

“Shut up, you fat Hun!"

“Dash 1t all, though, it does: lock
queer,” said l\mrurs’n “The bar
ought to be found. s true abont
Mossoo being hard up.’

‘We 1.1-0\\ that; but Fm wouldn't steal,
said Tom Merry. “Only a fat
wo T rnmlz‘u would have thought of

B Ln a il AI“L

The juniors locked at one another.

Baggy Trimble's suggestion, in «pxla
of themselves, gave them a chill of
doubt and uncertainty, Was it barecly
possible that Mossoo, driven hard by
want of money, as they knew he was, had
scen the banknote on the floor, and taken
e

Tt seemed incredible! ~DBut there was
the- possibility, at least, and certainly the
banknote bhad vanished.

“It's all rot!” said Levison at Jast.
“Might as well snspect Toby of picking
it up and keeping it!”

“Just as l;krl\ or more likely,” said
Tom Merry. \mgm as well~ suspect
one of fellows here preﬂpnt of having
found it, if you come to t
Trimble, for asamp!o“‘ grinned
Lowther,

Baggy jumped.

NATURE'S REMEDY FOR OBESITY

WHY BE TOO0 STOUT WHEN YOU MAY BE
PEBMANEHTLY SLIM ?

1i

vor troubles due to overfatness will

When you meet an old [riend, whom
you have looked upon for years as being
opelessly stouf, all at onee "z‘f.!\].l&. slender
again, and looking exceedingly healthy
and bright into the bargain, you must be
naturally curious to know what has wrought
ths marvellous ehange. Asl vour friend,
and he {or she) will most coriainly tell you
that the surprisingly altered condition of
body is the result of the Antipon treatment.
[hers is no other _remedy or method that
can possibly bring ebout snch a wenderiul
transformation. Bheer gratitude  makes
thonsands of advocates for Antipon, and
way it has trinmphed all along the line.
A_nmmv-: o3 ot the moststubbern tendeney
No change of diet is necezsary,
first dose commences the fat
3 first step in the  direction.

disappear, and your general health and
vitality will improve a hundredfol

Your skin will sgain become cteur, and
you will regain that freshness and purity of
tomplexion that denotes perfect health.

Ones the weight is reduced to the normal
and the shape to symmetrical rtions,
there is an end to the course. fear of
over-fatness—and what & worry it isl—is
banished for ever. )

Antipon iz an agreeabls liquid—is purely
vegetable in composition, is quite ha.rmlrs.q,
and has always proved itself to be a grand
tonie. It Thms enjoyed the testimony
of Doctors, l‘yhsn(-mna, Nurses, and
thoussnds of private individuals ell over
the worl

Aullpon is sold in bottles, price 3s. and

53, and is recommended

of beauty
‘i

Within
of the
first dose thera is a reduc-
tion varying accerding to
individual m)*.dlnons of be-
tween 8 ors. and 3 Ibs.

All fat deposits ch
your system and forming
around your heart, causing
palpitation and ﬁamlenq.

by Boots’ Cash Chemista
(580 Lranches), Taylor's
Drug  Stores, Timothy
V\lnts & Co, and ell
high - ¢leas  chemists and
stores all over the world,
or, in the event of diffi.
culty, may be had on
romitting amount (abrond
postage extra), privately
packed, direct from tha
Antipon Company (Dept.

will yameh FROM ALL CHEMISTS, 3/- & 5/~ per Bottle. dl) 27, Biore  Bireat,

JI" stomach, kidoey and

London, W.C. L

—p
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Lowther, you
Trimble gasped.
don’t you be im such a dashed
hurry to suspect other peeple!” said
Monty Lowther. “You're mare likely
to bag it than Mossoo any day!

“Oﬁ (:rumbﬁ’ 1 haven’t—I dido’t—1

wasn't—" stuttered Trimble.

“Look hére, the banknote’s got to be
found!” said Tom Merry resolutely.
“Ti must be still in Mossoo's study, and
it's got to be found there. We'd Deiter
go and explain to Mossoo that we can’t
find xi and ask him to let us search the
room .”

The juniors hesitated a little.  Tf was
not an agreeable task to face the irritated
French master with a proposition to
turn his study inside ont, But for
Maossoo’s own sake it ought to be: done.
It was quite certain that in a short time
Trimble’s yarn would be all over the
school, and that every fellow who dis-
Jiked Mossoo would bo inclined to eredit
1t.

The juniors exchanged glances, and

_after a_pause the Terrible Three and
Study No. 6 started. They reached
the French master’s door, the rest of the
follows waiting at the end of the passage.

Tmn Merry tapped and opened the

rotter, you—

Mnmieur Mozny was standing at "the

o, iy

An addressed ‘envelope lay on the
;:\hle, and Monsieur Morny was folding a

ette

Upon that letter the eyes of all“the
jumiors fixed as if it hypnotised them;
for Mossoo was folding a banknote in
the letter, and even from the doorway
tha juniors could seo the figurs “5°
on it,

Mossoo round with an irritable
r“ lamition, a-hppu:
the folded letter as gu turned.

“ Vat is-it now?” he exclaimed. “Vat
do you want? You vill keep on o come
.mJ vorry me, isn't it?”

# [ Twe—we——"" Tom Meorry stam-

rod.

Thc sight of ‘the banknote in Mossoo’s
hands had almost deprived him of the
power of speech,

“He's got it!” ecameo in a thrilling
whisper from behind them.

gey Trimble was blinking
into  the slud with disten:
Fortunately, ossoo did not
whizper in tllo passage.

“We—we came—-"
hclploss]y

“Mon Dient | Take feefty lines of ze
Henriade, each of you, and leaf me in ze
peace, isn’t it 1 exclaimed Mossao,

The juniors crowded away from the
deor. It did not seem much use to
search the study now.

Mossoo angrily closed the door after

them,
‘B
Tom Mérry & Co, gathered in
the Common-room. The other
fellows had joined them there. A dozen
©r more juniors were inferested in .the
gearch for thie banknote, and there was
keen curiosity on the subject,

st them
ed eves.
hear that

CHAPTER 9.
Good Old Gussy !
AT Jove!”
“QOh, it's rotten "

Tom Merry & Co. we nply floored.
Their first thought, aps, woukd
h to keep the miserabl 5
e They were more
to me than to ju: But that was
impos: aggy Lrimble had seen it

And there seemed ne possible room for
donbt,

Mossoo"s “hard-upness” was no secret.
Baggy ']nmhlc s absurd sch
leetion had drawn enough a
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that. th now he was suddenly in

085 a five-pound note, imme-
diately u[tl r the one had been lost in his
study !

Thc banknote Dad uwndoubiedly been
lost in his study—it could not be “found;
but Mossoo, who was known to bo hard-
up, had been spotted in the act of send-
ing a five-pound note away by post!

Even Arthwr Augusbus ¢ould not hold
out against evidence like that. His face
was pale and miserable.  He respected
Mossoo, and Le sympathised with him,
and ths was o terrible shock to him,
Massoo’s need of money was probably
more bitter and urgent than the juniors
had supposed.  But theft! It was too
wl\cmng to think of !

“0Oh, 1t’s howwid1”
Augustus,

e did not scein o fecl the lose of the
fiver itsclf.

groaned Arthue

red Blnkn. ngng at

£y iy

Bagi

“lt 5 rofu-n" said Tom Morry.
—but—"

He broke off. TTs was seeking for
something to v=zn, in defence of the French
master; But he muld ind nothing.

“What about the fiver?" szid Herries,
hesitating.

"\\-Lil it’s gone,” said Dighy. “ But

Gussy’s not going Lo lose it for good.”

< \\5} hat do vou say, Gussy?” aske
Tom Merry h ingl &

Arthur Au d his eyes to his
chums,

firmness  had

fac
\10:530 did not take n»_y Livsh, deah!

m\!g I
5 Swespeet Mond Moty
too much to think him capable f bonin®

a chap’s cash.- 1 feah that civénmstances
have made mattahs look black against
bim, but 1 wefuse to believe for one
moment that ho had it!”

“But we saw it in his fist!” howled
Baggy Trimble,

“Gussy 1”7 murmured Blale,

“Wa saw a five-pound nete in Mossog’s|

kand,” said Arthur Augnstus calmly.
‘”ﬂw fact that it was in Mossco’s hand
is evidence that it was his own!”

h!"

“I admit that T was knocked ovah at
first,” said Arthur Augustis, . colouring,
“But 1 am ashamed of havin’ allowed
the suspish to ental my mind for one
moment, Mossoo is incapable of such a
wascally action!”

The juniors looked at Arthur Augustus
and at one another.

“Do yom mean to say that the fiver
in Mossoo's fist wasn’t your fiver?” asked
Levison,

“ Yaas,”

“Put we know Mossoo’s hard up.
Where could he have got a fiver?” said
Levison.  “Only the other day Trimble
heard him—""

"T\\lmbie is an exaggewatin’ beast,

T would not hshg, the Kaissh
Twimble's evidence !
Laok here, D Arcy, you know:

“ Well, that's right ‘enongh,” said Jn(’k
Blake slowly, But—but your_ fiver
was lost in Mossoo’s study, Gussy. Where

18

“A fiver disappears in Mossoo's study,
and Mossoo sunddenly conres into pos-
sossion of a fiver, after being hard up!”

said Lovison, “1 must say it looks
pretty clear I L
“T.ooks like it to me,” agreed Clive.
“1 am convinced that Mossoo is the|

Lvietim of wotten circumstances, because
T am quite suah he is incapablo of such a
wotten action ! said 1V Arey firmly, “1

shall therefore let the mattah dwop!”
There was a sardonic  laugh from

Cardew, who had becn listening without, tered.

-

NG
e

offer: He broke
in now . i
“If that fiver wasn't your fiver,
D’Arrv, there is no harm in going to
ossag's study to scarch for your fiyer.
It’s still there, of course !

an epinion himsef.

“I am not askin’ you for advice,
Cardew I
“Well, Cardew's right thera,” re-

marked Lowther. “If what \ruu thmh
is oorrect, Gussy, your fiver is lying
ut Mossoo's stud\' =onmv.ht‘r(’ and.

there’s no harm in going to look for it!”

Arthue  Augustus’ colour deepened,
All eyes were upon him

“] pwefer to let fhc maitah dwopl!”
he said at last.

::And lose llw fiver?” asked Cardew,
“\\iaux vou believe it's simply lying
-dmur Mossoo’s study, not yet picked

up ¥
No reply.

t's pretiy elear what D'Arey really

thinks, " said Cardew coolly, *He thinks:

'Mnrnv has his fiver "

“Are you castin’ doubt on my-word,
Cardow?” * asked _Arthur Augustus
tly, but with a glitter in his eyes,
dew shrugged his shoulder
Not gt all! You are-trying to make
Lourso}f believe that Mossad is innocent

ccause you don't like to suspect anys

body of a mean action. That's what I
mean,  Theso fellows know it,
You don’'t want anything more sai
abaut your Jost fiver, in case it should be
proved that Mossoo stole it 1"

*1 weluse to discuss the mattah with
f vou, Cardew! The thing dwops heah.
.1 am suah, deah bo s,atba(t you agwes
{ that the hiss said an \m.‘
pswtnfa ffaik the e Aftal all,
Lws thy fivah, au.ui I have a wight to )as»

it if T like. apologise to the gentle-
men I asked tn thu L.tuday spwead, whicl
will not now come of off I

said Tom Merry. 1
nght Gussy. 1 hope
st said, sooncst

mended, at ail c\ ent
“Hear, hear]”
Cardew broke in
“I don't agree "

ligum Merry gave him a contemptuon

| leok.

