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THE FIRST CHAPTER
The Problem

s

* CYUPPOSE

S "lh?”

" duppose

“Well 27

“ Suppose

For the third time Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
paused.

Tom Merry and Jack Blake were sitting on
the back of a beneh under {he elms in front of
the School House at St. Jim’s. swinging their
legs. Blake wasin flannels, with a cricket cayp,
fmcl Tom Merry had a straw hat on the back
of his head. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was
dressed with his usual f‘lt""uIlC(‘ and s silk
hat glistened in the sun, as dul s diamond
stud and his gold- rlmmul monocle.

He stood hefore the two ]umora with an
extremely thoughtful expression on his face.
Tom Merry and Blake had been talking
cricket when he came up, but they ]mlltulv

hestowed their attentions upon D’Arey when
he began to spealk.

But the swell of St. Jim’s did not seem quite
able to get his sentence out.

>

M

\

he began, for the fourth

' Suppose——"
time.

Tom Merry grinned.

“I'm quite ready to suppose, if you like,
he assented. ““ But what shall T suppose ?

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy——-7

“Suppose Gussy is an ass!” observed
Blake. * Suppose he 1s a chump—a gilt-
edged, double-action, non-skidding chump ! ”

“ Weally, Bl.lke—-——-”

& ‘wuppow

“ 1 was goin’ to.wemark

" Well, go ahead!?”

“ Suppose " began D’Arcy.

Then he paused once more.

Blake looked at Tom Merry, and tapped his
forehead significantly.

* Fairly oftf 1t he murmured.

And Tom Merry nodded.

" Poor old Gussy! I suppose what he
means to say 1s, suppose we have a whip-
round to buy him a strait- walstcoat,” he
remarked.

“ Nothin’ of the sort, Tom Mewwy, 1
was goin’ to say, I am in a wathah awkward
]_]G‘-sl"ih, and suppose >

* Oh, get on with
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the washing!” said
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Blake.. “ Our supposers- are 1in perfeet
working order, and we’ll suppose anything
you like. I can’t say fairer than that.”

D’Arcy paused a moment. There was
evidently some difficulty in getting out the
statement he wanted to make,

“You see, I am iIn a beastly awkward
posish,”” he said. ** I am short of money——"

“ How odd!” said Tom Merry.

“Never mind, Gussy!” said Blake con-
solingly. “ I’ve been short of tin before, and
Jived to tell the tale. It's a thing you can
live down.”

“ Pway don’t be an ass, Blake! I was goin’
to say, I want you fellows to advise me, but
pway do not wot. It's a wathah sewious
mattah | ”

" Gio ahead, old son!” said Tom Merry,
agiving his straw hat another push back,
which brought it dangerously near toppling
off altogether. * What’s the trouble ? Nov
in love again, I hope 2 ”

“ Pway don’t be an asa.

Another pause.

“Do you think you could get it out if T
patted you on the back ? asked Blake, with
great svmpathy.

*“ Suppose a chap’s governah wefused to
play the game?” said Arthur Augustns,
getting 1t out at last. “ What would you
fellows do 2

“Ha, ha, hal” |

“ I fail to see anythin’ to laugh at. It’s a
beastly awicward posish. Suppose a chap’s
governah wefuses to play the game, what
18 a chap to do? 1 wegard 1t as a sewious
pwoblem !

Tom Merry and Blake assumed expressions
of great gravity.

D’Arcy was evidently in earnest, and
required them to take his problem cerlouslv
and they did their best not to grin.

“ What would you fellows advise n chap
to do ? 7 said D’Arcy, jamming his monocle
into his eye, and surxcuntr Tom Merry and
Blake through it. Su]}peqr' a chap’s
governah wefuses to play the gamec 4

“That depends,” said Tom .Mf‘][}', with

almost preternatural gravity. *“ We 1must
know the circumstances. Whose governor
are you talling about ?”

Suppose

i

“My governah.”
“ He refuses to play the game ?7°
Yaas, wathah!?”

“Well, it looks to me as il you haven't
brought him up properly,” said Tom Merry,
with a shake of the head. * In that case,
the fault lies with you.”

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy——"

“ Did you care for him in his early years ?’
asked Tom. * Did vou watch over lns bm-
hood with a loving eye ? Did you train him
n the way he should £o &

“ I wegard you as an ass, Tom Mewwy ! "

3 Qu1t+u rwht! ’ said Bhke ‘“He 13 an
ass!  But what has your governor been
doing, Gussy 2 We ought to kmow the offence
before we pass the sentence.”

“ Yaas, that’s wight enough !
of noney =

“I believe I've heard you make a remark
to that effect before,” Tom Merry observed.

* Pway don’t intewwupt me. This 1s how
the mattah stands. I have an allowance
fwom my governah, and I always get thwough
1t before the week 1s half out.”

“ Bither the week is too long or the allow-
ance s too short,” said Blake. “ I don’t sce
how you can have the week altered, so 1t
will have to be the allowance that 1s set
ririrht o

* Iixactly ! 7 assented Tom Merry.

“Well, I have to cke out my allowance,
you Lnow by askin’ my patah to send me
fivahs,” said D’ Arcy. ““ He used to be quite
libewal with fivahs. DBut since they’ve passed
the Budget my governah has been wathah
close with money. 1Ie sent me a fivah last
week, and when [ wote for anothah he didn’t
weply to my lettah for two days.”

totten ! ”

“I wouldn’t have minded that so much,
only when he did weply there wasn’t any
tin 1n flm lettah, and I wegarded that as

cawwyin’ the t:lnngr:,,lr altogethah too fah.”

“ 1 should say so! I hope you put it
plainly to him ?”” said Tom Merry.

“ Yaas, wathah! I w’ote again and again
—In fd{t I wote quite a ]mrfe numbah of
lettahs, and pmntnd out to the frwemnh that
he was puttin’ me to gweat expense in postage-
stamps, you know, I thought that ought to

i

I' am short

1
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have some efiect,
hecanse he's always
opposed to extwava-
cance, vou Know.
But he nevah sent
any money.”

“Hornd ! "

“Then I sent him
a wiah.”

“And the fiver
came by return, 1
suppose?”’

‘“Not at all! He
didn't weply to the
wiah.”

““ Oh, come, that's

too bad!” said Tom

Merry.

“Yaas. I wegarded
1t as wathah wotten,
yvou know. I cannot
considah that the
covernah 1s playm’
the game,” =aid
D’Arcy.

“I am 1in a state
of howwid stoniness,
and 1f the governah
wefuses to play the game what am I to do?”

Tom Merry nodded seriously.

“That’s what I want advice about,” went
on the swell of St. Jim’s, frowning thought-
fully. *1f a chap’s governah wefuses to
play the game what 1s a chap to do? 1
wegard 1t as a vewy sewious pwoblem.”

“ Lord Eastwood will have to be taught
the error of his ways,” said Blake seriously.
““ Suppose we send hiin a round robin, point-
ing out that he’s settin’ a bad example to
youth by refusing to play the game.”

D’Arcy looked thoughtful.

“ Or we might ask leave of the Head and
oo down to Kastwood House in a body and
interview him,” suggested Tom  Merry.
* There’s nothing like a personal interview
to clear up doubtful points.”

“ Yaas, wathah! That’s a good wheeze!
I suppose the Head would give us leave if 1
explained the mattah to him ? ”” said D’Arey,
in a thoughtful way.

corner.  “* You uttah ass

(

! 'l' i 1 \ 'l-‘\,f
G B LHTHTIRIRAS
“ You wottah ! ” exclaimed D'Arcy as he cannoned into the ficure around the

into whom he had crashed; he staggered back in dismay.
he gasped.

\ I ENL RS

"

Then he discovered that it wasn’t Tom Merry

**The governah!”
(See Chapter 1.)

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry and
Blake together.
They could not help it.

The idea of D’Arcy asking leave of the Head,

and giving such an explanation, was too
much for them.

They roared.
‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

The swell of St. Jim's jammed his eyeglass
into his eye, and surveyed the two junior:
with mingled surprise and annoyance.

“ Weally, deah boys i

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I fail to see any weason whatevah for
this wibald laughtah. I twust you have
not been wottin’, you wottahs P

““Ha, ha, ha}”

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy——-"

“Oh, dear! Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 wegard you as a wottah! Pway get
oft that bench. deah boy, and put up your
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hands,” s=aid I)’Arev wrathfully. *1
going to give you a feahful thwaslin’.”

**“Hn. ha, hal™

Arthur Augustus brandished his clenched
hands under Tom Merry’s nose, but the hero
of the Shell only roared louder.

“ Will you put up your hands, you wottah?”

st R-dha: he

“I am goin’ to give you a {feahful
thwashin’ ”

“ Giive 1t to Blake instead,” suggaested Tom
Merry. “ I'll hold your hat.”

““I am goin’ to thwash Blake as well

“ My hat! Ile’s getting dangerous!”
cjaculated Blake, looking greatly alarmed.
“We'd better cut.”

“Yes, rather!”

Tom Merry and Blake slipped off the bench.
They took the swell of the Fourth Form by
the shoulders, and with a sudden jerk sat
him on the grass. Then they ran off laughing
towards the School House.

A handsome automobile had just glided up
the drive, and stopped outside the house.
Tom Merry and Blake passed it as they ran
in. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy sat in the grass
under the clms for a few moments in a dazed
state. His hat had fallen over his eyes,
and his monocle was clinking against his
watch-chain,

““Bai Jove!” he cjaculated.

He jumped up, red and wrathful.

“You wottahs!” he shouted. * Come
back! I insist upon your comin’ back and
bein’ thwashed ! ”

But Tom Merry and Blake did not come
back.

D’Arcy jammed his hat tightly on his head,
stuck his monocle in bis eye, and rushed in
hot pursuit. : _

He bounded up the School House steps,
and rushed into the hall—and rushed right
into a tall, handsome gentleman who had
just entered. :

There was a sharp exclamation.

S Oh 1'%

“ You wottah ! ”” exclaimed D’Arey, under
the 1mpression, in the confusion of the
moment, that he had run into Tom Merry.
“You uttah ass b

“Eh?”

anl
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£ 011 ' 32
“ Arthur
D’Arey staggered back in dismay.
* The governah!'”

'!'”'

THE SECOND CHAPTER
D’Arcy Makes It Pax

orD liasTwoop breathed rather fast.
He was frowning a little. Lord Iast-

wood was an exceedingly stately gentleman,
and his stateliness had been considerably
disturbed by the collision.

But his frown melted into a smile as he
saw D’Arcy’s dismayed {face.

* Arthur ! he repeated. *““ Soitisyou?”

“ Ya-a-as, wathah!” gasped D’Arcy.

“Ah! You were so cager to see me that
you rushed in at top speed, I suppose?”
sald Lord Ifastwood.

“I—I As a mattah of fact, I—I

-did nmot know you were heah,” said Arthur

Augustus. “ I was wunnin’ aftah a couple
of feahful wottahs. I did not notice your
cah. I i

“Well, never mind,” said Lord Kastwood.
““ Fortunately, no harm is done, but I should
recommend you to look where you are gaing
in future.”

** Yaas, wathah, dad! I suppose vou have
come down to see me ? 7’ said Arthur Augustus.

The earl smiled grimly.

““Quite a mistake, Arthur. I have not.”

Ci Bllt 32

“I have come to see the Head.”

“Oh! But you have had my lettahs 2 ™

44 '&?‘es-lj

““And my wiahs 27

“ Certainly.”

““Then you know just how the mattah
stands ? 7’ |

“ Exactly.”

“Then I twust——="’

“Will your lordship please to follow me ?
said Binks, the buttons.

* Thank you!”

* But weally, fathah 4

Lord Tastwood gave his son a nod, and
walked away. The swell of St. Jim’s was left
looking after him in dismay.

" Bai Jove ! ” murmured I’Arcy.

“ This 1s
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wathah wotten. T weally do not undahstand
the governah at all.”

He ascended the stairs slowly to Study No. 6,
where he expected to find Blake. There was
a sound of chuckling in the study as the swell
of St. Jim’s approached it.

D’Arcy coloured.

He looked in at the open door. Iis study-
mates, Blake and Herries and Digby, were
there.

Tom Merry was with them, and the four
juniors were chuckling, and D’Arey had little
doubt that it was his collision with Jus
‘““ sovernor ' in the hall below that was the
cause of their merriment.

“ Hallo, here’s Gussy ! exclaimed Blake.
“ Look out!”

“My hat!” gasped Tom Merry, in great
alarm. ** Ion garde!”

Tom Merry seized the tongs from the graie ;
Blake snatched up a ericket-bat.  They set
their backs to the wall, as if terrified by a
fearful danger, but determined to sell their
lives dearly. Herries and Digby velled with
laughter, but Blake and Tom Merry only
looked alarmed.

Arthur Augustus surveyed them wrathfully.

" You uttah asses ” he began.

“ Keep oft!” shricked Tom Merry, bran-
dishing the tongs. “ Hands off!”

“ Stand back!” velled Bluke.

“We will defend ourselves to the bitter
end.”

" To the last

€c

gasp.”

And sell our lives dearly.”

You uttah chumps!”

Make 1t pax,” said Tom Merry. “ Other-
wise, we shall very likely faint with terror. I
feel 1t coming on.”

“So do I'!” gasped Blake. “I can read
slaughter in his eye and bloodshed in his eye-
¢lass. Sce me tremble!”

And he trembled so violently that his boots
clattered on the floor.

D’Arcy looked at him wrathfully. Even
D’Arcy could see that the juniors were
elaborately “ rotting ”” him.

I wegard you as a pair of uttah boundahs,”
he exclaimed. “ Howevah, I will make it
pax, as I have no time to thwash you now.”

Tom Merry gave a great gasp of relief, with

té

i

a sound like air eseaping from a punctured
tyre.
" Blake dropped the ericket-bat with a crash
to the floor, and staggered towards D Arcy,
and threw his arms round the elegant junior's
neck.

“Saved ! ” he sobbed.

“Oh, keep off, you ass!”

“Saved ! ”

“You uttah duffah!”

“Saved ! ”

“Saved!” panted Tom DMerry, and he
hurled the tongs into the grate, and also
clasped D’Arcy round the neck. * Saved!™

“Ow! Yawooh!”

“Spared ! ”

£s 1)

) Leggo ! | '

But we’re showing
tude i

“Yow! ILeggo!”

Arthur Augustus wrenched himself away.
His collar was crumpled, and his necktie
pulled out. He glanced at the sobbing
Juniors,

“You feahful wottahs!™

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“I should give you a feahful thwashin’ if
I had not made 1t pax. I wegard you as
wotten boundahs. But I am in an awkward
posish.”

“ More trouble?” sighed Tom Merry.
“ What 1s it now 2 ”

“ My governah has come down.”

“ Then everything in the garden 1s lovely.
You've only got to ask him for a fiver—or I
should male 1t a tenner, I think.” )

“Yaas, I thought it was all wight when
I saw him,” said D’Arcy. “ 1 thought he
had come down to give me a lecture, yosu
know, and then to hand out the tin. I
wouldn’t have minded the lecture, weally. I
think a chap ought to be willin’ to stand a
lecture evewy now and then fwom his
governah. It shows pwopah wespect.”

“ Hear, hear!”

““ But he hasn’t come down to see me,” said
Arthur Augustus. “ He’s gone in to see the
Head. He hasn’t come to see me at all. It
looks to me as if I shan’t get the fivah aftah
all, and I am short of money, you know.
What would you fellows advise a chap to do?
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The fellows all looked very serious.

“ Must see him,” said Blake, shaking lis
head. “Don’t let him escape withont an
interview ; that’s the important thing.”

" Yes, rather 27

1)’Arcy nodded.

“ But 1f he won't see me

“ Suppose we puncture the tyres of the
notor,” suggested Herries, *“ then he will be
delaved when he wants to go.”

““Bai Jove ! ” i

“Ass!” said Blake. ““ Do you think the
chauffeur will look on while we're puncturing
the blessed tyres ? ™

“H’m-! 1 forgot the shover.”

“We must capture him before he gets out
of the house,” said Tom Merry. ““ Suppose
we wait for him in the hall, and nobble him as
he comes out. If we could get a clothe%-]im.,
or something, I wouldn’t mind lassoing him.”

““ Pway doi’t be as ass, Tom Mewwy ! ”

“ Still, 1t’s a good idea to ambush him in
the hall, "' said Blake. * He's cgone down the
passage to-the Head’s study, I suppose ? ”’

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Well, we can wait for him at this end of
the passage, and step out when he comes by,”
said Blake. “ We can all step up and present
our respects, and hope he’s well, and then you
can gradually and diplomatically work the
conversation round to the subject of fivers.”

“Good! I wathah think that’s a good
ideah,” said D’Arcy. |

“ Then let’s go down. He mayn’t stay long
with the Head you know.”

. “Vewy well. I will change my collah, and
then I'll be weady.”

And ID’Arcy changed his collar, and the
juniors descended to keep watch and ward at
the end of the passage for Lord Eastwood.

22

THE THIRD CHAPTER
The Polite Letter-Writer

DH. Horymes, the Head of St. Jim’s, rose
to his feet, and greeted his noble visitor
very courteously. Lord Eastwood was a
governor of St. Jim’s, as well as an old
iriend of the doctor’s. Lord Eastwood was
also an old St. Jim’s fellow, and he had heen
through the old school as junior and senior

( 208

mm his fime; and perhaps lis recollection of
that time made him as lenient as he was
with his two hopeful sons there.

He sat down 1n one of the deep, comfortable
armchairs, after he had shaken hands with the
Head. Dr. Holmes was looking a little per-
plexed. He was glad to see Lord 1 jastwood,
but he could not guess to what reason to
assign the visit.

Lord Eastwood smiled gemally.

“1 was passing within two miles,” he
explamed, * and as I wished to consult you
about a certamn matter, I called m. It 18
about my son.”

““Ah, yes. Which son?”

* Arthur,” said Lord Kastwood, smiling
again, ‘ the elder. As for Wally, he is such a
young rascal that I have really given up
thinking of his reformation.”

The Head laughed.

" I must agree with you that D’Arcy minor
1S & young raqcal " hesaid. “ Heisreally only
wild, however : . there is nothing at all like
vice in him.”

“Oh, I am sure of that:
Arthur &

“D’Arcy major is one of my best juniors,
in most respects,” said the Head. ** There
are sometimes little difficulties, but I have no
fault to find with him.”

Lord ISastwood nodded.

“T am glad to hear you say so, doctor; but
I have a fault to find with him.”

“Indeed!”

“ He 1s very extravagant, I think, and care-
less with money.”

“Ahem ! ” Dr. Holmes coughed. “ Perhaps
that 1s really—er—due to his being provided
with more money than is really good for a
boy of his age.” .

** Possibly. Yet ”—Lord Eastwood paused
—“ I do not wish to stint my boys, and I amn
sure that Arthur would never put money to
any culpable use. IHe 1s simply extravagant,
and does not fully realise the value of :tt I
think. I have reccived from him several

and as for

applications for money of late, which throw

some light upon his point of view in the
matter.”
The earl opened a pocket-book, and took out
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As the footsteps came nearer Gussy stepped forward and bowed. The rest of the juniors moved with him.

“ Good afternoon, sir!” they said politely.

Binks, the School House page, stopped and stared at them

in blank astonishment. (See Chapler 4.)

several letters and telegraph forms, and laid
them on the Head’s writing-table. |
‘““T think they are interesting,” Lord IKast-
wood remarked.
The Head laughed quietly as he glanced
through the letters.
They were brief, but very much to the point.
The first one ran as follows:

“Study No. 6, School House, St. Jim’s,

| “ June 20th.

“ Dear Father,—I am extremely sorry to
say that the fiver is all gone. I took your
advice, for which I was very grateful, and
made it last as long as possible. If you would
be kind enough to send me another fiver, 1
will do the same again. Please tell Ethel not
to forget the white mice.

““ Your aftectionate son,
““ARTHUR AvucusTtus D’Arcy.”

( 209

“June 21st.
““ Dear Dad,—Just a line to mention that I
have not vet received the fiver.

*“ In haste, ArTHUR.”

“ June 22nd.

“ Dear Father,—I have not yet received
the fiver, so suppose that my letters have mas-
carried. Shall I inquire at the post-office
about them, or will you communicate with.
the Postmaster-General ?

“ Affectionately,
ARTHUR.”

“ June 23rd.

“ Dear Father,—Would you mind letting
me have the fiver by return of post, as 1 am
in debt at the tuckshop, and I owe Tom
Merry five shillings, and I think he needs the
money. Of course, I am not thinking of

\



myself ; but you have always told me to be
careful not to be in debt, and I am anxious to
get clear.

“Withlove toall, .

Then followed the telegrams.

““Fiver not received.—ARTHUR.”

“ Please answer wire.—ARTHUR.”

“Yery anxious. Hope not ill.—ArTHUR,”

Dr. Holmes laughed.

““Is that all ? 7 he asked.

“There were some more, I think,” smiled
Lord Eastwood. ‘“ Now, as Arthur had five
pounds last week, I think it is altogether too
soon for him to be out of money. I really
want him to learn the value and responsibility
of money.”

The Head pursed his lips.

“I should adwvise giving him less,” he re-
marked. “ Suppose you limit his pocket-
money to two shillings a week 2 ”

*“ Poor Arthur!”

“Or say to five shillings—that is very
liberal for a junior.”

“Quite so; but—-"

Lord Eastwood paused.

““The factis,” he said, “ that I am think-
ing of trying an experiment in the matter.
Instead of cutting short Arthur’s money,
I think I might teach him a greater sense
of responsibility by placing a larger sum in
his hands.”

ik ]'_ITITI.??

“1 think with a larger sum to handle he
might learn the lesson of frugality,”” said Lord
Ilastwood. *° In my experience I have always
observed that, among the poorer classes, im-
providence 1s always in proportion to lack of
money. The people who are most careless
with money are those who have very little, and
are uncertain of getting that little.”

‘“ That1s true of the poorer classes, hut——"

Arrtuur.”

““ In dealing with a poor man, the surest way -

to make him careful and thrifty is to give him
a regular income.”

““ Quite true ; but 22

“You do not think the same plan would
answer with regard to my son? Well, I am
thinking of trying it, unless you have any
objection.”

‘““Not at all,”’ said the Head with a smile.

( 210

“ But surely vou do not think of placing a
large sum in the lad’s hands 77

** Not exactlv : 1 should not do that,” =aid
Lord Eastwood. ** My idea is to give him a
bank account with a cheque-book.”

*“ Oh.”

“ In fact, T have already made arrangements
with my bankers for the purpose,” said Lord
Kastwood. *“1 have placed fifty pounds to
Arthur’s eredit, and I have brought a cheque-
book here for him. T have an idea that, find-
ing himself 1 this position, a greater sobriety
1 the use of money will come to him.”

“1 hope s0.”

“ You do not think g0 2 ”

“Well, 1t will be an interesting exper-
ment,” said Dr. Holmes 1 a non-committal
way. At all events, if the money 18 wasted,
1t will not be used for any bad object. You
can rest assured upon that point.”

Lord Iastwood glanced at his watch, and
rose to his feet.

““Then that is settled,” he remarked. 1
must hasten now, and I daresay your time 18
valuable, doctor. You will hand the cheque-
book to Arthur, and explain the matter to him,
will you not 2—at the same time adding any
little advice you think fit.”

** Certainly.”

““1 think the experiment will be a success—
at all events, we shall sce.”

* I truly hope so.”

Dr. Holmes rose to see his visitor out. Lord
Ilastwood did not go down the passage into the
School House again, but Dr. Holmes showed
him out by his private door. They shook
hands very cordially, and the earl mounted
into his car, and Dr. Holmes returned to his
study with a smile upon his face. The
Head of St. Jim’s did not think that Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy’s bank account was likely to
last very long.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
Gone 1

“ JOLLY long time!”
“Yaas, wathah

““ Look here, Gussy, you shouldn’t let your
governor get into these long-winded habits,”
said Blake, with a yawn. * How longis he

) .
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going to keep us waiting here, I wonder.”
(Y r 23
Yaas, I wondah.

Tom Merry looked at his watch.

“ We've been here a quarter of an hour,” he
remarked.

“ Bai Jove ! ”

“ Seems longer,” said Blake.

“ Yaas, wathah!?”

Tom Merry looked round the corner into the
passage. The juniors were waiting for Lord
Eastwood to come back, quite oblivious to the
fact that he had been shown out by a different
way. The interview in the Head’s study
seemed to them a very long one.  There was
no sign yet of the noble earl m the passage.

ey T
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towait,” said A
' &

Dighy yawu-
my.
“Better,”
saud Herries.
“We're all
short of
funds, and if
(Gussy can got
a fiver, 1t will
set the whole
study up.”