"Avd who are vou, anyway

s".f ““Mind. your own  busi
don’t shove your nose in where s
not concerned !

“Or you may get it pulled,”
Manners.

“I don’t agrec!” repeated Cardew
coolly.  *“Monsieur Morny is a thief.
and a thief ought to be shown up. 1
think we ought to go to the House-
Master about it.”

“It's for D’ A:cy to do that,
body does,” eeid Dick Julian,
18y Arcy has decwicd what to do.”

“1 should not do Lhab, even on the
advice of my fwiends,” said Arthur
Augustus, “and 1 shall certainly not, do
it on the advice of a fellow I deﬂp

“Well, what I think s—

“Cave!” murmured Brocke of {he
Fourth.

A neat figure in a frork-coat appeared

said

if any-

*and

in the doorway of the Common-room, Tt
was Monsieur Morny.
A dead silence fell on the juniors.
Monsieur Morny evidently did not

know that he had been the sibject of
discussion. He gave the juniors a kind
!smile. He-had a letter, sealed with big
| blobs of red scaling-wax, in his hand
““Mes garcons, I come here viz you to
ask vun CJittle favour,” eaid Monsieur
Morny, “I vish verrree mooch ta catch
zo post-office viz zis lettair, and ze time
he coms close to ond. Zis lettajr 1 vant
to be recommande—vai you call regis-
Vill some gobd boy go to 2e.
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village upon ze velocipede—T mean
hmy( v—for to cateh ze p pour moi f

The juniors stood rooted to the floor.
There was little doubt in any mind but

Arthur Augustus’ that the letter in the
Pmuthr*_nns haud contained the atolen
fiver.  And o000, ignorant of the
hideous thmmn was asking 1nrm to
take it to the post—and send it 3
beyond the hope of recos
strangae situation, and the juniors looked
red and discomforied, Tt was then that
Avl‘-ur Auguatu! 1’ Are
oceasion, with the generosity
part of his characte

Ho stepped towards the French
master, while the other fellows stood
dumb.

“1 shall be vewy pleased to go, sir!”

aid Mon-
hat enrious

mon garcon,”
with a somew

\[m ny,
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Blake

him w

and Herries and Dig. looked at

h curious inguicy

H Posted 29 asked 13
"y deah Boy. I have just taken
the weeeipt to Monsienr Morny.”
“Oh” said Blake
And nothing more was said
CHAPTER 10.
Cardew on ihe War P'\ih'

Cardew
some consolation for
Lis persccution of the I
brought npon him.

Levison  and
working

Clive

Siduey were |

at their prep., and they dic
{

lew sat
But

nat hpk :\n as he came 1
down to work without a

t The fags surrounded Cardew.
i (ﬁce C?‘mprcr 3.)

Tt was little more than an honr
caned D'Arcy and tu
his study. - “ You_are

lock.

since he

gain T zank youl"
y walked away, 1<=mmg
tho sealed 'ctter in Gussy's hand. 'lho
swell of St. Jim's did not look “at his
comrades, He walked down the passage
into the quadrangle. From the uoorwny
of the School House Tom Merty & Co.,
in silence, w atched him wheel his ln«;.rlz\
down 1o the gates.

“Well, my hat!” said Tom Merry, at
last.

\Innum r M

't our Gussy take the merry
id Blake, in affectionpte :u%—
Who'd have played up like

mxrnmn

that efbepting Gussy? Good man !
Arthur  Augus jumped on hia

machine, and pedalled awsy to Ryl

combet When he came bmi tea was

ready in Study No. 6, a very frugal tea.

1 prep. was over he
1 to go (lo\\m w
Cardew—relations we
in No. 9 study.
“Hold en a minute,

|!t straine: i

id Cardew.
turned bac)

to Mossco
asked you not

3 Ynu haven’
yet,” ho said.
to speak to me again i

“I'm pot likely to
thief,” said Cardew \\11'1 . snecr.
know he's a thief, Clive.”

“I hope he lant 7 said Bid
shortly.

“You hope he isn't, but_you know he

a
“You

ie,” smiled Cardew. *Wihat do you
think, Levison?”
It isn’t my business.”
business, however,” said

said Clive. ATow do you

rn'llu | at out "

“The man's a thief, A thiel onght to}
be shown up, and kicked unf of the |
place. Consortin’ with th i ;

for nice young fellows like
*Oh, don't be a feol!”

‘| Chap can get

{ns what you're driving at!” s
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“Think of our morals!” said Cardew
stically.  *“Why, when I came to
this school, I was fairly floored by tho
high moral tone I found here. It took
me some time to get my breath back--
honour bright I I thought 1 had dropped
into a Sunday thcml by mistake. I told*
you =o, Lewson.
“You talked silly rot,"” said Tevison.
‘Il‘= a habit of yours, it seems.”
ober as a judge gaid Cardew.
“The high moral atmosphere got on m
nerves a bit, I admit it. I pulled round.
used to anytinn’. Tve gob
used to it. And now, you want me to
let that high moral atmosphere. be con-

taminated by a thief—iwithout sayin’
anythin'. You're ackin’ too much!”
‘Look here, off the gas, and h 1

abruptly.  *You've got your k 1mo
Mossoo heeause hn licked yon being
cheeky, and you're thinking of using
\hw rotten affair against him. Is that
it?

Cardew ocoloured a little. The direct
specch of the Colonial junior bad a some-
what discomposing effect upon him.

“I$ s ID'Arcy’s affair, and he’s let it
drop,” said Clive. * Nobody else has a
right to say 'mmnng If you meddle

in it, . voull have the fellows
down on you more than they are at
present, and that's enough, I .shounld
think !*

“ Mind your own bizney, Cardew, and
let it alone,” said Levison.

repeated. “'[
don’t like pickpockets m3y e mlguu
have one of my bank ‘.s next, by
“:«I 1?

*Oh, don't drag your dn hed money
into. it1” growled Clive. Im fed up
with your banknotes, for one!l

Cardew's eyes gleamed.

“Shush!”  said _Levisen. No
scrapping in No. 9! Look here, Cardew,
cut it short. What's your gam

“I'm goin’ to show up that thicf1”

smd Cardew coolly.
s absalutely no proof that he's
" axclaimed Clivoangrily, “The
more I thin it, the more Pm
inclined to agree with ]) Arcy.”

“ Somethin’ wrong with ynur‘thnﬂr’r
then, 1 should say. If he's innocent,
suppose he can prm it~ "The matter’s
not gaing to dra going to meke
it lhn talk of ‘:t Jim's from end to
end !

“You'd better not! ”

“That's my intention! He laid his
hands on me," said Cardew, his eyes
glittering, “1 said at the time T'd make
him repent it. Now I find he's a thief,
and every decent fr\llnu ought to be up
ainst him. I'm goin’ to show him up
get. him kicked out of the school
The IHead wouldn’t keep a lhmf h!-rr'.
if he knew, Mossoo’s goin’, an’ I'm
goin' to see that he foes, That's the
programme ! Are you backing me up 27’

“Yowll jret no backing in this study
said Clive scornfully.  * What you'll get
ou keep om, i Houso rmggmg' A
I'll risk that! What about you,
|L-fl1l e
I'm down on you, all along the line,’
said Levison at once. “Let 'Mm-lm[)
alone. There’s no proof againet him,
If D'Arcy doesn't choose to act, it's
nobody else’s bizney. I'm against you,
and so will everybody else be, except
p(rh.\ps Trimble and Racke and  that
lot.™

Le

'I']\nr\ FTm goin' it alone!” =aid
mdnn shrugging his shoulders,

“ Botter think first 1"
“Rats ™

Levison and Clive Teft the study.
Ralph Cardew did not show up in the
THe Gem LieRany.—No. 481,
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smmon-Toem that evening  He had no | D' Afey had firm faith in his honour—yet “Mon Dicu!” murmured the French
Rriands there now, an um looks and § he had refused to take any further action | master,
ailence did not please him., But the fact{in the maiter of the lost banknote—a \.mual fellows had spotted %
that the whole House was down upon | tacit confession that he was not at ease in | from a distar They looked on, almos:-
him was an added incentive, if he needed { his mind.  But Arthur- Augustus was | breathless. w ond ering what the French

one, to keop on as he had etarted. He | quite remarkeble that day for the ex- | master would ¢
Believed Monsieur Morny guil and he | treme respect with which he treated the “}h gad, th in enough
wounld show the up; if the | Frenchman, Tuir muttered Crooke of i!m Shell.
allowes did 1ot M,‘ it, they could lump v Cardew was obdurate. To Car-]* I[r hcuml to take some notics of thar,
¢ of courage; and | dew’s mind the man was a thief; Racke.”
hima to find himself | whether his people were neee itous or Racke grinned and nodded.

o Tesson  on the
wing da ; curious glances
were bmlrme\d on ‘ﬂwn sieur Morny l)\
his_pupils. The ¥ master scemed
to be in very good . as if a worry

Cardew’s lofty

not, he had no right to send the
ey. He vefused to admit the least

doubt of the peor gon!lmmm s guilt.

fact that Mossoo had laid

person wa

the bottom of his fixed

Monsienr Morn,

stolen ¥ still stood motionless

before the placard, He seemed unable
The | 1o believe his e ves, or ta credit the mean-
hands npon it that f« r_\cd itse 1

upon his miz
he repested d

probably al
belief. It

was off his mind, was very ki not . but it was very e Ralph ng steam upl”

and patient, even with Trimble, wha Reckness Cardew.

obtuseness was extremely oxasperating,| After lessons Cardew came out by him- ‘ardew looked on from a

and whose laziness was 1nore exas- | s His study-mates had said nothing | with his hands his pockets,

peratis ifl, of his declared intentiops, but they | Fellows were gatheri to the sce
Th tiors could not help observing | avoided him. There v to he no doubt he fact that 31 ood rocted to Uu‘

e in Mossoo's mooc

Neither could they help drawing con-
clusions from it. Doubtless the imme- 3
diate trouble on poor Mossoo’s mind was [ by himself.
now that he had despatched a After a
und_note to the rc!«mcs who

Cardew did not

time

as to their opinion of h

¢ Monsienr Morny
cut to take his accustomed promenade

line of conduct. | ground, staring half

0 to note it. a dozen fellows were st aring at him,

untered out info the quadrangle | could not fail to draw attention.  The
Terrible Three, on their way fo the

cricket-ground, paused, and.came up,
and Study No. 6 joined them

came

sceour.  Some of the | under the old elms. “What's ont”  asked Tc-m Merry,
fellov that Mosgoo's relatives,| C was lounging nnder the elms, | adidressing Crooke.
ruined by the invasion of the Prussian |and he strolled awsy as the French Crooke jerked his thumb towards
savages, had escaped to Paris, and after- | master Mossoo, 5
< to London. Mon The captain of the 8hell went a little
gine the ruined family, Then his eyes me fixed upon a | nearer the ch master, and face
zl to make rdbosrd placard { affixed to the | crimsoned as he read the words en the

‘)uﬂl and frugal, stru

oth ends m nk of one t-f the elms tree,
the expenscs ife red blankly .n i “My  hat!”"  murmured = Lowther,
terribly during the war. Upe placard was daubed with a "Wba could have done that
st e been a }w.n_y strain upon | brash ¢ letters: “Loat in a study—a £5 note—who has
Mossoo’s salary, liberal as that was. SLOST IN A STCD found it?” said_Blake, reading out the
If ever there was excuse to be made A YIE ! - plac rﬂd t;‘»VVcﬁ that's straighi talk!
for a thief, it could be made for Mon- v TR 0 i
-ur Morny, Not thi':tfth? juniors were | . QUI'E A mO‘ Vg. “Cardew, T suppose,”
disposed to excuse a theft, by any means.
“Ip tever the cause, fnlr\\rr + CHAPTER |ﬂ‘ yawned Cardew, who was
raotive, a theft was a theft, the m Accused ! standing near.
and basest. of petty crimes. ONSIEUR MORNY pazed at| Arthur Augustus turned his eyegla
Mossoo's case, the doubt as to b M the placard on the tree, and | upon Cardew, eve glittering with
added 1o foree of extenu rubbed his ey and gazed { wrath behind it. s
cumstances, I)'Arcy never wavered 1 b again. “Did vou write that, Cardew "
firm belief in “the French master’s There was no doubi as fo whom ihe .
innocence. insalting reference indicated.  The fact it there for Mo
The_fellows found themselves regard-| that the last sentence was written in | sec
i only  with compassion. | French pointed the allusion
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_to read him, n’est-ce-pas?