“Yaas, and

study. But the door was closed, and he crept
back.

““ Hasn't come out yet 2’ said Digby.

< No.”

“My hat! What a gift, to be able to jaw
all this time, in this hot weather,” saud
Herries. “I suppose 1t runs i Gussy's
family.”

“Weally, Hewwies

“You chaps waiting to catch mice, or
what 27 asked Kangaroo—Harry Noble, of
the Shell—as he came by with Clifton Daune
and Bernard Glyn.

“We're waiting to catch Gussy’s pater.”

“What are you going to do with him ?”
asked Glyn.

“Ha, ha!
Make  him
shell out.”

13

T w8
wathah!?”

‘“He's
been with
the Head

twenty-five
minutes
now,”  said
Blake, look-
mg at his
watch.

I owe Tom

“They're

Mewwy five 4,

the juniors crowded round as D’Arcy began to write the letter to

keeping 1t

. 2 3
bob, and pis covernor—a letter which was to express, in no measured terms, Uup, eh ?
Lowthah their opinion of Lord Eastwood’s conduct! (See Chapler 5). “Blessed
thwee——" if I know

“What are you chaps hanging about what they find to jaw about.”
here for?” demanded Monty Lowther, ““ Oh, Gussy’s sins, of course,” said Lrowther.
coming up with Manners.  {“ Anything “1f I had a son like Gussy, I should feel

ou?”’

“ Yaas, wathah!?”

“ Gussy’s governor’s with the Head,” said
Tom Merry. “ We're waiting for him. We're
all going to speak to him nicely, and he’s going
to fork out a fiver.”

“Good; T'll help!”

“What-ho!” said Manners.

And the seven juniors waited. They peeped
round the corner frequently, and once Tom

Merry stole down the passage and looked
round the next corner towards the Head's

(

awfully anxious about him.”
“Weally Lowthah——"

““ T should probably keep him on a chain, or
n a cage 4

“ Weally——"

“ Yes, rather,” agreed Manners. “ He must
be a fearful anxiety to his governor.”

“My governah -

“Must be a patient chap,’
solemnly. |

“TI always make 1t a point to show gweat
wespeet to my governah. I have only

sald Lowther
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diswegarded his instwuctions in one wespect.
He always impwesses upon me to be vewy
careful 1n the company I keep,” said D’Arcy.
" Howevah, I allow myself to stwetch a point
1 that wespect, as I don’t want to dwop you
fellows——"
“ Why, you ass——
“ You cheeky chump——
“You frabjous cuckoo
“ Weally, deah boys——"
“Bump him!”
“ I wefuse to be bumped
“Hold on!” exclaimed Tom Merry,
laughing. “ His noble governor may be along
any moment, and he mustn’t find us bumping
his hopeful son.”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy 2

“We'll let ham off with a caution this time,”
said Lowther. “ But——"

“Hark!”

“ He’s coming.”

Footsteps were approaching down the
passage. Tom Merry dragged back Digby,
who was about to put his head round the
corner.

“Hold on!” he said. “ Don’t stare, you
know. His lordship ought to happen on us
here, quite by chance——"

“Ha, ha! Good!?”

“ Quet, then.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Order!”

“I will step out as soon as the governor
appwoaches,” said D’Arcy. “ You fellows can
all step out aftah me, and back me up. All
‘say ‘ good-afternoon ’ at once.”

“ Good-afternoon at once,” said Lowther.

" Pway don’t be an ass, deah boy. Weady? ”

“ Quite.”

The footsteps came quickly on.

. Just as they reached the corner D’Arcy
stepped forward.

The juniors all stepped after him.
 Good-afternoon, sir! ”’

A plump face and a plumper form in buttons
loomed up before the juniors. Binks, the
School House page, stopped as he came round
the corner, and stared at the crowd of juniors
in blank astonishment.

“My ’at!* he muttered.

2

L

B

12

Tom Merry & Co. turned red.

* Binks!”

“Ho!” said Binks. “1I say

“ BaiJove! 1It’sthatwascal Binks, and not
my governah at all,” said D’Arcy in disgust.
“ Weally, Binks, I wegard you as an
mopportune ass.”

And the juniors looked annoyed. They felt
absurd in having wasted that concerted
salutation upon so unimportant a person as
Binks.

Binks grinned.

“Ho!” he remarked. “ You was waiting
here for Lord Eastwood, Master D’Arcy 2

“Yaas, wathah!”

Binks chuckled.

“Ho!” he said.

“Well,” exclaimed Tom Merry, * what’s
the matter with you, Binks? Got a pain
iside 2

*Ho - No."

“ Then what are you cackling about 2 ”

“ Ho! - You was waiting for his nibs,” said
Binks chuckling again. ““ Ho!”

“ Is he coming 2

~Hol+ No**

" Well, we shall have to wait,” said Herries.
“ Clear off, Binks.”

* Suttingly.”

“ Yaas, wathah! You are an inopportune
ass, Binks. Pwayv buzz off.”

“Werry well, but &

* Oh, don’t jaw, deah boy; twavel off.”

“ But——"

“ Pway bunk.”

“Ho! Werry well,” said Binks. But Tom
Merry caught him by the shoulder as he turned
away grinning, and swung him back.

* What were you going tosay ? ”” demanded
the hero of the Shell suspiciously. “ What’s
the joke, anyway ? ”

“Ho! If you don’t want to hear——

“But we do want to hear. Go ahead.”

“Well, then,” said Binks, grinning, it
ain’t any good waitin’ for Lord Eastwood,
that’s all, Master Merry.”

“Wats ! ” said D’Arcy. .

“ But why isn’t it any good ? ” demanded
Tom Merry.

“He’s gone ! ”

> h 12
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The juniors all stared at Binks. The
School House page chuckled cheerfully. He
ovidently regarded the matter as quite
humorous.

“ Imposs.,” cjaculated D’Arcy.
heen waitin' heah all the time.”

“We've

“He couldn’t have passed——" began
Manners.
“Oh!” =aid Binks. * You sce, he went

out the other way.”

“Oh!”

“The "Ead showed im hout by Ius own
door into the quadrangle.”

‘s O]l ! 22

“ How long has he been gone ? ™
]JIJ-&U
\'mut ten minutes, Master Blake.”

il O ! #

“ The car may not be out of the gates vet,”
panted Blake. “ Come on—we may catch
him yet! I’ut your beef into 1t£!”

And the juniors dashed helter-skelter out
of the School House.

There was no sign of the motor-car in the
quadrangle. But the gates were open, and
the juniors tore across td them. They dashed
out mto the road.

Far away down the road was a cloud of dust ;
ingering 1n the summer air was a smell of
petrol.  From the distance came a faint
sound :

Zap-zip !

Lord Eastwood was gone !

howled

THE FIFTH CHAPTER
A Severe Letter

' B.-u Jove ! ”
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy looked after
the. disappearing cloud of dust.
He adjusted his monocle and looked after

1t again. But Lord Iastwood was gone.
"Bal Jove! 1 wegard that as wotten!”
he quid :

Rotten 1sn’t the word,” said Blake, 1n great

disgust. ‘ Fancy a chap ‘who has a seat in the
House of Lords dodging us like that! I

must say that Lord Iastwood—well, I will

respeet Gussy’s feelings as a son, and 1 won't

say what 1 think.”
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zaid Tom Merry, with a
*1 can’t call this playing

““Same here,”
shake of the head.
the game.”

“ Rather not.”

* (ussy ]md better write to him,” surgested
Kangaroo. “ He can point out that the St.
Jim'’s {L-lloua don’t like this sort of thing, and
we'll sign the letter.”

“Good egg!?”

Arthur Au;juu*u*; D’Arcy nodded.

4 Yﬂ as, wathah ! T ecan’t have the governah
*‘fom on like that, you know,” he' remarked.

‘1 believe in a chap being patient with his
pater, but there comes a time w]mn he must
put his foot down.”

‘“ Hear, hear!” V3L B

“ Hallo, cockey!” said D’Arcy minor, as
the juniors turned back into the quad. ** Did
you sce the pater ? ™

“Weally, Wally—"~ |

“ He dodged us,” said Tom Merry indig-

antly. “ While we were waiting at one door,
he went out by another.”

‘Wally D’Arcy chuckled.

“Just like yeu chaps,” he remarked. .
“ Sorry I didn’t see you, Gussy. Istopped the
pater just as he was getting into the car.”

“ Any result ? ”’ asked Kangaroo, with a grin.

Wally held up a pound note.

““My hat!” said Blake, with a whistle,

“Bai Jove! And I——"

“You've got nothing ?

“ Nothin’, “deah boy. A

“Well, halve es,” qald Wally. " “ Let’s change
this quld, and you shdll have half, old man.
Share and share ‘alke.”

““Weally, Wally, that is wathah wippin’ of
you, and I will accept your offah, as I am
stonay,” ;aitl D’Arcy. * Mrs.,” Tagules will
change it.’

Two youths of the Third Form who were
with D’Arcy minor stared at him blankly as
he made hig major tlmt generous offer.

“You young ass !’ :1spml Jameson. “ If
you want to go halves, you can 8o, halves with
me.

“Or with me,”
equal! heat.
barred.” ,

“ Weally, Gibson, if you allude to me as a
chump "

\ .

2

1) e

said Curly Gibson, with
6 3 '
Fourth-Form chumps are
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“ Look here. Wally
“You travel,” said Wally. “I'm sharing
this with Gus. If you chaps like to come to
tlw tuckshop, I'll stand ginger-pop and tarte.”
“Oh, all nght!” said Jameson and Gibson
together.

And the party adjourned to Dame Taggles’s
little establishment.

There the pound note was changed, and
half of 1t duly handed over to Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy ; and as the weather was very warm,
and the juniors thirsty, a considerable amount
of 1t was immediately expended 1n ginger-pop
and lemonade.

Wally chuckled over his foaming glass.

“ You must have been a chump to miss the
pater, Gus,” he remarked. * He was in an
awfully good temper, and he might have been
worth a fiver or a tenner to vou.”

*“ It was weally Tom Mewwy who was to
blame, }*on see i

“IBh ? What's that 7?7 said Tom Merry.

“You wemembah you were waitin’ at the
_r:lnl of the passage s
"So were you.”

“Yaas, but I was waitin’
were %

“ Well, I was waiting because Blake was—"

“1 was waiting because Gussy was,” saud
DBlake, with a grin. ** Of course, 1t was all
(1H-*-1" fault from bezrm.nnrr to end.”

“ Weallv, Blake
il £ ]oll}r well always 1s,’

“ Weally, Hewwies &

“We might have gone thirsty all the
afternoon, but for Wally,” said Digby indig-
nantly. “ Nice state of things, when we have
to depend on a Third-Form scallawag for a
drink in hot weather.”

“ Weally, Dig
" “Oh, come and get that letter written!”
exclaimed Lowther. * Lord Eastwood has
simply passed the limit this time, and I think
we ought to point it out to him.”

* Yaas, wathah; but——"

“If youre done guzzling,

22

because you

said Herries.

Gussy, come

Ull

**T have had only one glass——"

“8So have 1,” =a1d Lowther.
“ Weally, Lﬂwthah———'
“ It was filled several tinies,

but 1t was only

(214

one glass—the same glass all the time,”
Lowther explained claborately.

“ Oh, dnu t be funny, Lowther !’ " 1mplored
Blake. * Not in hot weather, you know.’

" Look here i

“ Oh, come on!” exclaimed Tom Merry,
dragging  Lowther away. “ Let's get the
letter w ritten, and we can catch the 11n=~t with
1t. It goes in a quarter of an hour.”

]{lght hol~

And the juniors walked over to the School
House, and adjourned to the junior common-
room, there to write the letter.

D’Arcy sat down at the table, and drew
pen and paper towards him.

He jammed bhis monocle into his eye, and
gl}.m'nd the end of the pen-handle, these
apparently being indispensable preliminaries
to writing the letter.

The other fellows «tood round to help.

* Go 1t Guﬂv ' said Tom DMerry en-
mumﬂmﬂlv “ You ought to write the lf‘ttL‘I,
you kuﬁw, and we’ll all sign our names.’

" Yaas, wathah ! DBut how shall I beain 27

“Tt’s a good idea to be*’rln at the hn"ummu,"
said Monty Lowther. “Tt’s an old-fashioned
custom, but it’s good.”

“ Weally, Lowthah

“ Still, you might begin at the middle, or
you might tncLIc it at the end if you found 1t
conme easler.”’

“ Weally

“ Suppose you start with ° Your affectionate
son, Gustavus,” then you could get on to ° 1
hope the dog is quite well,” and work your way
back to ‘ Dear Pater,” ”’ said Lowther, in his
blandest tone.

“ 1 wefuse to w’ite the lettah if Lowthah is
goin’ to be funnay. The weathah 1s too hot
for me to stand Lowthah’s jokes.”

““ Hear, hear!”

“They muzzle dogs in this hot weather,”
Blake said, in a reflective way. ‘I wonder
1f we could try the same dodge with Lowther.”

*“ Hear, hear!”’

“ Ass!” said Lowther.

23

“Piflle!”
““ Look herc
“Order!?”
“Silence for the letter-writer!”

)

“What I say

1S
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As D’Arcy strugeled in the grasp of the juniors, ped 1re _
picked it up and gasped in his amazement. “ My hat! A cheque book !” * It's minge—you uttah asses!”

roared D’Arcy.

“Good! The complete letter-writer for-
ward,” grinmed Tom Merry. * Go 1t, Gussy,
and if Lowther jaws again, T'll sit on his
head.”

“Vewwy well, I wathah think that ‘ Deah
Patah,” or ‘* Deah Governah ’ will sound a bit
too gentle,” said D’Arcy reflectively. I
think that undah the circs., I ought to be
wathah stiff. I don’t want to scem to come
wound too casily.” '

“ Quite right.”

“ At the same time, I shouldn't like to be
diswespectful—that would be aw'fly bad
form,” D’Arcy said anxiously. “1 despise a
chap who speaks of his pawents ciswespect-
fully.” '

“Yes, rather!”

the cheque-book dropped from his pocket. Digby

(See Chapter 0.)

“You ought to strike the medium, some-
how,” Blake remarked.

“That’s 1t!” exclaimed Lowther. * Hit
the medium, as the chap did at the spiritual-
istic seance, you know.”

“Order !

“ Yes, shut up, Lowther, old chap. Sup-
posing you begin ‘Dear Sir’ ¢ suggested
Manners.

“Too formal,” said Tom Merry.

“Well, ‘ Respected Sir,” then——"

“ Yaas, that sounds wespectful, and at the
same time it’s not too chummay,” remarked
Arthur Augustus. “‘ Wespected Sir " 1s about
wight. What do you fellows say ! *

“Good!”’

“ First chop.”

°15 )



“ Vewy well ; that goes, then.”

And the swell of St. Jim's commenced the
letter with “ Respected Sir.” Then he stopped.
He had made a beginning, at the beginning as
Lowther had suggested: but the letter
threatened to stop at that point.

“Well, get on,” said Digby.

“Yaas, wathah ; but i

“ That’s not enough.”

“Oh, no!” said Blake seriously.
would be altogether too concise.”

“ Weally, Blake i

D’Arcy chewed the handle of his pen and
did not finish. The juniors watched him with
interest. They made several suggestions, but
as’ D’Arcy was not listening to them, the
suggestions did mnot interrupt his train of
thought.

His pen began to move at last.

Tom Merry & Co. watched him as he wrote,
and read the words over his shoulders.

““ Respected Sir,—I am very sorry to be
compelled to call your attention to the fact
that I-—and a considerable number of fellows
here—do not consider that you have been
playing the game.’ ”

“Good!”

“Very nicely put.”™

“Goit!”

“On the ball!”

D’Arcy’s pen was travelling over the paper
now that 1t had once started.

“ “I desire to respectfully point out that I
had no hand in inducing Mr. Winston Churchill
to bring in the Budget, and so I strongly
object to my pocket-money being cut short
on that account. I waited to see you as you
left the Head, with some of my friends, and
we were greatly surprised and disappointed
when we missed you. Blake thinks that you
dodged us on purpose g |

“ Yes, rather ! ” said Blake.

“ And Tom Merry says it isn’t playing the
game.”

‘““ Hear, hear ! ” said Tom Merry.

““ T therefore wish you to reflect on this

“That’s what the governah always says
when he gives me a lecture,” sald Arthur
Angustus, looking up. “Tt sounds vewy
impressive, and I suppose it’s all wight.”

“ Right as rain.”

“ That

“ And upon reflection you may decide 1n a
way calculated to afford more satisfaction to
your affectionate father 5

“That's how he goes on,” said D’Arcy.
“It's a vewy good sentence, and only wants
altewin’ a hittle to swit the occasion.”

“HBa, hatl”

“*T've got an idea, though,” said Digby.
“Why not shove the letter into the third
person, Gussy ? It sounds more dignified.”

D’Arcy nodded thoughtfully.

“ Yaas, . there's something i that. My
taillah wiites to me i the third person when
he wants his money vewy badly. Itsoundsas
if you're on your dig., and mean bizney.”

“Yes, rather! ™’

“Good egg ! 7 said Tom Merry. ** Write 1t
out again i the third person, Gussy.”

“Vewy well.”

“ Then we'll all sign 1t, and 1t can go by the
next collection.”™

“Good!”

D’Arcy took a fresh sheet of paper, gnawed
his pen thoughtfully, and started agan.
The complete letter was quite imposing :

- ** Respected Sir,—A. A. D’Arcy, lisquire,
is sorry to be compelled to point out the fact
that he, and a considerable number of fellows
here, do not consider thet Lord Kastwood
has been playing the game. He wishes to
respectfully observe that he had no hand m
inducing Mr. Churchill to bring in the Budget,
and that it 1s not cricket to cut short s
pocket-money on that account. The afore-
said A. A. D’Arcy and the other fellows
mentioned hereafter waited to see Lord
Iastwood as he—Lord Eastwood—left the
Head, and were greatly surprised and dis-
appointed  when he and they mussed him.
J. Blake, Esquire, thinks that Lord Eastwood
dodged him and them on purpose, and
Thomas Merry, Esquire, 1s of opinion that 1t
isn’t playing the game. He and they there-
fore wish him to reflect on this, and upon
reflection he may act in a way calculated to
afford more satisfaction to his afiectionate

son. So no more at present from
“ARTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY.
“J. BLAKE.
“ARTHUR DIGBY.
“G. HERRIES.
)



“H. MANNERS.

“ MONTAGUE LOWTHER.
“ TOM MERRY.

s II. NOE’LE

“ CLIFTON DANL,

| “ B. GLYN.”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy surveyed the letter
with considerable satisfaction.

“ T wathah think that’s good,” he remarked.

“Jolly good [

“Ripping ! ”

*“ Gorgeous | 7

“You don’t think I’ve becen wathah too
secvere with him, you fellows ¢ 7 asked Arthur
Augustus, a little anxiously.

““Not a bit of 1£.”

“Too geuntle, if anything.”

“You haven’t said anything about passing
the limit; and that’s what he’s really done,
you know.”

“I think it just meets the case; not too
centle, and not too severe,”” said Herries.

*Of course, 1t will make him feel a bit
uneasy when he knows that a lot of fellows
in the IFourth Form and the Shell here are
down on him.”

*“ That’s just what we want.”

*“ Iixactly.”

“Yaas, wathah; I think it will do,” said
Arthur Augustus, as he addressed an envelope.
"I shouldn’t like to be too severe on the
governah, but I weally must point out things
to him. This lettah is just the thing.”

He sealed the letter in an envelope and
looked at his watch,

“ Iive minutes to the collection,” he re-
marked. * Heaps of time. I'll wun and post
1t myself.”

And he hurried out of the School House and
walked across to the school letter-box near
the gates, and duly posted the letter.

Binks, the page, looked into the junior
common-room a minute after Arthur Augustus
had left it.

“ Master D’Arcy here 2 ” he asked.

*“ He’s just gone out. He'll be back in a
minute,” said Tom Merry.

“ The ’Iad wants him.”

[ £ Oh | L}

“In his study at once, please,” said Binks,
and departed.

Tom Merry & Ceo. looked serious.

‘“ The noble lord can’t have been complain-
ing about Gussy, surely,” said Monty Lowther.
“ Is he in for a carpeting, I wonder 2 ™

“I hope not.”

“ Looks like it, though.”

“ Anything w’ong, deah boys ?” asked
Arthur Augustus, entering the common-
room, and observing the serious looks of his
chums.

““ The Head wants you in his study.”

“Bai Jove ! ”’ |

“I hope it’s all right, Gussy |

“I supose the governah has been sayin’
somethin’,” said D’Arcy resignedly. “ I am
wathah glad I've witten a wathah stiff
lettah now.” .

“We'll come and see you through,” said
Tom Merry.

And the whole party accompanied Arthur
Augustus to the passage and waited there
while he went on to the Head’s study and
tapped at the door. They heard the deep
voice of the Head from within the room.,

“Come inl”

D’Arcy opened the door and went in. The
door closed behind him, and he disappeared
from the gaze of his anxious chums.

Tom Merry & Co. listened with all their
cars. It might be a lecture that D’Arcy was

- booked for, or 1t might possibly be a caning ;

and they listened for the voice of the swell of
St. Jim’s raised 1n angwish. But they did not
hear 1t. : |
They ventured close enough to the door to
hear a faint murmur of voices within the
study, but that was all.
Whatever D’Arcy was getting, 1t was not a

licking, and the juniors were somewhat

relieved to know that.  They wondered
what 1t was ; bub in their wildest conjectures
they never guessed anything like the truth.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER
The Cheque-Book

rRTHUR AuGustuS D’ARrcy entered the
Head’s study with sccret misgivings.
Lord Iastwood’s visit to St. Jim's, and
his departure without an interview with
his son, boded 1ill. The swell of the school
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Blagg, the Rylcombe postman, sat on a bench with his legs stretched out and a foaming tankard on the

mlsb

table before him.
containing Gussy’'s letter to Lord Eastwood.

b

House made up his mind for a “ wigging,
and he determined to go through with it
without allowing it to disturb the repose
which stamps the caste of Vere de Vere.

Dr. Holmes glanced at the junior, as le
stood before him with his eyes respectfully
downcast, but with a stiffening of the back
which showed that he guessed what was
coming, and was prepared to endure it with
fortitude. ‘

“Ab, D’Arcy,” said the Head.
Eastwood has paid me a visit i

“ Yaas, sir.”

*“ On your account, D’ Arcy.”

“So I supposed, sir. I twust my patah has
no complaints to make ?” said the swell
of St. Jim’s firmly.

“ Unfortunately he has.”

“ Lord

“ About me, sir 7
ANk

“You are quite sure Lie was not wefewwin’

218

The crowd of juniors came up, panting as they looked eagerly for the postbag
The bag was nowhere to be seen!

(Sce Chapler 7.)

to my youngah bwothah Wally 2?7 asked
D’Arcy.

Dr. Holmes smiled.

“T am quite sure, D’Arcy. Lord Eastwood
considers you extravagant, and careless with
money.”’

D’Arcy looked surprised.
*“Bai Jove! I am weally astonished, sir.

I made my last fivah last me neahly a week.”

“ Indeed.”

“Yaas, wathah, sir. My governah 1m-
pwessed upon me that I must be careful
with 1t, and 1t lasted exactly six days, sir.”

“H’'m! Well, his lordship wishes to teach
you a lesson in—in thrift and carefulness
with money,” said the Head. “ He there-
fore - .

““He hasn’t left a fiver with you to give
me, sir 2’ -

*“ Certainly not !”

“Oh! Is bhe going to send me one ? 7

)
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“I thiuk not.”

D’Arcy looked dismayed

“Bai Jove! Then I shall have nothin’
till my allowance is due again!”

** I think your allowance will cease, D’Arcy.”

“Gweat Scott ! 7

“Instead of that, Lord Eastwood has
lecided to give vou a bank account and a
cheque-book, hoping that this system will
teach you cconomy and greater care of
money.”’

D’Arcy almost jumped.

More than once he had explained to his
father that a cheque account would be
extremely useful to him, and save a great
deal In postage-stamps.

Lord Iastwood had always smiled at the
suggestion. |

Arthur Augustus could scarcely believe his
ars NOW.

* Bai Jove, sir! 77 he ejaculated.

“ Now, D Arcy, vou will see that this is
placing a great responsibility upon you,”
sald Dr. Holmes. “ You will see that you
must not be careless or extravagant, and make
this experiment a failure, and disappoint your
father.”