Every Wednesdaya

“Then you are an uttah, wevoltin'

cad, Cardew !

“Thanks "

“ Blake, deah boy, will you hold my
jacket?” I)Arcy’s voice trembled with

rage. am goin’ to give thut dis-
gustin’ cad a fealiful thwashin’.

“Shush !” murmured Blake.

Monsieur Morny looked round at last.
His face was white. He beckoned to the
juniors to come closer, and they reluct-
antly advanced. Monsieur  Morny
pointed a trembling finger at the notice
on ihe tree.

“Yous voyez!
exclaimed.

“Yes, sir,” said Tom Merry.

“Vat does zat mean?”

Silence !

“ Hier—znt is yesterday,” continued
Mongieur Morny. “Blake come to me
and say zat a banknote he is lost in my
study, and I send him to ask Toby. Is
zat ze banknote have been find,

You see zat!” he

“No, sir,” said Blake reluctantly.
“ Zon ho ie still to lose himself 777
“Yes, sir.”?
“Has zat mattaiv been reported to ze
Housemaste
‘N-n-no,
“Pom—-r;um -vy not?”
qx]cnrv again.
*“Zat banknote he is lose,” went on
Mansieur Morny, “Bon! He is lose in
my study! Zere is a sentence in my

language—qui 'a trouver  Zat is as
moach as to say zat I, Adolphe Morny,
find him !

The juniors' faces were rrmuson Car-

|l<“ wes smiling,

“Ttis as umn(h »* resumed Mossoo, his
“voice rising—*' as mouch as to nccuse me
~~mon Dieu!—af 1o steal zat banknote
vich lose himself.”

“Pway accept our assuwance, sir, that
we think nothin’ of the sort,” said
Arthur Augustus, *We are well awaah,
sir. that you are incapable of such a fear-
fully wotten action.”

<1 zank you, D'Arcy.
he zink so.”

“Ahem! Some wotten cad——"
“Zat notice he is put up zere for me
Zat is to
accuse me of to be un voleur—a tief
Moi, un volene! Clest incroyable! Is
it s0 zat mes garcons z of me zat zem-
sclves?  Somevun who zink zat vicked
zing he put up, zat card for me to sce viz
me eyes, isn't it?”

“Only a wevoltdn’ cad would have
done such a thing, sir,” said Arthur
ugustus,  “We uttahly despise him,

“Je te remercie, mon enfant. Mais—
but—but zis cannot end here! I
so—moi ! Accuse of to steal
banknot I take zis paper, and I go to
ze Housemaster. Non, I go to ze Head |
Poctaire Jiohm»s sall say vezzer I sall be
insult like zis!

With a ire‘mblmg bhand the French
master removed the placard from the
tree, and walked away towards the
8chocl House.

Tom Merry drew a deep breath,

“He must be immocent!” he

But somevun

said.

+ *“He couldn’t have the nerve to talk like
that if he had the banknote.”

“Da=hﬂd play-actin’ 1”7 sneered Car-
dew. *He was bound to take nctice of
it, an’ go to tha Head about it. If he
hndn t, 1t was as good as admittin’ it "

Phe juuviors conld not help secing the
force of that vemark. But Monsieur
Morny's words, uttered more in sorrow
than in anger, bad made a deep impres

. sicn upon them.

“Well, the fai's in the fire now,” said
Monty - i,omher. “You'll have to face
the music, Cardew.”

Cardew chn&g;.,;-d his shoulders

“Tm net afraid of that! Tm willin’

THE GEM LIBRARY.

to point ont {o the Head that we don't
want a thief hm e I expect you fellows
to stand by me.’

“Us stand by voun?"” exclaimed Tom
Merry.  * You confounded checky ead,
do you think you're going to get-any
help from us?"

“¥ou uttah wottah—-"

“Why not You're bonnd to fei! the
truth, Tellin' lics wouldn't be
he high moral atmo-
You know
Moszoo t.u!n the fiver, and you're bound
to say so.’

#3%We know nothing of the sort,” said
Tom Merry anietly. 1 helieve Gussy

was right all along, and that there was a
mistake. T can’t helieve that Mossoo
was aciing just now. And ace using a
man ¢ it without any proof is rather
too thic or me! Yon can have the
eredit of that for wrself, Cardew.”

*“Yaas, wathah.

“ Here comes R re,” said Blake.

The captain of St. Jim's came out of
l}u: School House.
“Merry " ho l.lpp\d out.

“Yes, Kildave.

“ All the Fourth and the Shell who be-
long to the ol House are to get into
the O OWIION-TOOM. Tell them so.™

“Right-ho !*
ratand that the Head’s meg
to speak to you,” said Kildare, “Wh
bave you been up to, Fou }om-g

rascals ¥
= ally, Wildare—"7
buck up.’" said the Sk Jim's

We

“Well,
captain,

The word was passed round to the
School Ilouse juniors.  Evidently

onsicur Morny had been to the Head,
and Dr. llolmes had taken the matter
in hand. Tom Merry & Co. and the rest
of the Bchoaol Haonse juniors gathered in
the Common-room,

“Blessed i T sce this!” growled
Herries. T don’t see why Mossoo should
jump to it that a School llouse chap
stuck that placard on the tree. More
likely to have been a New House chap
really, considering.”

“1It's because the banknote was lost in
the School House,” said Tom Merry. “Tt
belonged to a School Honse chap. It’s an
affaiv of our Housc. I faney Mossoo
suspects who put the card on-the tree,
teo. He would bo a silly ass if he didn’t
guess that it was Cardew.”

“ Yaas, wathah!”

The ]umors waited uncomfortably for
the Head

Dr Holmes came into the room, and

Monsieur Morny followed him in, The
French master was looking pale and
Farassell,. Tha Hetd whasters sid angry

—sterner than the fellows had ever seen
him look before,

Some of the juniors glanced at Cardew.
But the delinquent did not seem uneasy.
He stood with a slight smile hovering
aver his lips as the Head swept thn silent
juniors with his glance.

CHAPTER 12.
Cardew Faces the Music !
D]z HOLMES held up the placard
for all to sce. There was a grim
silence in the Common-reom.
“My boye,” said the Head,
“ Monsienr Morny has been insulted by
the unknown person. who has written this
placard. He thinks it implies a_reflection
upon his honour, and has placed the
matter in. my hands. ean searcely
believe that any boy would be base
enough to make such an insinpation
against a gentleman whom we all respect
so highly It appears that a School
House bny lost a banknote in this House
yesterday ? The boy will stand forward.
Arthur Augustus stood out.
“It was you, D’Arcy 17 -

One Penny, ]3‘

“Vans, sir.

“ Where de you loso the banknote?”

“In Monsieur Morny's study, sir.”

“Kindly explain how you came to do
such an (-xtrnnrdmury thing asto lose a
hanknem in a master's study !”
was sCwappin’ =

“You were—what 17

“Ahem ! anhnn \\ll'h a chap——

“In a master’s study !’ thnn ered the,
Head, aghast.

* ¥ans, =ir. T.cannot ump]m: how T°
came to be fightin® in Monsienr Morny's
study, as that ivou!d be sncakin’, sir, but
I ass\lah you

“Never mind that, IrArcy. The
matter in question is the loss of the bank-
note. You think you dropped it b the
study 27

L ¢ must have slipped out of my
there, sir. I missed it
afterwards.”

“You have roportcd the lo=5 to your
HouHemaater P

N-11- no, sir.

“You know tl:af. you should do so,
D Arcy ]

“Va-as, sir.”

“Then why have vou not done sa?”

Arthur Augustus did not veply. It was
a difficult guestion to answer,

“*Is it possible, D"Arcy, thaet you have
said nothing about your loss, because you
entertained a foolish  and unworthy
suspicion of Monsieur Morny #7

*Certainly not, 1 assuahed all
these fellows l]mb Monsieur Morny was-

cket
inmmediately

uttahly incapable of anythin’ nf the
sort.”
“T-am glad of that, D'Arcy. Vet the

fact that you did not report the loss scems
io indicate something of the kind.”
. \lthnr “Augustus was crimson aml

‘%ome boy-—at leasi one—appears fo
entertain such a suspicion, and has pra
cally acensed Monsier Morny. 1 or
that boy to stand forward, if he is hrw
present.”

‘FThe Mead paused a moment, but no
one came forward.

**Unless that accuser is a coward as
well as a slanderer, he will come forward
and substantiate his charge!” said the
Head, with bitier contempt.

Cardew walked out before the juniors.
Whatever he was, he was not a coward.

Dr. Holmes’ glance fixed on him.

“It was you, Cafdew?”

“Yes, sir,”

“You have dared

“I thought the matter cught to he
made publie, sir, I fully expected you
to be called into it. T thiuk a thief ought
not to stay at 8t. Jim's!

“Cardew! You venture to accuse-
Monsieur '\Iorny 1

“Yes, eir!”

A buzz of deep-drawn breath came
from the juniors. Cardew’s coolness
amazed them. Monsieur Morny was
searlet now, The Head seomed at g loss.

“You are doubtless aware, Cardew,
that you will be expelted from the schaol
for making such n charge against a
master !” he said, at last.

“Not if it's nrorcd, sir,” said Cardew.

“Dare you suggest that- it may be
plaur-d 1"

 Certainly, sir!”

There was unvullmg admiration in the
locks turned on Catdew. Few fellows
wonld have been so icily cool in such a
situation. .

“1It is my duty to hear your supposed
proofs,” eaid the Head. *“ Monsicur
Morny's honour is beyond question; but
vul:]rh..ly say what you have to say. Pro-.
cee

“I’Arcy’s banknote \ms lost in Mon-
sicur Morny’s  study,”  said- Cardew
calmly. “Toby was called there shortly
‘afterwards to tidy up, and he saw ne-
Tre Gex Lipnaey.—No. 484,
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nothing of it. It must have been pukerii

up.

“Is that all?”

“0Oh, no, sir.
Mossoo’s study
search for it. They found Mossoo in
act of fastening it up in a letter, which ht‘
ffh'-r‘v,vmds gave to a fellow to post for
i,

Some fellows went to
to ask permission m

“Cardew |

“Those are the facts, sir.”

“Mon  Dien!” gasped Monsieur
Morny.

The Head seemed almost dazed for o
moment. In all the course of hla

scholastie career he had never come upon
a fellow quite like Ralph Reckness
Cardew.

A junior who had the nerve to stand
forward amd accuse o master of theft,
with perfect coolness and tranquillity, was
something entirely new in his experience.

s Have you now finished, Cardew 1"

“YVeos, sir.

“ Monsieur Morny was seen placing a

Fanknule in a letter, it seems. Who saw
vitn

“ Merry, and balf a dozen other
fellows.

“\Ierr_v"’

“Yes, sir, we saw that,” said Tom
rr-lzu-ldmiy.

“And_you fancied that the banknote

in Monsieur Morny's hands was the bank-
note [YArcy had lost in his study,
Merry 7

“We—we—we didn’t know what to
think, sir,” stammered Tom. *“D’Arcy
maintained thnt it was nothing of the

mors  common-sense  than i school-
fellows,” said the Head drily. “ Cardew,
what reason had you to- suppose that the
banknote in Monsieur Moruy's hands was
not his own property "

“We knew he was hard up, sic,”
Cmr}( w (cul

e

»Arex mopcau to be gifted with

eaid

lt vns no secret, sir. Every fellow
in tisc House—and in the New House,
too, I dare say—knew that Messoo was
h:\l'-] pushed for money.”
© “Mon Dieu!™

“I am sorry to see that a master’s pri-
vate affairs are discussed in this ill-
natured way among his pupils,” said the
Head. “ am sorry, and I am both sur-
prised and shocked.”

The juniors losked red and discomfited.
Their feclings towards Ralph Cardew
were quite Hunnish at that mement. He
had brought this wretched scene npon
them, They could not tell the Head that
it was Trimble wha had started the falk
about the French master’s affairs,

ut even supposing your surmise was
correct, Cardew, you bad no right to
snppose that Monsieur Morny was any-
thing but a gentleman of the highest
bor‘:réur and integrity, as I well know him

2

“Zank yon, eirl™
Mossoo,

“It is ontrageous,” pursied the Head
angrily, “that Monsieur Morny’s purely
private concerns should be discussed
among you, and that this base charge
should cnmpol me to speak of them my-
sell!  For Monsieur Morny’s sake, how-
ever, I am compelled now to mention
that yesterday afterngon 1 personally
handed him a five- pnum] note, as an
ad: aal}:!c on his salary "

murmured  poor

It was a general gasp in the Common’
room,

Even Cardew flinched a little,

“Mes garcons!” said Mossoo, more in
gorrow than in anger  “Could yon, zen,
suspect me of such a zing? My poor
famille zey have Jlost everyzing by ze

oches—zase dasturd Chermans! Dactair

Tae Cex Lispany,—No, 434,

Holmes was =00 verrce good zat he give
me zat five pounds in advance upon my
salaire for ze next term. I tell zal good
doctaire zere i difficulty, and he insist
upon helping me in zat way, But zat
you should suspect me—-"
voice brol
‘You need make no e\phnuuona to
the boys, Monsicur Merny,” said the
Head. = *“Such of them as entertained
this ridiculous suspicion will, 1 am suve,

be L‘]_;?rongl ly ashamed cf themselve:
Y

“Have

to szay,

face was troubled now. The
wind had been completely taken out of
his sails.

Not for an instant had it cceurred to
him  that ~ tho - Trench master had
acquainted the Head with his trouble, or
that Dr. Holmes might have advanced
him 2 part of his salary for the ensuing
term.

None of the juniors had thought of
such a eciren nee.

Yot it was simple enough,

And with the discovery that the five-
pound note which had been sent off by
registered post had been handed to
Mossoo by Dr. Holmes, the whole miser-
able suspicion fell to tho ground.

That bad clinched the matter. Apart
from that, there was no evidence what-
ever that IYArcy’s banknote had been
found at all.

you anything else

Cardew’s Was  gonoe now,
But, to do him j . it was less the
prospect  of scvere  punishment  that
uugi.n? upon him as the knowledge tha \t
o had falsely accused an  honourable !

mun.
There was a long and pginful silence in
»the Commonreom.  The,Head waited
for Cardew’s reply ; but the reply did not
come.
CHAPTER 13.
Cleared Up at Last!
ARCY!”

“ 2
D “Yaas, sir.

“Yaur nanutn it_appears,

has not been found.  If it was,

indeed, lost in Monsieur Morny’s study, it

is there still.  Three of you will kindly

go ond search for W—you, erry, and

Blaki The rest of you will remain

here

& ¢ well, sie,”” said Tom Merry,

i & Head swept out of the Commen-
rooni, and the three juniors followed him,
Mounzieur Morny followed more slowly.

They entered Mossoo's study.

The room was as tidy and neat as a
new pin, and i seemned difficult to sup-
pose that a lost banknote could be lying
about it unheeded.  Dr. Holmes rang
the bell for Toby.

“Toby, you tidied up this room yester-
day for Monsicur Morny?
“ Yessir.”
“You rhd not see a- banknote "

“No, sir.
“In what state did you find the
study

o Thnn_ was a lob of books an’ papers
about the floor, sir, and 2 bottle of gum
upset over em, sir,

‘\ml coll.cclcd up the papers?”

“ Yessir,”

“What did you do with them?

“Put "em back on the table, sir, in a
_‘” said Toby, *Mossoo told me to,

“V‘rv good! You may Ar
» papers, ‘\.’[cm:u.ur Mornv b
!Ilﬂll!!L‘uro

wve you examined them since they
were <>ullerrml and replaced?”

*“No, monsieur. I have not zink about

*N kindly turn over those papers

it.*

e | there was silence.
| Ralph Cardew sternly.

|
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one by one, and examine each cne carp:

fully,” said llm Head.

“ Yes, sir,” said Tom,

The captain of the Shell proceeded
do so.  Evidently the Head =up‘pos('(l
that the dropped banknole might have

been picked up earelessly among the seat-
tered papers. It was possible enough, as
Tom had to admit.

He turned over the papers carefully.
There were several sheets of French
exercises, prepared for the Second and

Third Fory and several more of notes
made by Mossao on the lessons.  Two or
three French newspapers were among
them also.  All the papers were dabbed
more or less by the gum.

A sudden exclamation left Tom

Merry's lips as he turned over a folded
copy of the “Figaro,™

My hat!”

oll, Merry?”?

'l'um held up the folded newspaper,
’idhermg to it, stuck close, was a bal
note

The gum had fastened the two tightly
together. It was not surprising that
Toby, gathering up the loose papers, had
fauled to see it.

! d the Hcad, and Moss00's
wnrr\cd face lighted up. *That is doubt-
lr‘“ vour banknote, I Ar[ =

“Yaah, wathah, sir!” said Arthur
Augustus, “I was faihly wollin’ in the
gum, .md I had to change my clothes
aftahwar, The fivah dwopped in the
1 weally ought to have
¢ it might have been stuck

“The paper must be damped, and the

nlmotn -an be detached,” said the

ea am glad that the note is re-
covered!” .

“Take ze papafr viz von, D'Arey,”
said Monsicur Morny. I wm done viz
bim.” .

“Thank you, sir!’”

“You may return to the Common-
room,” said Dr. Holmes.

Tom Merry and Blake and D'Arey
returned, Arthur 1) Arcy taking with him

the newspaper to which the lost note was
clowly gnmmed.

He held it he
Common-room.

“ Look at that, deah boys!”

“The merry  fiverl”
Lowther,

“Yaas, wathah'!™

“Ob, my bat!” said Cardew.

Arthur Augustus bestowed a lofty smile
upon the juniors,

‘I do not_wish to wub it in," he re-
marked. It would be f.'zh fwvom me to
make such a wemark as * I told vou so!
But weally T must point. out to you
fellshs that I mld all along——""

“ Bow-wow !

“ W e:ﬂl), Lowthah—-"

“I'm jolly glad the note’s foung,” said
Blake. ~ “That idiot Cardew upset the
gum, and that chump Grussy rolled in it,
and mixed it up with Mossoo’s papers and
kis silly carcase——"

“Weally, Blake—""

“And there you are!"” said Blake, “I
don’t think I shnuld care to be in your

up as eutered the

ejaculated

“shoes now, Cardew !

“Wathah not, bai Jove!”

Cardew shruggu:l his_shoulders, Ha
had made a bloomer, there was no mis-
take about that, aud Lhu time had come
to answer for it. slplcron against
the French master h'ul melted away like
snow in the sunshine.

Dr. Holmes entered with Mossco, and
The Head surveyed

“You are aware now, Carder‘, that
d ?

| D \n-v s banknote is founs

Yes, sir,” said Cardew quietly.
“I trust, Cardew, that you will have
the grace to apologise to Monsteur
Morny before you l(-:ue the schooli™
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ardew paled a little.
Leave the school!  He had known that
it must come to that if he did not prove

his charge, and his charge had been scat-
tered to the four winds.

Mounsieur Morny came forward,
brow very tmn|b1ed
e

his

doctair!”  His kind
little.  “Is it zat 1 may
speck, and zat zat garcon sall be
pardon?  Ze injury he have done  vas
injury to me, and I forgive him wiz all
ze heart, T suffair verree mooch if zat
l;:)) he 1s sent avay because of me. 1

‘ Monsieur
voice trembled

Holmoq hesitated.

Hn_ had felt it to be due to the injured
master to, expel his accuser from the
school, as undoubtedly it was; but pro-
bably ‘he was not sorry to find it possible
to take a less drastic step.  He gave the
Frenchman a very kindly glnw-p

“If you make  this request, Monsienr
Morny-

*“Viz all ze heart, si

“You hear, Cardew? At Moasieur
Morny’s request, I shall allow you to
remain in the school.  Your punishment
will be & flogging. You may follow me
to my study !

Cardew drew a deep breath as the
Head rustled out of the room.  He hesi-
tated & moment, and then came up to the
rench master,  Some strain of good in
his curious nature had beeo touched by
Mossoo’s generous kindness.

“‘donsteur Morny,” he said, in an even

“will you pardon me? "ve
|rr-|rnd you like a rotten cad, and—and
m ashamed of it! T hope you will for-

}.{m-m beamed,

cuough, mon garcon,” Te said.
art

*Zat is
“I forgive you viz all-ze

** Thank you, sir!™

And Cardew, with a tranquil face, fol-

lowed the Head to his study to take his
flogeing.

“We all beg your pardon, Monsicur
Morny ! exelaimed Tom Merry, We
e never really believed it; oniy—only
we're all sorry, sir, that we didn’t have as
much faith in you as IV’ Arcy had '™

*Zank you, my boy! Zat is all over
now, and 1 zink of him no more,” said
Monsieur Morny gracefully,

“Thwee cheerhs, deah

IIDIDISBII

boys1"” ex-

For Next Wednasday: ~

“D’ARCY MINOR’S BOLT !*
By Martin Clifford.

For a lang time past frequent requests
for a story dealing mainly with the d
Form have been reaching me. xt
week’s fine yarn meets them. The irre-
pressible Wally IV Arcy plays the chief
part, and falfs upen trouble. He is
sed of theft, and his father, Lord
Eastwood, is asked to come and take him
Wally is innocent, but he will not
face’ his father while under such a
irge, and he bolts.  After that inter-
esting  things happen—but T have no
mtcntmn of giving away ihe whole
story !

A ST. JIM'S GALLERY.