* Certainly, sir ! ”

“You must not yield to any desire to
squander money, or buy things which arc
useless ; or, indeed, to be careless of your
account 1n any way.”

1 shall be vewy careful, sir.”

* Here 1s your cheque-book. TLord Tast-
wood has placed fifty pounds to your credit
with his own bankers.”

" BalrJove! Fifty pounds

“That is the sum. You will see it entered
in the pass-box. The cheque-book contains
sixty cheques—as, naturally, the cheques
you will draw will be for small amounts,”

“Oh, yaas |’

“ His lordship didl not specify any particu-
Jar length of time.which the money is to
Jast,” pursued the Head. “ But you will
understand that such a sum must last you a
long time. A year at least, I should say.”

* Oh, 1t will last an awf'ly long time!”
sald D’Arcy confidently., *“ I don’t suppose I
shall have spent it all by the time I leave
ot. Jim’s,”

'H‘

The Head smiled. -

“T hope that will prove to be correct,
D’Arcy. Take care of your cheque-book,
and mind that 1t does not pass out of your
own hands. Take care of the money, and do
not be reckless. You may go.”

“Thank you vewy much, sir,”

And Arthur Augustus left the study.

He walked down the passage as if he
were walking on air. '

Arthur Augustus had always had plenty
money all his Jife, and was seldom short
of 1t, and then only temporarily. But he had
never possessed such a sum as fifty pounds—
and a cheque-book.

The cheque-book was, as he would have
said, stunning.

He put his hand into his pocket twice in
half a minute to feel 1t, and make sure that it
was really there.,

Tom Merry & Co. looked relieved as they
saw him. The manner of the swell of St.
Jim’s was a suflicient indication that he had
not been “ ragged.”

“ Well 77" demanded Blake.

“Well, deah boy.”

- Have you been carpeted ? ” :

* Not at all.,”

“Jawed 77

£ ND'!T

“ Any impots ? ”’ .

“ Certainly not.”

" Then what did the Head want you for ?
demanded five or six voices together.

“ Oh, only a little mattal of bizney,” said
D’Arcy negligently. * My patah left my
cheque-book with him, that’s all.” ~=

o O g e

“ My patah left my cheque-book with him
to be given to me.”

“ Your what ¢ 7

*“ Cheque-book.”

The juniors stared at D'Arcy. He spoke
quite coolly, as if he had been in possession of
dozens of cheque-books from dis ecarliest
years. -

“Oh, come off ! ” said Blake, at last.

“Draw it mild.”

" Cheese 1t !

1 s Y:J:u can’t pull our legs like that, you
{NOW.
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“ Weally, deah boys

“ Look here, what did the Head want 2 ”
demanded Monty Lowther.

“ What did your pater come down for ? ”

“ What’s the row, anyway 2 ”

I have alweady informed you, deah boys.
My patah came down to hand my cheque-
book to Dr. Holmes.”

' Blake snorted.

“ This 1sn’t the first time Gussy has started

in business as a funny man,” he said ; “ but
I suggest that it should be thc last.”

% Hear, hear!”

“ Bump hm!?”

“ Weally, you know ?

“ Bump the chump !”

* Weally—hands—oft—yow ! |

A dozen hands fastened upon Arthur

Augustus D’Arcy. He was rushed backwards
to the wall and jammed against it, and pinned
there helplessly.

“Now, then, tell us the truth before we

bump you ! ” exclaimed Tom Merryv. ““ What
cud the Head want vou for 2 *’

T Owl”

Arthur Augustus wriggled in the grasp

of the juniors. But he could not get away.
“* Answer, vou ass—no rot ! ”

“Ow! Pway welease me! You are wump-
lin’ my clothes feahfully. My collah is gettin’
s:mpl} cwushed.”

“ Then

“ Explain.”

“ Bump him !

“Hold on, deah Dbovs.
me to

“Well, to what 2 ”

“To hand me my cheque-book.”

" Why, there he goces arrdm'
Blake, exasperated. °

“ Ow—yow ! ”

Bump !

“Yawooh!”

Bump! ,

“Yowp!”

" Once more ! ”* exclaimed Dighy. * Now—
my word, what’s that 2 ”’

The cheque-book had fallen from D’Arcy’s
pocket as he was humped. Dighy picked it
up 1n astonishment.

]

The Head sent for

exclaimed
1 313

Bnmp him !

-

“(reat Scott!” exclaimed Tom Merry.
“What's that 27

"~ A blessed cheque-book.”

“My hat!”

“It’s m-m-my cheque-book!”
D’Arcy., “ You uttah asses ! ”

The juniors, in their astonishment, released
the sweli of St. Jim’s, and he staggered to his
feet, dusty and dishevelled and wrathful.

gasped

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER
Too Late !

Tml Merry & Co. stared blankly at the
cheque-book. Digby held it aloft {or
all to see. There 1t was—a fat cheque-books
plain for all eyes to see.
‘ My only hat ! ” ejaculated Monty Lowther
at last. ““ Then it’s true ! ”’
*“ Looks like 16! ”
“ It’s a cheque-book.”
"“ A real cheque-book.”
“ Where did you*get 1t, Gussy ?
D’Arcy dusted his ]ac]\en with a cambric
handkerchief, and sniffed.
“I have alweady informéd you that it 1s
my cheque-bool,” he said.
*“ But ‘
“ My governah left it with the Head for
me =
“ But
* He has I‘JIJCE(]. ﬁfty pounds to my cwedit
in the County and Town Bank.”
“ Great Scott ! ”
“ And that’s the cheque-book ?”
“My word ! ”’
There was no doubting 1t now:
It was a real cheque-book, and 1t really
belonged to Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.
The swell of St. Jim’s dusted himself down,
and readjusted his collar, and put his monocle
into his eye, and surveyed the astomshed
Juniors laftlly
Digby opened the cheque-book and turned
the leaves over.
“ About fifty of them,” he remarked.
“ Sixty, deah boys.”
“And you can draw on as much money as
you hke 27
“Yaas, up to fifty pounds.”
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 Walk up, deah boys! Pway don't stint yourselves!” said D’Arcy, and the juniors set to with 2 will

Mrs. Murphy had never been so busy in her life; even her large stock soon showed signs of petering out. Jam

tarts, cream puffs, currant cakes, and pork pies diseppeared at an amazing rate, while ginger-pop

and lemonade gurgled merrily from dozens of opened bottles.  Arthur Augustus surveved the scene with 2

happy smile 3 there wias no doubt that all the fellows were enjoyving the feast he wus standing them,
(See f:ﬂ'.";i'f‘fr‘!‘ O.)



“ My hat!”
“Well, this 1s ripping ! ” exclaimed Blake.
24 must say that your gov ernor has played
up decently this tlmc, aussy.”’
““ Yaas, wathah.”
“Sorry we bumped you; but it doesn’t
matter.”
“I wegard 1t as mattewin’
My clothes are w umpled
““ Never mind.”
““ My collah 1s quite soiled.”
*“ Blow the collar ! Look here, the best thing
we can do is to get to the tuckshop, and let
Mrs. Taggles have the first cheque.”
“Good egg ! '
“ Ripping idea ! ™
D’Arcy nodded genially.
“ Quite wight. deah boys

a gweat deal.

We——"

“By Jove!” exclaimed Tom Merry,
suddenly. “ The letter!”
“Thit

“The letter! ”

“What letter 2 ”

“The letter to Lord Iastwood.”

“ Phew ! .

“ Bai Jove ! 7
- “We've accused him of not playing the
game, and given him a fearful dressing, and all
the time he was fixing this up with the Head ! ”
exclaimed Tom Merry, in dismay.

‘““ Bai Jove ! ”

“ It's beastly unlucky,” said Blake.

D’Arcy looked greatly concerned. He had
forgotten the letter to his father in the
excitement of getting the cheque-book.

He wrinkled his aristocratic forehead
thoughtfully.

“It’s wotten!” he said. “The governah
won't know I w'ote that lettah before I got the
cheque-book, and he’ll think me an ungwateful
beast, you know ! ”’

“ Sure to.

“ We must get the letter back ! exclaimed
Tom Merry.

Blake shrugged his shmlhlr- s hopelessly.

“Too late,” he said. “ We couldn’t fish it
out of the box, anyway, and it's collected
now. The collection’s gone a good ten
minutes.”

“Bar Jove, we must do
exclaimed D’Arcy, in great distress.

somethin’,”
“It's

wotten! I would give nm'ihm to gct that
wotten lettah hack again.’

“Yes, rather!”

“The post may not have gone yet; you
know, the collection’s sometimes late,” said
Kangaroo, hopefully. * If it hasn’t gone, and
we interview the postman, we may be able to
get him to give 1t back.”

“It’s agamst the law,” said Manners.

“Yes, but the postman knows us—knows
Grussy’s writing.”

“ Let's twy ! 7 said D’Arey.

And he ran off, with the rest after him, at
top speed to the letter-box in the school wall
near the gates.

The sight of ten juniors rushing out of the
School House at top speed attracted, natur-
ally, a certain amount of attention. Fcllows

called out to Tom Merry & Co. to inquire what
was up, but they received no answer. Skim-
pole, of the Shell, tried to stop D’Arcy by
catching at one of his buttons, in the objection-
nblc way Skimpole had, but the swell of St.
Jim’s was not to he delayed just then,

“Pway don’t stop me, deah boy!” he
panted. ““ I'm in a huwwy.”
.o Bllt 22

“ Pway get out of the way.’

* It’s rather an Jmportunt matter I want
to speak about,” said Skimpole, catching at
D’Arcy as he ran. *° You see, I'm now doinﬂ'
the final chapter of my book on Socialism.”

“Buzzofi!”

“ Really

D’Arcy gave the amateur Socialist of St.
Jim’s a gentle push, and Skimpole sat down in
the quad.

1D’ Arcy stumbled over him, and then ran on,
and each of the juniors as va passed trod
carcfully upon Skimpole.

The genius of the Shell lay m a dazed
state, w umlormrr whether he was in the middle
of a ]hutmuhrly severe carthquake, till the
last of the juniors had passed.

Then he sat up, and blinked after them
t]n'nnrrh his big spectacles.

* Dear me !’ he murmured. |
Tom Merry & Co., laughing as they ran,
dashed on towards the gates. |
They reached the letter-box.




But a glance at it told that they were

too late.

The collection had been made.

They halted, panting.

*“It’s gone ! said Tom Merry.

“We mayn’t be too late to catch the
postman,” said Blake. *‘Taggles! Hallo,
Taggles!  Turn your beautiful face this
way ! ”

Tageles, the school porter, turned his face
towards them. It was not a beautiful face—
that was Blake's little joke. As a matter of
fact, Taggles was frowning.

“ Have you scen the postman, Taggy 77
asked Blake.

“ Yes, Master Blake.”

“ Has he been gone long ? 7

“ About five mimutes.”

“ There’s a chance vet !’
Merry. * After him!”

The juniors dashed out mto the road.

They knew that the postman went towards
Iylcombe after collecting at St. Jim's, and
there was a chance of overtaking him on the
road. If the letter was still in his bag there
was no reason why Blagg should not hand it
out. 1t was not as if the juniors were strangers
to him. He knew D’Arcy, and knew D’Arcy’s
writing, and it was possible that he would
stretch a pomt i the elegant junior’s favour.
At all events, the chance was worth trying.

The juniors streamed down the lane at a
Iun.

“We'll make him give 16 up!” grinned
Bernard Glyn. * There are enough of us to
cat him,.1f he doesn’t.” '

* Yaas, wathah!”

““ Hallo, here he
Merry.

He had caught sight of the postman.

By the side of the road, at some distance
from the school, was a little hedge inn, and on
the bench outside, under a big oak tree, they
could see the postman sitting. Blage was
taking a rest. The afternoon was hot, and
the road was dusty, and Blagg evidently
considered himself entitled to rest and
refreshment.

He sat on the bench with his legs stretched
out and a foaming tankard ‘of ale in front of
him on the wooden teble. His bag was not to

exclaimed Tom

15! exclaimed Tom

! T L
PRy

he scen, and the juniors guessed that 1t was n

the mn.
The crowd of juniors came up panting.

“ Good-afterncon, Blage!” said Tom
b} oo
Merry.
* Good-afternoon, Master Merry,” saud

Blagg. * It’s 'ot, sir.”

* 1 should say s0,”” agreed Tom Merry. * 1
say, vou chaps, we may as well have some-
thing to drink. Who says ginger-pop ? "

“ Ginger-pop ! 7 said nme voices, with
singular unanimity.