Wil the many readers who have
written to me on this Ruh]gct try to be
as patient as possible? T hope to start
the series some time before long; but it
ia pot easy to start. The artist fm! to

et farward with his work, you see; and
the articles themselves entail a  vast
amount of labeur. It is not simply o
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claimed Arthur Augustus, as the French

master left the Common-room. |
And they were given with a  will,

waking overy echo of the old School

House, and they rang very pleasantly in
the ears or A:iu?phe Morm

Lcw-mn and Clive found Ralph Reck-
ness Cakdew in No. 9 Study a little later.
His face was a little pale.

Hle greeted them with a somewhat wry
smile

“I've been through it,” he remarked.
“Jolly good of Mossoo to put in a word
or me, wasn bt 7P

“1 should say so!” said Levison,
“You didn’t deserv 172
reed 17

looked whimsically
at ‘%x ney Clive.  “Tve handed Mossoo
his apology, Clive. Am I restored to the
honour of your friendship?”

Clive langhed.

“I'm blessed if T know what to make
of you, C ardew 1 he said. “ Sometimes
I think you'ro the, bzggea cad af St.
Jim’s, and then again you play up like a
re: |y decent  chap. Anyway,  we're
friends again, of course!”

“Hear, hear!” said Levison.

And in No. 9 Study, at least, all was
calm and bright.

THE END,
(Don't miss next Wednesday's Great
Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St. Jim's

—“D'ARCY MINOR'S BOLT!”

by MARTIN CLIFFORD.)

Carde

NOTICES.
Correspondence.
L. E. Oliver, 3, David Si.. North
Carlton, V!ulimume, Australia, with

boy readers of any age above 15,

Jas. Prudden, 111, Camberwell Rd.
Uppor Ihwthmn, Melbourne,  Aus-
ralxa, with boy reader at Luton,

Armstrong, 11, Beach Parade,
Dn!mmndm, Geelong  West, Victoria,
with any boy readers in British Isies,
Canada, or 1.

H: Ilvuu an 434, Dunedin, New
Zealand, with boy readers 16-17, Hnlxsh
Isles or elsewhere

Miss Fola RH.F‘E” Norseman, West
Australia, with girl readers 16-19)

matter of sitiing down and writing so
many hundred words about Tem Merry
or Jack Blake. That would be quite
an easy thing to do after one had read’]
only a dozen or two yarns. But there is
much more in it than that. The man
who writes such a series as this must
know the stories from the outset, must
have <ht'hni the charvacters till he feels
almaost though he has lived with
them ; and even then memory will play
him false at times. Now the number of
men of whom all this holds good may
be counted on the fingers of one hand,
and leave u finger or two over! And
the fact that a man iz capable of doing
a thing does not mean that he can
induced to do it. He may be
and yet unablo—thmugh pr
other work. 8o have patience! As soon
as may be, but not for a few weeks yet,
T fear,

TWO GEM READERS.

T had a letter the other day from a
lady reader of this paper. ‘She is a
Russian, though no one would guess it
from her letter; ehe writes better
English than most of us. She tells me

One Penny, 13

THE CRITICS BE HANGED !
By MONTY LOWTHER.
(Editorial Note,.—Somebody seems to
have been saying things which lmvo pur.
our esteamed contributor's
Monty does not really think that h- ?s
lomer or Sh. oy 1 m
add.—T. M.)
When Mr. Homer published his
Most famous work, the Tliad,
There’s nothing much mere sure than
this—
Bach shrieking ass and silly cad
Who scribbled criticisms for
(,unlemlmn:uy Attic rags
% omer’s style.is very poor!”
sneered: “Note how his story

A:nl

drags!

Then Mr. William Shakespeare’s works--
Quite meritorious, too-—* King Lear,”
Forhnnm“co-dad those heathen Turks,

The

critics, it? No dashed

“Bee here, Bill,

praise

this won's

0ld Loar's talk is mostly rant;

(‘ouioi:u s part 18 awful bosh.
Pray, Bxfm be less cxtrmaganhl"

And Virgil really “wasn’t half

The poet that he thought himself ¥ ;
Horatius Flaccus—mostly chaff,
Not worth a place upon.the shelf;
Km?: ‘wouldn’t do”; they doubted

colt;

Scorned Willie Wordsworth (so do T1);
Jumped hard on Milton: classed as rot

Old Browning ; thmq;hl. Carlyle a guy.

And critics really don’t improve
With time, as other ;wnp?u do.
The world is on the upward move;
1 !lnnk the critics should move, too.
But ]n They're like their dads—run
dow

To-day’s great genins, o exalt
The classics—men of proved renown—
Same chaps with whom their dads
found fault {
Lnever brag. T quite admit
Bill Shakespeare’s val ]' cen T
Except when feeling e
Can’t lick our ofd fns-r-:l Bill.  But
why
Should every ass combine to praise
Him and old Homer, Milton, Scott—
Whom asses brayed at in their days—

And bray at US? I call it rot!

S2IIIBSIISIIIICAVIIIIFIVIIIIBIIVIIIIISIICOCCEOED

Editor’s Chat. ==

of a very pleasant little ox'perlem-r shoe
had lately which concerns the GEM so
intimately that I think the story of if
well worth a place on this page.

“T had occasion to ask the way the
uthnr day of an errand boy,” she says,

“and he most politely raised his cap,
and walked with me to the end of the
street to put me in the right direction.
I noticed that he was reading the GeM.
I told him I eu]nyed those stories, too;
and he zaid: ‘Do you, miss? They're
great, aren’t they?’ "

Therc is no reazon at all why an errand
boy should not be a gentleman in every
way that really matters. T think thia
reader of my paper is a genileman, and
I am glad to know that he also so keen

a reader. T should not u wagering
that  Arthur Augustus is one of his
faveurite characters!
.
e .

TuE Ges Liprany - No, 484,
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EXTRACTS FROM

“TomMerry’s Weekly” & ““ The Greyfriars Herald.”
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"A BARGAIN IN BULLSEYES!

By DONALD OGILVY.

have thought of euch a dodge.

Tom Brown is a New Zealand
cha 7
Fisher T.
cute, and never getting left, as he call
He says that a galoot would have to get
up very early in the mt:rnin5 to pull the
wool over his eyes. But Tom Brown
did it, as easy as [alling off & form.

Fishy is a tremendous talker, when he
is given his head. Ho likes talking about
stocks and shares, and rot like that; and
he is never tired of telling us how his
poppa corners thinga, and makes whack-
ing profits by putting u rices after
he has corncred them. Fishy ocalls that
business, though we call it something clse
in the Remove. :

All the chaps remembered how Fishy
tsicd his hand at cornering things him-
self once, by buying up the local supply
of socks, wgcn the fellows had starm}) a
sock fund for the soldiers. Fishy didn’t
make a success of that. But Fishy never
says die. He is always Jooking out for a
chance to make money out of semebody.
One evening he was swanking about the
whacking profits he would have made out
of the war, il only he’d been grown up,
when Tom Brown came into the
Common-ronm.

“Hrowney was looking awfully serions.

“Pretty bad news for you chaps,
especially Bunter,” he said.

“T guess—" Fishy wag going on,

“Oh, dry up, Fishy [” said Bob Cherry.
“ What's the news, Browney 1"

“ Maore war prices,” said Tom Brown.

There was a yvelp from Billy Bunter.

“T say, they're not raising the price of
tuck again, are they? TIt's too bad!
Look here, if tl goes on I shall join
the Stop-the-War party.”

“What iz it ths
‘Wharton. ’

“PBulleyes,” said Browney.

Billy Bunter groaned.
specially fond of bulley and since the
food restrictions came in, he makes up
with bulleyes for a lot of other things
he's not silowed to have. Most of the
fellows like bulleyes, too, so they were
interested in Browney’'s news.

“I've just vead it in tho *'Times’ "
said Tom Brown. “I was looking over
old Prout’s ¢ Times." What do you think?
Owing to the scarcity of sweet-stuffs,
bulleyes are going to be five shillings a
pound.” -

*Oh, Jerusalem!” ejaculated Fisher T.

- T
NOBODY but Tom Brown would

time?"  asked

Bugiter * is

Fish. "
“Rotten!” groaned Bunter,
“T say, that’s rather thick!” said Bob
Cherry.

“The thickfulness is terrific.” said
Hurree Singh sadly. “There will be no
more E’nrmefult:ess for the esteemed

Bunter.
Fisher T. Fish strolled to the door, and
disappeared out of the Common-room.
But nobody specially noticed Fishy just
then, except Brown!
“1 say, you fellows, something ought to
Tae Ges Lisrany.—No. 434,

be done,” said Bunter,
they ap

“Why don't
int a Bullseye Controller?”
“And fix a maximum pric eaid Bol-
sover major. *‘That’s what I'd do.”
“Then the bullseyes would follow the
otatoes  off the market,” rinned
ernon-Smith; “and you \‘.'ou!gn't be
able to get any at any price,”
I—I say, lend me ten bob, Wharton 1™
Bunter.
Make it ten pounds,” sai
“Look here, somebo
tin!” gasped Bunter. *“The schodl shop
ain’'t closed yet. Mrs. Mimble can’t have
heard of this, if it’s only in to-day’s
paper, and I can get a supply in before
she flute up the price.”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“I'm  expecting
morraw, you lknaw,”
that will be too
know by to-morrow.
lend me a quid.
“ Ask me another,” said Browney.
“ Lend me a quid, Bob Cherry %@
“‘ Bow-wow " % i .
“Half-a-quid, -thon—five” bob ™ sai
Bunter, inost tearfully. It hand you
my postal-order immediately it comes, of
course.”

astal-order  to-
seid Bunter. “But
; Mrs. Mimble will
1 say, Browney.

e

ing my old-age pension

here,
will
Toddy, and I'll ot you have some of the
bullseyes.” .

© 4TIl lend you o thick ear!" said Todd.

you rotter——

I say,
you lend me a

ook
Toddy | quid,

“PBut is the news certain?” asked
Wharton, Jooking rather suspiciously at
Tom Brown. He knew Tommy of old.

“1t's in the ‘Times,” " said Tom,

“You've actually read it there?”

“Yes.”

“Well, that settles it,” said Skinner.
“ Dashed if it wouldn't be a good idea to
buy up a few bullseyes, anyway! I don't
cee why a ' chap  should wait till to-
morrow for the price to be raised.”

“Jolly good idea!” said Bolsover
major.

Half a dozen

fellows started for the
door.

“Hold on! Bon’t all go at onece!™ said
“We don’t want old Mimble to

Skinner,
smell a rat. One at a time. Il go
firse.”

“No, you jolly well won't!” said

“You'll go second, T'm

Bolsover major.
going to have a bab's worth.

“Look here, Bolsover——"

“Look here, Skinner-—"

“1 tell you 2

“1 tell you, Fll give you a pink eye if
vou get out of this room before T come
back " reared Bolsover major. “¥You
wait for me!”

And Bolsover major tramped out.

Skinner looked very annoyed, but he
waited. After all, there was no hurry.
Mrs. Mimble had a good stock of bulls-
There was a good sale for them at
especially among the fags,

Of course, it w good idea to buy a
fow before the price went up. But there
would be enough to go round.

“ Ain’t you going for any, Browney?”
asked Snoop.

Tom Brown shook his head.
“No. I don't think I'll trouble.”
“But you like bullseyes——"
“0Oh, yes!”

“You'll have to pay more to-morrow,
vou ass, when Mrs, Mimble hears about
the ris

ST chance 6"

“Well, I'm going to have a tanner’s
worth, anyway,” said Snoop.

“Lend me a quid, Wharton!” wailed
Bunter. “I want to get in enough for
two or three days.”

i &, ha, ha!”

1L
“ ALLQO, hallo, hallo!” excluimed
Bob Cherry.. “Here's Bol-
sover {7
Bolsover major came back

into the Common-room, with a very red
He looked wild.
sot ‘em?” asked Bkinner.
No!" howled Bolsover. *Sold out!”

“Sold out?”

“ Yes, Not a blin g bullseye left in
the shop!” shouted Bolsover. * Fishys
been there =

shy *” shouted all the fellows.

“Ves, The scheming rotter's bolted
off at once, and bagged the lot I” shricked
Bolsover major. . “Mrs. Mimble told
me, Fishy came in and ordered all the
bullseyes sho’d got in the place, and she
Jeirt him a big bag to carry ’em away in.
He's paid three pounds down for the
whole lot.”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“Waell, my word! Fishy isn’t so much

that I've

gona on  bullseyes, ever
noticed,” said Bob Cherry, in astonish-
ment. “He must be going to have a
terrific feed.”

Fisher T. Fish strolled into the
Common-room j en.

He was smiling.

“Halla, you galoots, what's the excite-
t about?” he asked.
What have you bought all Mrs,
Mimble's bullseyes for?” asked Harry
W

arton,
“Oh, you've yeard of that already,
have * yawned Fishy, “ Nothing

that, I pose ? They

in
haven't passed a law yet against buying

wrong sup)

I guess I haven’t heard of the

bullseyes,
appointment of a Bullseye Dictator.

“But what do you want ‘em for?”
ssked Nugent. “You can’t eat three
pounds’ worth of bullseyes in a whole.
term.”

Fisher T. Fish smiled.

“1 guess U've done it to oblige you
fellows,” he explaincd.

“How do you make that out?”

“You ses, Mrs. Mimble would have
put up the price to-morrow when she
heard the noos. 1 guess we cut our
eve-teeth early in Noo York. I waded
in and roped in the whole 5ugply before
Mrs. Mimble knew. Savvy?!  Any of
vou fellows who want bullseyes can come
to me for them.”

“Well, that's jolly decent of you,
Fishv,” said Bunter. “I'm expecting a
ostal-order to-morvow. Will you let ma
have some now, and Il hand—",
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- “Oh, crawl off. you fat clam! No
tick 1”

“Of course,
out at the old p

roWn,
shy chuckled.

“See any green in this yere optic?”
he asked. T guess if you want bulEoynm
vou'll have to pay the market price for
orn. Five shillings a pound, of course.”

“0Oh, my ha

“Why, you—you-—"

Fishy laughed outright. e was
almost bursting with satisfaction at his
cuteness in cornering the builseye supply
in that way.

“1 guess I might let
at four-and-eleven,” he
vow're friends of mine,.

an're going to hand them
ce, Fishy?” asked Tom

you have them
said, **because
on know. 8o
Iking down to
or waiting till

hey 1l

you five shillin
cent galoots, the min
{old us what he'd read in the paper, I
spotted the chance! That's what comes
of being raised in Noo York, and cufting

“Qh, vou cute rotter!” said Skinner.
“T joily well hope that the news will turn
out to be wrong, after all.” -

u not. Browney saw it in the
chuckled Fisher T. Fish. *
s u real reliablo paper. 1
1a, ha!

guess tha
calenlate I don’t take chances.
Jevver get left1”

4 you've bagged the whole supply
vee in the school?” =aid Tom

ther rotten for you if the news
2d ont to be unfounded,” rvemarked
Tom Brown, * You'll be landed with a
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heap of bullseves yon douw’t want, and
vou'll be stony for a lorig time to come.
What would vou do with them?”
‘Kb » news is all right,” said
Fishy. *“Yon said you'd read it in the
Times.’ ”

“Well, then—-—" )

“PBut I dido’t mention that 1 wrole it
there myself-—-"

o

“With a penecil—"

“ What?"”

“On the margin—-

“0Oh, crumbs

“And then read it finished Tom
Brown,

There was a gasp all right. Tisher T.
Fish's face was worth a guinea a box

st, as it dawned on him how the New
ealander had been pulling his Yankee
leg.
“ You—you—you—"  Fishy
almost to have lost his vaice.
you wrote jit—in the paper—with

»

seemed
“You—
a pencil

Cand—and read what you'd written
yourself 7" ) . .
“Exactly! Here it is,” said Tom

Brown calmly ing a folded ** Times
from under his jack
3 stared at it. The “Times ” has
n, and on that margin Tom
written, in pencil: =T

Brown o
be

morrow the price of bullseyes will
ised to five shillings per pound.”
her 1. Fish looked at it with his
almost i

bulging ont of his head.
h

ha, ha rnarﬂ!l Bob Cherry.

hy * assented Tom Brown. “1
told you the exact facts; I'd vead it in
the “Times.’ I sheuld have cxpected a
. cute Yankoe to guess that T had written
it there myseife Why didn't you?™

One Pe:_mv. 17

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Vou—you—it was a plaot, then!™
shriecked Fishy. “You—you mugwump,
you knew I'd go and rope in all the bulls-
eves, uﬂdﬂni spend every blessed cent
T've got in my pockets, and—and—
Oh, Jerusalem [

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The howl the Remove fellows gave
could have been heard all over Grey-
friars, Fisher T. Fish almost wept.

For a fortnight after that, Fisﬂer T.
Fish was stony broke, and he was
making frantic attempts to get fellows to
buy bullseyes off him—at the old price.

But the fellows wouldn”

In a couple of
a new stack in,
wanted bullseyes,went to the
for them.

Fishy was left with three quids’ worth
of bullseyes on his hands, and not a
stiver in his pockets. He had spent his
last penny in raising the throe anids for
that business deal. -

Fishy looked like a Hun those days,
Only Billy Bunter was willing to take
any of the bullseyes off his hands—and
he wanted them on tick, so there®was
nothing doing.

Mps. Mimble refused to take them
back, except at a big reduction; she
didn't want them. _Fishy got into the
way of going about the school - askin,
fellows if- they wanted bullseyes, ane
offering to deliver them in the studies
free of charge if they’d only buy. Bub
the fellows wouldn't; and at last Fishy
was drven to peddling ihem cheap
among the fag How much Fishy lost
on the deal be never let out—a pound, at
least, -1 should say. And T think that
the next time he goes in for-a business
speculation, he ‘won't rely on information
from Tom Brown!

THE END.

<hool shop
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SKIMPOLE'S SCORE.

By CLIFTON DANE.

oom docs not see
much of Skimmy. That great
genius seldom thinks it desirable,
or finds it possible, to indulge in
i of light conversation which goes
; ongst us there. -
But now and then he blows in, trailing

in the wake of Talbot. Skimmy really
no end of Talbet, and do
Lie cherishes hopes that there

will come a day wh albot will put
_away childish things, such as footer and
cricket, and_go in—like Skimmy—for
seience and Professor Balmyerumpet.

I :sho v that is a bit unlikely,
though.

Ie came in witl: Talbot that evening,
looking more abzent-minded than ever.

We were talking cricket. There was
. iunior mateh with fri coming
in a day or two, and the team list had
just been posted. . There had been a
lirtle discussion about that. Not much,
because those of ns who were left ont
tty well that the right men had
and, of course, those who
were in the list were dead sure of it!

Ti we did not want to argue the case,
ihey certainly didn’t.
t's all 10t to say that anyone who
¢ ericket decently I’ re-

Q

o sa¥s ieked Tom Merry.
“!Phe great cricketer, like the poet, is
born, not made,” said Monty Lowther
blandly.

“Were you a carpenter’s job?” in-
quired Kangaroo. 5
£ ha, hai?
Everybody laughed. It was a palpable
Fhit for Lowther. He is quite a fair
cricketer; but he is not, nn(& will -never
great ane. <
Yon can make a moderate cricketer
of miost chaps—not all,” said Tom
ry. “Some are quite hopeless, any-
.~ Who was saying that anybody who
could play  cricket  decently,

evison 77
“And what did the chap who said so
mean by decently 7 said Blake.

“Yans, wathah!” said the one and
only  Arthur Augustus.  “Theah is
ewicket an’ ¢wicket, you know, deah
boy.”

%8y there is,” agreed Dighy. “Tom
Merry's sort is cricket, or old '1jalhut-’<,

Yours 18 somée

or that chap Wharton's.
the other

of the *an’ cricket,” Gustay
kind, you know!”
“Waially, Dighay—""
“QOh, dry up, Guesy!” said Levison.
“Wa didn't gather here for a solo per-
formance on the jawhbone of an ass! As
a matter of fact, Gore is the chap who
maintains that any fellow can play
decently if e chooses.”
“Why docsn’t Gore,
Lowther blandly.
Gare looked unpleasantly at our tame
humorist.
“1 could play a jolly sight better than
you if I fagged ot it hard enough!” he

then?” inguired’

growled.  “It's all a cuestion of that, -
As for what standard of play I'm_ thinke
ing of, I ahould say un{ chap who can
field tolerably, isn’t an absolute wash-out
as a bowler, and wouldn’t stagger
huwmanity by making doul figures,
would about fit the definition.

Tt was n fair encugh _definition, too.
And Gore was vight in what he meant—
that b; tising _hard most fellows
could reach that moderate standard. Nes

all. But, then, be had not meamt all,
it seemed.

“Well, there are some chaps who
would never travel that far,” eaid
Talbot.

“Yes, 1 know that. Levison didn’t

understand me—or didn’t chooso tol”
Gore replies “There's Grundy,
Erinstance

“ Wha- roared the great
Gearge Alfred. B}

s .* Are you deaf?’”

“ You—yo T'll wipe up the floor
with you! It’s bad enongh that I should
be kept out of the eleven beonuse Merry
don’t know a goad man when he sees
him, without—— Oh, look out for your-
self, Gore, for I'm coming for you!”

PBut hulf a dozen of us got between.

“This s a friendly disoussion, not &

political © meeting,  Grundy,”  said
Lowther.
“Lemme get at him!” howled
Grundy.
But we wouldn't.

Tae Gex
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“Such as Grundy,” %ent; on George

(.-ule, ifeling  safe, “or Skimmy. 1
don’t sa; (,rundy\ the oily one. In
fact, I think that Skimmp may be even

a trifle ‘more absolutely hopeless than
Grundy.”

Grundy gave a bullbellow of rage.
That did not surprise us. But we were
a  bit surprised when Skimmy said
imildly :

“1 think you are wrong, Gore. 1
Jave no desire to institute invidious com-
'{»urisons between myself and Grundy. 1
have often heard him say that he is a
plaver of high skill; and I have no
reason to east doubts upon hie veracity.”

We- howled at that., George Alfred
onght to have felt no end pleased. It
seemed that there was enc fe?]ow among
who “believed that he could play
cricket !

But he did not appear to be a bit
better pleased with Skimmy than with

s,

"Pﬂtty 1” he said,
head ugmﬁcantly
Poor chap!”