“ Ginger-pop it 18.  You don't mind us
sitting at vour table, Mr. Blagg ? 7

“ Honoured, sir,” said Blagg.

“ Thanks.”

“It’'s ‘ot!” said the Rylcombe postman,
emptying his tankard and gazing at 1t
longinely.  *“ You get very thirsty this
weather, Master Merry.”

“Yes, rather!  Order the ginger-pop,
Monty."

*“ Right-ho !

“ And ale for Mr. Blagz. You'll drink with
us, Mr. Blagg ?”

* Thank you kindly ; I will.”

And he dud.

Blagg drank ale, and the juniors ginger-pop,
with great friendliness. The tankard was soon
emptied, and Tom Merry ordered 1t to be
refilled again. Blagg was in the highest good-
humour by this time. The ale was good, and
1t had a mellowing effect, and Blagg could not
have felt more obliging than he did at that
moment.

It was evidently a good time to tackle him
about the letter.

“1 suppose you've made the collection at
St. Jim’s ?” Tom Merry remarked, as he
sipped s ginger-pop.

* Oh, yes ! 7 said Blagg.

“ Bat Jove ! Did you notice a lettah among
the othahs m my witin’, Blagg?” asked
Arthur Augustus D’Acry. |

Blagg smiled.

“ There was a good many letters, Master
D’Arey,” he saud.

“ Well, Gussy's one was there,” Tom Merry
ovscrved.

* 1f 1t was there, I collected 1t,” said Blagg.
“You needn’t be afraid about your letter,

)



Master D’Arcy.
“Yaas, but
“Your tankard’s

Tom Merry.

another ? "’

*Thank you lkindly.”

“Now, this 1s how the matter stands,”
Blake remarked. * Gussy, as usual, has been
making blunders ¢

“ Weally, Blake

“ And he’s posted a letter that ought not to
have been posted.”

“That's bad,” sald Blage, sipping his ale.
“Yes, 1sn't 16?2  We thought that if we
spoke to you 1n time, you might let Gussy have
his letter back,” said Tom Merry.

“ Agin the law, Master Merry.”

“Yes, but——"

~ Letters once posted 1s the property of
the person addressed,” said Blagg, with a
shake of the head.

“Yes, I know ; but this letter is to Gussy’s
father, as you could see by the address, and
1t’s all 1n the family, you know. That makes
a. difference, doesn’t 1t ¢ > urged Tom Merry.

Blagg nodded.

“ Yes, perhaps so, Master Merry.”

“ Gussy will open the letter n your
presence, and show you that it’s all serene,’
sald Tom Merry. “It’s simply a case of a
letter being posted in too great a hurry.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

Blagg looked doubtful ; but the ale was
mellowing him more than ever now, and he
did not like to be disobliging. .

“Well, you see,” he remarked, “I'd like
-to do anything I could for you young gentle-
men, but——"

“ You see the whole thing’s all right, don’t
you ?

“ Oh, yes, but

“ Then you agree ? (S

“Yes, but

“ You-shall see the letter opened.”

“Yes, but——-" _

“ Now you’re not going to refuse, Blagg,”
sald several of the juniors atonce, persuasively.
*“Don’t be a cad, you know.’

“No, I won'’t 1{=[us>(- but

=S vll then, fish out the letter.”

£ 23

“You sce

It's in my bag all right.”

11

Blage,”

empty, ge,”  sald
"I suppose you can manage

32
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“ Where’s the bag 2 ™
“ Come, Blaggy &
“You see %
" Come on, old man. Where'’s the bag 2 ™

" 1t’s not here,’ * Blagg got out at last.
*“ISh! Wlmt? 2

“ Bai Jove ! ”

“Not here ! ”

“No. You see, it was so ’ot, and the school
was my last collection, and the carrier passed
me on the road,” e\memd Blage. “1 gave
him my bag to carry in to the poat. -office.”

“Oh! Then where is it now 2 ”

“It'll be at the post-oftice afore this,” said
Bl: age,

) ()h } A

" Gweat Scott [.#

“Blagg, you're a careless villamn!™ ex-

claimed Tom Merry, ‘"«11'11:.1]1" his finger at the
Rylcombe postman. “ You know you Gll”h‘lll 6
to part with vour bag.”

“ But I’ve knowed the carrier all my life,”
said Blagg. ** It’s all right.”

“T dare say 1t’s all rig hn but it’s against the
law,” said Tom W.Ierry severel ““Yon sco
what comes of breaking laws! You break
them to please yourself, and then 1t prevents
you from—i{rom 5

“ From breaking them to please us,

gested Monty Lowther.

“Oh, don’t be an ass, Lowther ! ”

Bhgg grinned.

" I'm sorry, Master Merry

““Well, it can’t be helped, I suppose,” said
Tom DMerry, rising. *“ The letter's gone,
Gussy, and we've had our run for nothing.”

“ Yaas, wathah | ”

“ It’s rotten, but it can’t be helped.”

And the juniors left the inn, leaving Blagg
finishing his ale.

“I suppose I'd bettah send a telegwam to
the governah,” saidd D’Arcy thoughtfully.
“ That lettah will have to be explained away
somehow.”

“Yes, rather |

“ Then let’s go down to the post-office.™

They strolled on to Rylcombe.

Three youths were standing outside the
village tuckshop, which {the juniors passed as
they entered the village. They were three
fellows of the New House at St. Jim's—

)

2
sug-
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75 A POETIC TRIBUTE To
GEORGE HERRIES BULLDO;

By ITS OWNER.
HO visits Study Number Six,
&/R/ And gets the cushions in a mix,

And plays all sorts of doggy tricks ?
My Towser !

Who takes a playful snap at Gus,

And makes that worthy fume and fuss,

Aund scowl and howl ? ("Twas ever thus!)
My Towser !

Who loves to feed on juicy bones ¢
Who utters weird, unearthly groans
When chaps are playing gramophones ?
My Towser !

Who follows faithfully to heel ?

\Who lcarned to beg, but not to steal ?

\Who makes the rats with terror squeal ?
My Towser !

Who follows scents for miles and miles,
And tackles hedges, gates, and stiles,
And banishes the burglars’ smiles ?

My Towser !

Who plunges in the River Rhyll,
And swims towards the water-mill
As gracefully as trout or brill ?
My Towser |

Who loves to fight, in battle keen,
With Peke, or Pom, or Aberdeen,
And gains the verdict all serene ?
My Towser

Who fought the kitchen cat one day,
And conquered it in fierce affray ?
.. Who fairly madec the fur fly, eh ?

My Towser |

\Who loves his trainer and his teacher,
* And shows his love in every feature ?
Who is a really champion creature ?

My Towser |

(( 225. )




Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn. They were looking
in at the window, and Fatty Wynn was evi-
dently explaining to Figgins and Kerr that it
would be a good thing to, oo 1n and sample the
excellent thmﬁs dlsplﬂyed there by Mother
. Murphy.

“That's all verv well,” said Figgins, as the
School House fellows came by,  but the funds
are too low, Fatty. It can’t be did.”

“T'm hungry.”

“Well, let’s get back to tea,” said Figgins.
““ We shall have to tea in the Hall, too. It’s
no good staring at the tarts,
can’t have any of them.”

“I'm awfully hungry.”

Arthur Augustus halted. His cheque-book
was burning a hole in his pocket, so to speak,
and the swell of St. Jim’s was always generous.

“ Figgins, deah boy &

Figgins & Co. turned round and favoured
the School House fellows with a steady

stare.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER
The Telegram
‘““ v 1aLLo ! ” said Figgins. * How did they
come to let you out ? ”

“ Weally, Figgins——"

“ Hallo, Blake! Where did vou dig up that
chivvy ? ” asked Kerr cheerfully.

“ Look here -

“No fear! It worries me!”
““Cheese 1t!” exclaimed Tom Merry,
laughing. “ We are not looking for rows now,
3

Figgy, and, if we were
“It would be bad for Figgins,

Kangaroo.

“Oh, rats ! 7’ gaid Figgins.

“Bai Jove! I think we ought to bump
the wottahs, just to teach them to be
pwopﬂh]y wespectful to the cock house at
St. Jim’s,” umd D’Arcy

“Good egg!
“ Bump the bounders!’
The crowd of School House fellows gathered

round the New House trio. Figgins & Co. put
their backs to the shop-window.

“You're forgetting the telegram, Gussy,”
gaid Tom Merry.

““ Bai Jove, yaas!” said Arthur Augustus.

(

» remarked

’

“T stopped to speak to these wottahs (o
wemarl that I was standin’ tweat——"

Fatty Wynn pricked up his ears.

“What's that ? 7 he exclaimed quickly.

“I am standin’ tweat to these chaps, as I
think I will let Mother Murphy have my first
clwam -

*Your first what ?°’

Kerr together.

“ My first cheque.”

“ Oft Iis rocker 2
at Tom DMerry.

Tom Merry laughed.

“No. His pater has given him a cheque-
book! Honest Injun.”

“ My hat!”

Fatty Wynn came a little nearer to D’ Arcy.

“How good!” he exclaimed. “ Your

- . =R - )
covernors an awfully decent chap, D'Arcy.
So are you. I've often said to Figgins that T
wished you were in the New Hmne hecause 1
should like to chum up w 1th you.’

“T don’t remember 1t,” said Figgins.

“ Well, perhaps 1t was Kerr I said it to

“T don’t remember it, either,” said Kerr.

“Oh, come now X

“ Still, Gussy’s an awfully good sort when

he's got a cheque-book,” Said Figagins. 1
vote that we encourage (russy as leng as the
cheque-book lasts.” -

“Ha, ha, ha ! ”

** House rows are bad form,’

" exclaimed Figgins and

asked Iiggins, glancing

LB

said Fatty

Wynn, looking round at the School House
fellows. ‘I think it’s a much better idea for

both Houses to pull together, and—and pro-
mote peace and—and harmony, and all that,

you know.
‘“ Ha, ha, ha ! ™
“ Are you standing the feed now, Gussy ? ”
“Yaas, wathah!”
“Then we'll join you with pleasure.
“Yes, it’s pax,’’ said Iiggins—*° pax with
anybody who's got a chequf,-booh Pray qllow
me to give you my arm into the shop, Gussy.”

“T've got to go to the post-oflice first,” said

D’Arcy. “ Don’t you fellows wait for me,
though. Begin at once.”

“Good! ™
“Certainly ! 7 said Ifatty Wynn,

imto the shop.

bDIt;ing
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He was "nmrf orders in one sccond more ;
in two seconds he was beginning. The juniors
crowded m after him.

D’Arcy and Tom Merry went on to the post-
office. The other fellows, with Figgins & Co.,
took full advantage of D’Arcy’s hospitality.
They were beginning.

The two juniors reached the post-office, and
D’Arcy took a form and a pencil, and began
to gnaw the handle of the latter.

“T don’t know exactly how to put 1t,” he
remarked. ““ Have you got any suggestions to
make, deah boy ? 7

’J om Merry looked thoughtful.

Snp]nm' yvou cancel tlm letter 777 he sug-
sested. T hat’s how you do a cheque 1if you
don’t want i1t to be cashed.”

“ But——"
“If you wire that the letter’s cancelled,

and that your pater is not to rcad 1t, that
ought to make 1t all right,” said Tom
Merry., ' Lord Bastwood’ll get the telegram
before the letter, see, and then he won't read
the letter.”

Arthur Augustus brightened up.

* Bal Jove ! That’s a wippin’ dodge !'”

His pencil scribbled over the form.

“ Don’t shove 1 the whole dictionary,”
Tom Merry suggested. ** You have to pay
for every word, you know.”

" Yaas, that’s all right.
book, you know.”

Tom Merry grinned.

- “That won’t last for ever, Gaissy, and they
won't take the cheques here, anyway.”

“ Bal1 Jove, I nevah thought of that!
Nevah mind, you can pay the telerrwam and
I'll give you a cheque, deah boy.”

i nght ho!”

T'he telegram was written at last.

“Lord Eastwood, Eastwood House,
Iasthorpe, near Cleveland.—Letter cancelled.
Please do not read it. Many thanks for cheque-
book.—Your affectionate ARTHUR.”

" Think that 1s all wight, Tom Mewwy ?

“ Right as rain!?”

“ Then I’ll send it oft.”

And the telegram was dispatched.

Then the two juniors strolled back to the
tuckshop.