“$kimmy says lie believes Grundy can
piay cnckct Gmm.iv says Skimmy must
Isc “potty,” remarked Lowther, with a
tad shakg of the head, *I fear that
Crundy. is nght' The evidence to me
g ample, ™
‘Bni Jove, yaas!
““1 fear that your notions of what con-
«titutes evidence have no true scicntific
Lowther,” said Skimpele. But
leave that point, as a matter not

touching his faro-
“I'm sorry for him.

uiing direetly upon the argument. Afv
contention is o

“That Grundy can ])hy cricket. He,
he, he!” cackled Mellish.

lt is "b&‘( hudly pecessury to rTe-
E8 o hvmg wall
Le twr-rn Grundy an:'l Mc]ﬁ;
- “Not at all. Aa 1 have already said,
that is no part of the present argument.
1 contend that anyone can succeed in be-
coming a cricketer of some nblhly-ul
do not mean a—cr—Jesspot—-"

-1 shoeuld thl)lk yuu mean a Jessop,
old chap,” said T

“Thank_you, Ta.]hot!‘ That is the
name,  What I mean is that by ap-
proaching the' game in the true scientific
spirit—by the careful and earnest study
of such matters as the trajectory of a
ball's flight, the effect of the impact of
the bat upan the ball at varying angles

Ak Nnt to mention the number of hairs
In a cow's tail, und the distance between
the First of Apnl and the top of St
Paul's

“That, Lowther, is mere buffoonery !”
r.md Siumm\, with dignity.

“Do you mean that you could play if
you chose to try?” howled Gore, who is
ulways a bit down on Skimmy in public,
though 1 believe they ﬁet along together
!n,téer than one might expect in the
study.

“(lertainly Gore!”

“My word!
vouw'll believe any lhmg Lock here, you
potty old piffler, T'll bet you a pmlnd ioa
wenny that you never make a dnubln
figure score as iong as ever you're at

Bt Jim’s!

“I mever bet, as you know, Gore!"

replied Skimmy scverely.

“Well, hardly ever. And if ever, then
on pureiy scientific principles,” put in
Lowther.

Skimmy &stood and blinked as we
roared. I supposo his great scientific

mind had quite forgotten that
Butier with Weeks. |

#Oh, hang it! If you ever do it, I'll
give you a quid—there!” snappud Gore.
PN

litele

Yrinted ln;.l pal
4gpats for A.Il!sll

If you'll believe that,:

shiod weekly by the Proprictors at
asia: Gordod & Gotch, Melbourne. Sydney, Adelsids,
Cape Town

“Let me \lnrh stand you aright, Gore,
pleaset If—

“Oh, cheese it, Skimmy ! If you don’t
catch on we du, and everybody here is
a witness. Gore will have to sholl out
if the miracle—-""

“lIs forthcoming,” chipped in Low-
ther. “Don't miss such a chance as
that, Tommy! It's only a little one;’
but _in these dull times-—-"

“What are you. burbling about, ol

i

“Shell out if Fourth-coming—see?”

We groaned.  Lowther's puus
really too, too! |

“(ore's quid's as safe as ho
said Herries.

And that was nlnt we all thou

1I.
ke ALLO, Todd 1”
I togk the fellow for Peter

are

Todd, whom we all know
pretty well.  Peter Todd i+
one of Wharton's best men both at

cricket and footer.

But this wasn’t Peter, it scomed. 1T
had noticed na kind of—well,  rath
vacuous look about his face before he
spoke. But Peter Todd can look L
that when he chooses, although he
just about as s ]
side of the water,
1 beg your pardon,”
with the blue-and-white Greyfv
“There—there is seme slight
not the ple
md I oan net Pe

Alonzo, are you: I

Dane.
“Very plrascd to m:pt vou,  Dane
said - Alonzo, Leaming me no eud
graciously, 41-:1 seciing pleased to
find me poll Bui we gﬁmm in, bemg
polite to visitors at St. Jim's, you know
and if I thought J\imun a bit.weire
wasn't the time or place for telling him

s0.

“Are you looking for anyone?™ I
inguired. 0%

“0]1, ves I am looking for Skimpole

npole, vou know, T have

b desnu 1o have o chat with him.

ideed,: was my d)lill reuson for
commg over with the tearm.
Which explained what had puz ted e,

For ene wild moment T had imagined
that Whartoir had given Alenzo Todd a
place in his tear

“I'm sure §

spale will be delighted,
had never kad:
Alonzo was
“d enovgh to sit at the fect
ldn't old Skingmy

I it-was cnly for onn
:

meck and r
of Skimpole; and
just enjoy it. t
rief summer af !

I took the harmiess, decent ass slong.
and he had o warm welcome. Hefore T
bad got to the door en my way ouf,
though, T heard the ominous nsmme of

Balmycra mpet.. But 1 _don’t suppbse it
sounded cmivovs to Alonzo Tod é’ He
would. enjoy Balmycrumpet at second
hand, no doubt.

On the staits T met Gore and Gibbons
and Boulton. Tt did not ocour to me to
wonder where they were going. None of

1

them was-exactly nuts on cricket.

L lmrl d off to Little Side. e Clrey-
friars fellows were putting in a few
mmutew preliminary practice. Jusioms 1

came up Chorry drove a ball"back hard
and high to \'ufcent—thc sort of cateh «
chap must tr {m- in a match, bui had
far better leave alone at the®s

Though perhaps that's
the cver I don't know
have oceurred to me but for
pened to I\ngnm

s being w <e after
that it would
what hap-

he Wleatuay

Brlybas
ot A unre. Batweday, May isth, 1
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He firied to make the catch. He gave
a aharp exclamation ‘of pain, and mnlﬂﬂ
going deathly white, Blood was pouring
from hm right hand.

“Why, what's the matter, Frank:”

ted vy. ‘I say, though, old chap,
{’m [n;.rhrfullv sorry |

“It wasn't your fault, Bob,” said
vugent at once.
Ife could hardly speak, and I think we

all saw that he was crocked for the day.
The ball had sotnewhow split his palm,
and the webbing between two fingers as
well. Tt st have béen painful, and any
fellow can see that Nugent is not the,
tough sort. He has as much pluck as
:\ll\nnf I am sure; but things do kndek
e chap ont more than they do anocther.
Some of us bound up his hand, and
found him a seat in the pavilion.
Wharton was_very worried, and he is
one of those who show it,
partly abour Nugent, but chiefly about
their being a man short. They had come

without a veserve, it appeared. I don't
Lnow  why.

“We'll have to play a man short,”
Wharton said, nownmg.

“There’s Lonzy,” suggested  Pet
Todd. “1 don’t sdy th(: nlrI ass is @
1 mind you. ut * Todd, bowled

5 Inaks a bit better cn
n short does.”
do his best, I know,™”

A. N. Y. Body.
paper than a n

Y Lonzy would
\ haxton.

the chap they call St

per—and  our matches

15 PAPETS
ay on paper, thaugh,”

said Whnrtpn, wikh  just a suwpacmn of

Rat T (Nm‘ sec his eves on Frank

C queet,
dr:.smcd Those two are great
vegular David and  Jonathan

’Hm suggestion Tom Merry made then
was a generous one, and no end sportse
wanlike, though some fellows dul say
afteywards he was wrong.

“Heo here, Wharton, it you've got o

play an absolute passenger, we'll play
one, too ! at is if any of my team will
stand down foe Skimmy.”

“Skimmy " cchoed a dozen voices.

“He's the best mateh for 'lmln 5 consin
Hmv 1 koow of,” said Tom. lc really

cvels things np. Who's on

ow, then, (:us!&vus"’ Euid Blak
Evervbody: losked at 'Arcy. He was
sat much to leok at that day. His classic
features. were swollen, for he had been
awake nearly the whole of the night
before with m ng toothache. Bug it~
had eased vp a bit ducing the mo
and, of couse, lu- did not want to stand
1luu n

* he eaid.

\mi hand shot up to his face. He
did not even see that we were looking
at him. Tle had not heard” Blake.

“What's the matter, old scout 77 asked

Tom.

*Tt's that w'etched tooth of mine, Tom
Mewwy I+ I—T—— , weally, I hate
lettin’ the side down, but T wepwet to
cay that T am quite unnblc to do justice
to my abilities to-da, n' if

“Ruugh luck, old ¢ 5
Tl get someone else.™

T should—gwooh !—siwongly wecom-
1 Clive. Tom Mewwy

m play Skimmy.
sai Jove! Is that intended
fuwm.nl ineult?  Oh, weally——1
“Nothing of the sart, Guasy. Whae-
= got to pubin a ranL dnﬂar, thrgagh

accident. to Nugent; and I've
.lrnnqnd to leave out a really p—tnp

Never mind,

£, E.0.4, neland,_Subsoription, ¥s. per annnm,
“south Alrica: The Centra.l Kews Agency, Ltd,
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player so as to lot
thines o

i

ing whe

I

1L,
DID not have to s
which I had lef
and the brainy 8ki
fnd them,

They were o e i o
wise, help! down
¥ “they firet =
fancied then —small
not Tt! For had the
e twa-headed heast with

months bound i in sueh @

it could
1arter,

1ot roar

it Iooked
Wirth all
d, s

What

o

5 was not p\pl
month tied up tight

Areed T hadd

rE;

o, of co
e of his gnawing tonth. he
i it off to fetelr Al

is m"Em' in the w

in Skimmy

1l and @ shee

Te

T could ses

of enplaa-

o '['mw'nl

wniing—or,
than

Twins, of vouar
those 1w the
cay it was quite

iob. it was not
that should lave been don
Gaore & Co, would hear

oy |l|.mi.

you,

wn (up»ll-
«b down ta the

il

av |

n

I thoughe nl' it
:

a

e

e ©
lhm

id, in Lis

priny. old- I rejaice to
oo that b symparuy with
his outrage. outrage ir s}

van bear it far myse
e to think that my frie

“Do not-worry on m
dear fellow,”
though th
confess

!

¥ 8

said Alonzo.
Juke was a rough oue
not to my liking, the aoo(l

but it humiliates

Todd
account, my

“ Indeed,
and, T

offices of our friend Dane have curtailed

its Jeffeers, and it will be ¢
5 can say what
- though

e Ut iens I
than I should
who had vicrin
rhonght more of the ot
self.  Gore and Gibhao
||Iu.'l)(’ woild have been

uthu bald-headed as soon as th

froe,
I tald ‘-Lunpulr- and
srrancd was,

n unwill

ot az
ﬂm might be,

e, of
surprisi
Alonzn
wa

cony

aild,

¢ far the

BT

Tex

They gasped.

as I had
The loss of all the scien-
tifi¢ chat they had planned was a
But Skimmy
vom@n;nm 5

o

sy 1o forget

P
n may call
pot uance,
ich i3 more
fellaws
¢l of them
an of him-

i <milar
Lo Bt

Kl whar

Bt

expocted

lln‘\'

big
showed
Alid
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“It is alwars a pleaswro. to me to do
what \\]unun aszks, for he jis ever cou-
5 T ay that Uncle Benjanyin

of Wharton. I trust that

ome use to the team in

regrettable absence, and

mwrh to kick ‘a goal no

],uam(l than wyself, T

w1y likely thing for

fi te all things « ]»rc:rl.
Bt - perlaps it was not woch wnlikelier

"'1th' i@
out those
S Was no
If I
ght have woi chat
geolowy or something, and forgotten
abant 1] mateh,  And  Skimmy
l;.h he Delivved be had some fannels
wd no notion where they
: wed what T could—an
1 get_something like a fif, cven
¢ of giving something hku one
wners of riu- borrowed pliumes,
re an  casiev patter.  And
ny touk along a bat of Talbot's
he offered to lend to Alonzo when
tuin to bat cume,

Theve was a burst of cheering when

¢ camwre on the field togethee. 1 knpt

M\'n \\;m. figures in
asy thin had to sce
had left 519!11 to it they
about philozophy

ail

in the background, not wanting to spoil
i . The cheering was de
bless von, th
he 1wo mg
v ododledd his eape.
IV.