Mrs. Murphy’s little shop was already pretty

(

I have a cheque-

well filled when they entered, and there was
not, very much room to move,.

Thirteen juniors filled up a considerable
space. Some of them were sitting on the little
rickety chairs, and some on the counter and
some on the edges of egg-boxes or dog-biscuit
Some were standing, some leaning.

Cases.
But all were ecither ecating or drinking, or
both.

They greeted Arthur Augustus with
enthusiasm.

““Here he comes!”

“ Here’s the founder of the giddy feast ! ”

“Take my place, Gussy,” said Monty
Lowther, slipping off the counter. * Here
you are ! Shove him up!

“ Weally

“There you are!”

Arthur Augustus was plumped upon the
counter. A plate was placed upon his knees,
and a glass in his hand. A dozen voices were
aiving orders at once, and Mrs. Murphy was
busy in executing them as fast as she could.

It was a cheerful scene.

The rate the good things were disappearing
at, would have been alarming to anyone who
was not in possession of a cheque-book.

But D’Arcy smiled serencly.

The feast was at its height when three or
four fellows looked 1n at the door. Tom Merry
uttered an exclamation at the sight of them.

“ Look out! Grammar cads!”™

THE NINTH CHAPTER
The First Cheque

orDON Gay, of the Fourth Form at
Rylcombe Grammar School, looked in
at the door of the tuckshop, and
arinned at the St. Jim’s crowd. Behind him
were Jack Wootton and Frank Monk, Lane,
and Carboy, all of the same Form at the Gram-
mar School. The juniors of St. Jim’s were
prepared for war at once, but Gordon Gay &
Co. were not on the war-path. The odds were
too heavily against them for that.

Gay waved his hand amicably.

“Pax!” he exclaimed.
“ Yaas, wathah, deah boys!” said Arthur

Augustus. * Pway do not have any wows
now. I wathah thmk it would be a good
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In great admiration the juniors watched D’Arcy as he wrote out a cheque for nine pounds, eight shillings
and threepence—the cost of the feed. Mrs. Murphy was evidently much impressed at sight of the cheque-
book. * Thank you, Master D'Arcy,” she said, as she took the cheque anld blotted it carefully.

capah for the Gwammah cads to join us, In
ordah to celebwate the occasion.”

“Good egg!”

“ Certainly ! 7 said Gordon Gay. * We
looked in for some ginger-pop, and we’ll feed
with anvbody. We're not particular, are we,
Monkey ¢ ™

““ Certainly not ! ”” said Frank Monk. * I'm
quite willing. Nobody’s likely to see us.”

“Oh, don’t be funny,” said Tom Merry.
“Walk up and feed. It’s Gussy’s treat.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

The Grammarians lost no time in accepting
the mvitation.

The St. Jim’s fellows made room for them,
and they squeezed up to the counter, and
Mrs. Murphy attended to their wants.

They gave their orders liberally.

* Ginger-pop | 7

““ Lemonade ! ”’

“Jam tarts!”

“Currant cake!”
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(See CJ’I;IPHT 9.)

“Pork pies!”

“Try the ham,” said Fatty Wynn, with a
beatific smile on his fat face. * 1 can recom-
mend the ham. I’ve had some.”

“ Do we will! Ham, please ! ”

“ Have some of the cold beef with it.
tried 1t, and it’s all right.”

“Good ! ”

“ The pork pies are good, too.
‘em.”

“Ha, ha, ha!?”

““ So are the pattics.

“Go hon!?”

“ And the veal pies, too. I've had some.”

“ Anything you haven’t had ?” asked
Gordon Gay.

“Ha, ha, ha!?”

“ Walk up, deah boys! Pway don’t stint

I've

I've tried

I’ve tried ’em.”

yourselves.”

“We're not going to ! ”’
“No tear ” - -
“The jam tarts are a bit stale,” said Fatty
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Wynn., “ The cream puffs are good. I've

only had nine jam tarts; I don’t care for

‘em.”’

“My word!” murmured Gordon Gay.
“How many would he have if he did care
for '’em ?2”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I asked you for some cream puffs,” said
I'atty Wynn reproachfully. * Mrs. Murphy,
I asked you for some cream pufis.”

“I gave them to you, Master Wynn.”

“No; you only gave me six.”

“I—T'll get some more.”

““Give me a dozen marmalade tarts to go
on with, then.”

“ C-certainly ! 7 gasped Mrs. Murphy.

“And T'll have some more ginger-beer.
And I may as well have a pot of that straw-
berry jam, if you’ll give me a spoon. I'm
fond of jam.”

“Go 1t, Fatty ! 7 said Figgins admiringly.
“Keep up the reputation of the New
House.”

“ I'm gomg to, Figgy!”

Arthur Augustus surveyed the scene with
a pleased smile.

He hked to see happy faces round him,
and there was no doubt that all the fellows
were enjoying themselves.

School House and New House and Grammar
School were on the best of terms now.

“ This comes like corn in Egypt,” Jack
Wootton remarked. “ We’ve just had a long
walk, and we were feeling too hungry to walk
back to school without & snack, you know.”
. : Try the sausages,” said  Fatty Wynn.

T'hey’re good.” |

“ Have you tried ’em ?  grinned Gordon
Gay.
| “ Well, I had seven, so I know they’re all
right. I was going to try them, but I had
some of the veal patties instead.”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

** Ginger-pop, Mrs. Murphy.”

"* Lemonade here.”

** Pass the tarts.”

*“ Cheese cakes, please.”

“ And vanilla jellies.”

" Mine’s an ice.”

Mother Murphy had never been so busy in
her life.  Her stock, too, showed some signs

of petering out. More than once she had to
reply that some particular article called for
was exhausted. But the juniors were accom-
modating. If they couldn’t have one thing,
they were quite willing to have another.

As jam tarts and cream puffs disappeared,
tins of biscuits and bottles of sweets were
opened, and these were almost inex-
haustible. |

Gordon Gay had scen some considerable
feeds, both at St. Jim’s and the Grammar
School, but the extent of this one surprised
him. -

“ Did vou say Gussy was footing this little
bill 27 he asked.

(91 R"OS.I!

“Yaas, wathah, deah boy

“Have you been robbing a bank, then 2 ”

“ Weally, Ga) %

“Or have you come into a fortune ? ™
. ““I'm wathah flush at present.”

“Good! We'll soon alter all that!”
arinned Frank Monk.

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, Gussy’s all right!” said Monty
Lowther. *“ He’s rolling in filthy lucre. His
pater has just given him a bank account and
a bank-book.” |

“ My hat!”

“You're rotting ! ”

“ Honour bright ! ”” said Tom Merry.

*“ Let’s see the giddy book.”

D’Arcy held up the cheque-book.

“ My word ! Then 1t’s true ! ”” said Gordon
Gay. * Well, I must say some chaps have all
the luck!”

“I haven’t dwawn any cheques so
fah,” sald D’Arcy. “I am goin’ to give
Mrs. Murphy the first cheque in the book,
you see.”

“ It will be a rather big cheque, I think,”
grinned Gordon Gay.

*“ That’s all wight, deah boy ! ”

“There’s a crowd gathering round the
shop,” Tom Merry remarked, looking out of
the doorway. “ Rylcombe is interested.”

Quite a crowd of village lads were staring
into the shop. The continual popping of
corks, and the voices and loud laughter, had
attracted most of the youthful idlers of
Rylcombe.

)
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Arthur Augustus recognised his old ac-
qualntances Pilcher and Grimes among them,
and waved his hand to them cordlally

“ Pway come in, deah boys ! > he exclaimed.
“ I'm standin’ twunt and there’s enough for

]_1 l 1)

Pilcher winked at Grimes.

“That’s good enough,” he remarked.

“ What-ho | 7 said Grimes.

“Come 1n, deah boys—all of you! Those
who can’t get in, give their orders, and we’ll
pass out the stuft!”

“ Phew | 7 said Tom Merry.

As there were a dozen or fifteen fellows
outside the shop, the order was a big one.
But D’Arcy, in the consciousness of having
inexhaustible funds at his command, was
simply overflowing with hospitality.

- Needless to say, the village lads promptly
aave their orders.
Some of them could not be fulﬁlled because
Mrs. Murphy’s stock was running out, but
there was ample ginger-beer and biscuits and
cake.
The feast was a royal one.
Tom Merry looked at his watch at last.
“Time we got back, or we shall be late for
locking up ! ” he exclaimed. * Give Gussy his
little bill, Mrs. Murphy, please.”
“ Certainly, Master Merry.”
- Mrs. Murphy had been keeping a rough
account on a sheet of sugar paper. The
hieroglyphics she inscribed there had no
meaning for anyone but herself ; her system
of booking, like the documents that are
sometimes advertised for, was of no value
to anyone but the owner. She scemed to
make meaning out of it, however, and after
wrinkling her forchead over the sum, she at
last prespnte{l _lrthur Augustus with his
account.

D’Arcy glanced at the paper.

“ Nine pounds,- cight shillings and thwee-
pence,” he remarked.

“ By George!”

“My only hat ! ”

D’Arcy did not turn a hair.
cheque-book from his pocket.

“ Can you lend me a pen, Mrs, Murphy % ”
he asked.

“ Certainly, Master ID’Arcy | said the

(

He tool his

agood dame, much impressed by the cheque-

book. “ Here 1t i1s, and the ink.”
. ““ Thank you vewy much.”

Arthur Augustus filled in the cheque.

Then he marked off the amount on the
counterfoil, and tore the cheque {rom the
book and passed 1t across the counter.

The juniors watched him 1n great admira-
tion,

* Thank you, Master D’Arcy,” said Mother
Murphy, carefully blotting the cheque.

“We will now weturn to St. Jiun’s,
boys.”

*“ Well good-bye, and thanks for an awfully
ripping feed ! ” said Gordon Gay:,

“ Not at all, deah boy ! ”

““Many thanks,” said IFrank Monk. ™1
shall probably give you a mll soon, Gussy.
You’re a nice lep to know.’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And the Grammarians went their way.
Tom Merry & Co. took the road to St. Jim’s,
and Pilcher and Grimes and the rest gave
D’Arcy a cheer as he departed, to which the
swell of St. Jim’s responded by gracelully
bowing and raising his silk hat.

deah

THE TENTH CHAPTER
Binks Is Made Happy

HE next day Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
found himself the most remarkable
fellow at St. Jim’s.

A junior who possessed a cheque-book,.
with a sum at the bank which seemed 1n-
exhaustible to fellows who seldom had more
than a few shillings at a time, was a novelty
at St. Jim’s, and they were all interested 1n
him.

There was no “swank” about Arthur
Augustus, and that made him all the more
interesting and prevented any feelings of 1ll-

nature or envy from cropping up.

The swell of -St. Jim’s had generally ha(l
plenty of money, and the others were used
to that ; and his manner did not change now
that he was permanently flush.,

He had rather an airy way of taking his
cheque-book out and drawing a cheque, that
was all ; but that really excited only admira-
tion. :
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D’Arcy borrowed a fountain-pen from
Monty Lowther to carry about with him for
convenience in drawing cheques when wanted.

During the first du,y several cheques, some
of them for good amounts, were drawn 1n
favour of Mrs. Mimble at the school tuckshop.

The juniors all considered that a fellow
with a banking account was good for un-
limited feeds: and D’Arcy was {ar too
generous and far too thoughtless in money
matters to deny any claimant.

Impecunious juniors developed a sudden
and remarkable attachment for D’Arcy, and
he could have held quite a court if he had
chosen.

Even Upper Form fellows heard about the
cheque-book, and asked D’Arcy to let them
see it, and honoured him by accepting small
cheques.

To decline a loan to a senior was difficult
when he knew that there was the money to
be had, and D’Arcy drew cheques for Sefton,
of the New House, and Knox, the prefect, and
several more seniors, the money to be repaid
at some time 1n the hazy future.

Among his own chums, of course, his
genemmty had no bounds.

Fortunately for him, his own chums were
by no means inclined to plunder him or
sponge on him in any way, or they might have
done it to their heart’s content.

That the rich youth should stand un-
limited feeds was only right, but that was as
far as 1t went.

“ Well, what does it feel like being a giddy
millionaire ?”” Tom Merry asked D’Arcy,
when be met him after afternoon school.

D’Arcy smiled.

“I wathah like it,” he replied. “It’s a
wippin’ rrood ideah of the governah’s. Nothin’
like givin’ a chap a decent sum of money to
make him feel a sense of wesponsibility.”