IT was ot oue of 8, Jim's best &
I

atty Wyni was a rrifle off colour
I

) the ball, and Wharton and
Cherey made quire a Jong  stand,
Tauts rm YVernon-Smith and a South
Afvlean named Deire: e
dor Wis v
Alos went in Jast, and wak
bowled fir all,  Bkimmy stopped one

havd drive with his shins, He did not
stop angthing else; but whether that was
privlence or sheer inecapacity theve was
no evidenee to prove,

Our fellows made a wretched staye, Tt
was not until Figwins joined Talbot that

anyone got going. up
vogreat foarm, was
ather .i!mn;\ © ehth

+ fell. we wone 49 behind, with

Farty and 2kimpole to come,

ml batting jolly weli
k encaniion was
fu m-rr ng to come down

hard on anvrhin
e did no
bug We ¢

inle

it was all

ur

; arprised ns Yon would not
cadl Fatry a bat, you kuow, though he i
a top noteh bowler, He stono-walled
with real judgment, and Levison went

an mh‘muh runs quite picel
Th crept up. There wa
s to be made
till to e got out could make them.
» chanee of a second in
rthing to the r 5
two  stayed  together nemly
theee-quacters of an hour, and added 30
runs in :lnl time. Fatry made only fi
f the 30; but he had done splendid ser-
e, and | we cheered him to the echo as
Jn nm'l:]m! ro the pavilion. out at lust,
anly there Imrl bren a bad l’!;:'<|
to come instead of Sk
Skimmy
aply

was  net  merely
s not u batsman at all!
think he vealized that,
ol brow only me

Iis=
nt that he was

Lu- had given cricker a little of
entific study he had taiked about.

3 thﬂt Skimmy™s will to do
el tive wu o enough.
Tulbot wha

fowas =aw that he pi
pads and gloves on, and .\\\ that g
padx woere put on right ends up.  The

gloves puzzled Skimmy, From'a prac-

tical and ~ciendific pomd of view, he said,
he constdered them beneath contempt.

He walked slowly ent, with Talbot's
feaviost bat uuder bis bony visht arm.
The enthusiastic Alonco—who tmih' ¥
gards onr Skimn a great wan—
him g sheill chece,  The vest of the
gave him a grio.

Monzo had i

n pug at mid-off.  He
w0 far, and Baob
i behind him, had

lml stopiped nothing
Chervy,

in the long-|

bard worked. But Alonzo
dizappointed than Cher
you going to tako
avked the  wmpive—a
Furm chap.
“T have them o already. tha
veplied Skimmy, ng dowa at
puds.
" You rot the wy
hat i fror suid mm\w

Zealand fellow —~a vave d
was keeping wicket for G

“T prefer it that way,
objoction,” answered S
aintained

il

uf

Sone ours 1

that the Grexfrines chaps 1

knowi ont Gore’s of to Skimmy
and that they wanted him to win the
sovereign. i not sure, for a margin
of 20 mns not a fut to give away
donbl he score oih of—hat when
vou s a chap vison walting:
ke a hawk the ba nl

d, that—eh?

fourers,

in
Never nand, I'm getting uear the end.

rake

Vevnon-Smith s bowling, and he

simply lobbed Sk

my the kind of ball
that_usks to be hi
a

Wipe, a
the wicket.
another w
tumbled over
Jiped r

Brown H oft
Skimny buad rminbled pane
. and it was 00w out.
looked at Brown vather roproach-
A No doubt he thought that at-
tempted stumping u treacherons proc
ing after Hm \1\\ ¥

ihe

meide sl

e \p- t had eve |!--lm b stumping.

W Vernon-Rmith liad come to 1l
Lost ball of his over. e sent down
ripping fas ad on the middh:
stump, inten ri<h off the affair

But iv didn’r
Skimmy  kepr lis il The
Imsrhwr hip it and we through

slips for 4.

think that, on the whele realiy

ball afford ¥ sIXLe
tring, said  affably
Brown Tiiars wore 1
ginning {0 Nt or 1

Levison 1 wnd ouly 1o
were requ

Loevizgon ¢

continting 1o
¥ the nhl Ahd[l did leg it !
son had a usrrow squeak of a run oot
had the bowling again!

1 not offer him soft oncs

nut down a fast one, with a
[ml the off. T don't believe 3
even saw it Bur it hee his bur, and went

away past short-l
4

yelled Levisou.
ny pelted down the piteh os if f
dea LI[E' wrned, and started two
back.
NN 1
Skimmy paid no heed fo the or

Very likely he did nar undevstand
Lovison would not move, o was
ved. But it was good tacties, ioa,

(Cantinucd an poge 20 )
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| Lh;‘le.}:"'}t‘”lll:?11" e GREYFRIARS LIMERICKS,
& S [MPOLE 5 SCORE hiy, g L ealls ™ i asked, beanai By ANON.

is cortainly add
on

T did wy best, and none can

*Certain
dn more. Buf, my dear Cousin Peter,

fic
bl o
His pluck's withaut faw.
Lo dab at the o

Ly
5 (Cantinued from page 19.)
e el

T am not at all suve that it is fot a g
inaceuracy to say that I caught the ball.
hev that the ball caught me,

ﬁr]\_ wan had to chuek at the

r the

! ‘ \m nle'n > B a utruml_\ painful Aud a nres and in elasses is Todd ! o
e Australinn, and e fs : - A There's a chap at © s named
a dead shat, poked il up with ever mind that, old sco Youve | " Buntor, L

immy. But Squiff missed by an in won the match for Greyfriars
and the ball sped on. “But are vou sure it is quite fair ¥

Who of weob's & wmost wondeeful

Levison wonld not vin. cven then, | Because if it it mot so considered. I B Dol VB
mwrh Skimmy implored him to, should be will to try it over interi d
W gnight surely have some vans though I wmust, in candour. i He sgtiod ™ ns a grunter:
ther ! he protested. ot promise %
wWetve  got Cem’?  said  Levison bt do wy bes From the far land of Hind he did bring

coolly. - “That's a  liver  for  you, atly to his relief, bis “woble offer was | Fiis quest Englich, which knucks evers:
Skimmy.” = refused. 1 heard him apologising to thing
WDear me ! T fear T donot catch ¥, Levison a little later. You heard in rour puff
meaning.  Certainly Gore did prom (hat's all vight, old chap.™ But he's 0K, —enough
but T have only scored five as ye Levison, with half-cynical & Said about Flurree Jamset Ram Singli,
But he had scored 9. for that over- You haven't hurt my feelings half o
{hrow had gone to the hounda rough | much as I did yours. though T'll own it's | A fellow of eourage and iuscle,
on Squiff, as it was so mear u cleverf2 bit riling to have the game ~"-=lth‘,=gi Who can well hold his own in a tusle,
throw out. out of one's hunds by a iracle ko plays up, never flagging,
T.evison could only score two more off . . . . . . - Yet is quite frec from bragging—
whit was left ,of the over. That . | Can you his  cognomen
Afrikander chap can bowl!  He ke pi o shell ont, and it [ Ruseell
onr man tied up. question ol a

Then mmy stood up to face Vernon He can give or can tuke
h again.  He put the potticst catc h i'o\ quite Ul)num mmy had won 1 bis temiper

fo point, and Bull put it on the floor! that quid. W I tcs: ta the su he's
Hathor as if ho meant to, we thought; | offer. The f““ 1 becn won win it

anyw he did not look properly by a suceession of :rl‘m-r]\ flukes was of | The
repentunt. no consequence at all.

Gore caghed up
i my went to

Japing-

a cow with the

We only wanted ©
counted Skimmy as
suppose.

Flurrali . Theie  goes your yuid,
Go

e
He

X v, he
I shall be reauired r\uukan_

lwm. ene
He's nat I\limf\hzals

Skimmy  had 4 single, and | ericker fifteen u“u this?” Snoop!
reached double fi s! It was a pure No, old 1 don't ‘ i . o
O dont. Dob Gt dud Gore,  And serve | froublo o id Towy, keeping | I's no wonder thi chaps ure susnish
him right ! -aau;m e by yroaf af O une who so oft tried jo dish
Now only 5 were wanted, and Lovizon ikmm. pans oo sigh U Them out of their oof.
faced Vernon-Smith, and siimmed hard. ] Lam very wiad,” he <ald anmpi\ “il. Now we want eome good proof
The ball wa o straight for Alonzo at could h.]l‘ii‘ Lhu\(. ]:J‘ f;:&gd d ow “I Fre we swallow the statements of Iish!
1 some e | sisted.  But it wou! ave made regre
ol And, ,l:,jf“‘;“a" some powder | SN e on my time, and T must e He'a,uioro Foady o g Hlins fo frot
Alonzo sk it coming. . He gave & yoll | Speot the sovereign won from Gore on 8 “‘) much in s Lne ‘Iﬂf; down.
£ TENE Bave baen of feav—it might| the purchase’ of the nece impl-- Toi om alivays Yopid,
ve been of triumpl; but T thing st § ™ 15, Gore wishes it to be devoted t i e 4 (r}n 5 .J“‘il Fom
mixed. sort, of vell, not to be 6 15 what s 1| On.the straighiness and pluck o o

i s an orgy. I shall huy [ Brown!
JL; myerumpet’s latest work, [y
o T renlle thigk a Tow | et
mav well bo laid out iu i
mall present of a simila ned
nice fellow, Alenzo 'lmld
c rather more elementary, yvou

i ling learner, but not
advanesd. By the way.
you tell e how my score

I}

, even by such o scientist as
great Horee gives orders he's
u. thru\\ out his hands—it might have gotter
been in despair, or it might have becn
in an attempt to make the catch—but
4] 15 scarcely feazible, for when
had ade it, Alonzo was guite the
rost snrprised person on the ground.
But he did make it.  That ball cught
v right to have gone elean through bim. i
Bui he stopped it with his body, some- wen s hardly expected to r ‘s always bes
X .gion of the lowest waist- et as many at my first_atterapt, and When our path he has crossed,
Soat button bug ons, only he 'had mo Gore says an overibrow —I do not quite Ope of three. He is hoss
waistcoat on, and he eclutched that por- Lis meaning—onght to count as | By Horace the Coker, is Greene!
tion of his anatomy, snd hugged t - ‘
ball fo him. velling: L e | Pl haits where Gore and the
* Yarocop ! the gaile. di grr;-‘,” ;a(::i Tom. R
“ How i g ded R “Tell our de riend Gore t it was A 4 & i 8
& Howantyy umipira s Howle the field {42 hvo, but a sell—for Greorge Gore & e DUt hes dotoh
i hnsldo - And 2 re’s ood
Then Alonzo slid genily to the gronnd, chuckled Lowther. Hidden somewhere in !kvlsmw:Lr, }'crri t
and lay there moaning. THE EXLD. ¢ :

In the Fifth he s next in command
Ty Blundell, that potentate grand.
‘E\‘bu {.1!5‘1 ¥ r]hm! any sauce.

Hundell rides [h

To Mr. ; , Newsagent. And he follows his lead

\\]\vm\u you chiance o ey

F"’“ Toe the line and obey them.
“ motter ¥

you see.
nan, is Potrer!

said he may sometimes be seen

From bullying he's not averse—lis

to hear weaklings crs

laws of

Pilease keep for me a copy of the
GEM LIBRARY cach week until further

notice.

fin
d he'd a min
¥ o us, would ¥

ng but grub,

(Signed),