Tom Merry laughed. '

“ Are you ]oolf..mnr after your money ? ”’

“ Yaas, wathah !

- Keeping a careful "account of every
cheque you draw ?” |

D’Arcy hesitated. |

“Well, I did at first,” he said. “ I began
by entahin’ the full amount, and so on, on
the counterfoil, you know. But I forgot
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some of them; and, upon the whole, it’s
wathah a bore. The bankah can do that just
ag easily as I can.”

“ The banker 2 ”

“Yaas. What’s a bankah for 1f he doesn't
keep your accounts for you ?’

“ But you won’t know when all the money’s

gone.”’

“Oh, I expeet the bankah will let me
know.”

“Ha, ha! 1 r&thor think he will!”

"rmned Tom Merry. * But wlut I mean 1s,
you won 't know how the money’s going, and
it will come to an end all of a suddeu and
leave you on the beach, perhaps

“ Oh, thats all w:nht said D’Arcy con-
ﬁden‘rlv * Fifty pounds is an awful lot of
money, and I mean to make it last all this

term and next.’

(™ Bllt 72
““ I shall send in my passbook at the end of

the term, and then I shall sec exactly how

I stand.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

D’Arcy turned his monocle inquringly upon
the hero of the Shell.

“T weally fail to sce any weason for laugh-
tah, Tom Mewwy,” he remarked.

“ I was thinking that there mayn’t be amy
money left at the end of the term, that’s all,
at the rate you’re going on,” saild Tom
Merry. ¢

“Oh, wats! There’s heaps, you know.
Besides, if the bankah wants any more money,
I can send him a cheque for 1t.”

“Eh?”

“I've got sixty cheques in the book, you
know, and I've only used six or seven. 'l cap
always keep one for the bankah.”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy——

“ Oh, Gussy, you ought to be the head of a
big bizney in the City,” almost sobbed Tom
Merry. “ You ought, really. You’d make
such a ripping business man.”

“ Well, as a mattah of fact, I wathah fancy
myself as a business man,” said D’Arey. " I
fail to see what amuses you.”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Tom Merry staggered away to relate
D’Arcy’s intentions to Manners and Lowther.

)
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The swell of St. Jim’s looked after him with
a puzzled expression. |

“I wegard Tom Mewwy as an ass,” he
murmured. “ I suppose the bankah would
accept a cheque on his own bank—he would
know that was all wight. I wegard that
duffah as a howlin’ ass.”

And D’Arcy strolled away. He ‘was
debating in his mind whether he should
purchase a new bicycle now that he could
draw a cheque to pay for it, and he strolled
under the clms to think 1t out. Three fags of
the Third IForm followed him. They were
Wally, Jameson, and Gibson. The scamps of
the Third were on the track of the cheque-
book. Wally had divided his tip with his
major, so 1t was only fair that Arthur Augustus
should share out his good fortune ; so Wally
thought, at all events.

. D'Arcy stopped as he walked into the
shadow of the trees.
He did not obsdtve
the Third-Formers in
the distance. It was
the sound of a gulping
breath, suspiciously
like a sob, that made
him stop.
He glanced round
through his monocle,
“ Bai Jove, Binks ! ”’
Binks, the School
House page, was
standing under one
of the elms, the pie-
ture of misery. Binks’
face was not very
clean, and a couple
of big tears rolling
down it had made a
whitish furrow. He
blinked at D’Arcy.
“What’s the mat-
tah, deah boy?”
asked D’Arcy, touched
at once. |
“I—I—I’ve lost
my money,” said
Binks. “It was a
pound. It’s gone.”

(

the elms, with bigtears rolling down his cheeks.
boy ? " asked D’Arcy, touched by the sound of Binks’ sobbing. * I-I-I've lost my
money. ltwasapound! It's gone!” was the stammered reply: (See Chapter 10.)

“ Bai Jove !

“ It must "ave slipped through a ’ole in my
pocket,” said Binks miserably. * I was goin’
to the post-hofhice, and when I got there it
was gone.”

“The post-office was ? 7 asked D Arey, in
astonishment.

Pinks grinned through his grimy tears,

** No, Master D’Arey ; the pound note.”

“ Bai Jove, 1t’s wathah weckless of vou to
have holes in your pockets, Binks!” said
Arthur Augustus with a shake of the head.
“You can’t afford to lose notes, you know.
But what were you takn’ a pound to the
post-office for 7 |

“To get a postal-order, Master D’Arcy,”
oroaned Binks.

41 Oll ! 32

Arthur Augustus understood. Binks, the
buttons of the School House, was a curious

The School House page looked the picture of misery as he stood under ons of

“ What’s the mattah, deah

)



youth in many respects, with a fervent desire
to start in life in the Rocky. Mountains as a
masked highwayman. But his heart was in
the right place. and some of the fellows knew
that he sent home the greater part of his wages
to his mother to help in the maintenance of a
horde of smaller Binkses.

D’Ardy felt for his cheque-book and the
fountain-pen.

“It’s all wight, Binks,

“ How 1s 1t, Master D’Arcy ?

” he said.
]' *

“I've got a cheque-book,” explained
D’Arcy. “TIll give you a cheque for the
amount.”

ic Oh!!!‘

“Dwy your teahs, deah boy. It’s all
wight.”

Binks turned scarlet.
“Oh, Master D’Arcy. I—I didn’t mean
that—I never thourrht-——I cidn’ t know you
could give away a pound I

“ That’s all wight, deah boy.”"

D’Arcy rested the cheque-book on his knee,
and wrote out the cheque. He handed it to
the astonished page.

““ There you are, Binks.”

“ Oh, thank you, Master D’Arcy | I’ll save
up and pay 1t back.”

“Wats! You won’t do anythin’ of the
sort. Go and get it posted.”

“ Thank you so much, Master D’ Arcy

“Wats! Buzz oft!

And Binks buzzed off, with his face bright
and his heart lightened. D’Arcy slipped the
cheque-book back into his pocket, feeling
quite satisfied.
good deal of the money placed to his account
by Lord Eastwood ; but he had done at least
one good deed by means of his cheque-book.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER
Another in Trouble

ussy ! ”

Arthur Augustus turned round as
the heroes of the Third came up. IHe adjusted
his eyeglass, and stared at them.

“ Weally, Wally, I wish you would put on
a clean collah!” he exclaimed.

“ Why, this was a clean one this afternoon !”
exclaimed Wally indignantly.

Doubtless, he had wasted a

“ Bai Jove, it’s a soiled one now ! ”’
“Rats!”
“Weally, Wally

“ Look here, I didn’t come here to talk
collars,” said Wally. “I'm hard up. One
good turn deserves another. Savvy ?2 7

“ I wegard that as a vulgah expwession.”

“ I could do with a pound” said Wally.

“If you are in want of money, deah boy,
I shall be vewy pleased to dwaw youa cheque,”
said D’Arcy, and the cheque-book came out
again.

Wally grinned.

“ That’s exactly how the case stands,” he
said. ““ Make 1t a pound. Mrs. Taggles will
cash 1t.”

“Oh, I say,” exclaimed Curly Gibson
warmly, “ what’s the good of a pound! He’s
just given young DBinks a pound. I saw
him.”

“ Shut up, Curly.”

“Shan’t ! 7 said Curly. * Look here, make
1t a fiver.” ;

" Weally !

“ Well, say, two pound ten,” said Jameson.
“ That’s better, Wally. DMay as well make
hay while the sun shines, you know.”

Wally shook his head.

“We're not going to plunder Gussy,” he
said. * I let Gussy have ten shillings out of
my tip. He’s going to give me a whole pound
—that’s all right.”

" Look here, make it two pounds.”

“ Rats!?” |

“It’s a waste,” said Jameson indignantly.
“ I don’t approve of wasting money. Make
1t two pounds, Wally.”

*“ More rats!”

“ Look here— _

“Shut up, Jimmy. Make the cheque for
one pound, Gussy. I dare say I shall come to
you for another later, but thats enough for
now.’

“Vewy well, Wally.”

And Arthur Augustus drew a cheque for a
pound for his minor.

Wally took it with a grin. Jameson and
Gibson were looking wrathful. To have a
major with a cheque-book, and not ask him
for more than a pound, scemed to them the
extreme of folly, They were very much

)
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inclined to turn upon their chum and bump

him.

“Come on,” said Wally. 3

“You ass!” said Jameson,

“You frabjous chump!” growled Curly.

“Rats! Are you coming to the tuckshop ?

That was an invitation it was 1mpossible
to resist. Jameson and Gibson swallowed
their wrath, and followed Wally to Dame
Tageles’s little shop, where the good dame
cashed the cheque with great willingness, and
the greater part of it was immediately
cexpended in eatables and drinkables.

Arthur Augustus went to cricket practice,
and soon forgot all about the scamps of the
Third. But he was not yet done with
them.

As he went back towards the School House
a little later, he heard the sound of a loud sob
close at hand.

He glanced round in surprise.

“ Boo-hoo ! ”

A diminutive form was on one of the
benches under the elms, and it had its face
buried in its hands, but D’Arcy recognised
Gibson of the Third.

The fag was weeping bitterly.

Arthur Augustus, with his tender heart
touched at once, came towards Curly Gibson,
and tapped him on the shoulder. The fag gave
a start, as 1f in surprise, and looked up.

“ Boo-hoo !

“What’s the mattah, deah boy 2 ” asked
D’Arcy sympathetically. :

“ Boo-hoo ! ™

“ Are you hurt ? ”

“No. Boo-hoo!” r

", What is it, then ? I'm sowwy to see you
- like this,” said the swell of the Fourth. I
twust no one has been bullyin’ you. If
anyone has, tell me who it is and T’ll give him
a feahful thwashin’.”

~ It isn’t that. Boo-hoo!”

“ Then what is it 2 ”

" M-m-m-my grandmother ! ”” sobbed Curly.

“ Bai Jove |

“ Boo-hoo !

© What’s the mattah with your gwand-
mothah, deah boy ? I sincerely trust that she
1s not dead ? ” said D’Arcy.

“N-no! DBoo-hoo!”
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“Bat Jove. T suppose vou're not cwyin’
because she's not dead ? ™

“Ow! Boo-hoo!”

“What’s the mattah with her, Curlay ? ”

“ She—she—she Boo-hoo ! ”

“Yaas ?2”

“T was going to—to send her a—a postal-
order,” sobbed Curly. * She’s poor, you
know-—awfully poor, and--and I was going
to send her a postal-order.”

““That was vewy decent of you, Curlay.”

I —I—I &

“ Anythin’ happened to the postal-ordah

“I—I—I've lost 1t ! ”

“ Bai Jove ! ”

:* Boo-hoo ! ”

“ How weally wemarkable ! The same thing
happened to Binks. It is vewy unfortunate
that you lost the postal-ordah. How much
was 1t for 2 ”

“A-a-a p-p-pound.”

“ How cuwious ! It was a pound that Binks
lost. It is weally a most wemarkable
coincidence.”

*“ Boo-hoo ! ”’ _

“ Pway don’t cwy, deah boy. I'll give you
a cheque for a pound to send to your gwand-
mothah,” said D’Arcy.

Out came the cheque-book and the fountain-
pen. Curly Gibson bestowed a wink upon the
pigeons in the quad., but as D’Arcy glanced
at him, he became grave again.

*“ Better make 1t payable to me,” he said.
“ M-m-my grandmother is an old woman, and
—and won’t understand cheques. I’ll cash
it, and—and send her a postal-order.”

“Vewy well. Mrs. Taggles will cash it for
}TOII,,, .

“ Right-ho 1 ”

“Curly! Curly!”

Curly Gibson looked alarmed. It was the
voice of Wally, calling through the elms.
D’Arcy was writing out the cheque in his
leisurely manner. He never did anything ir
a hurry,

“ Curly !

*“ That 1s Wally callin’ you,” said D’Arcy,
pausing with the fountain-pen.

“Yes; that’s all right—buck up!”

“Yaas, but 4

““Have you finished ? ”

)
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* Gimme the cheque, then!”

“ All except signin’ "

“ Oh, buck up!”

“Curly! Oh, here you are !l

Wally came upon the scene, looking rather
red and breathless. He stared at Curly Gibson
and Arthur Augustus.

“T've been looking for you, you ass!” he
exclaimed. “ Jameson’s waiting, too. What
the dickens are you doing here ? ”

“ Oh, buzz oft ! 7 said Curly hastily.
join vou!”

“You'll come with me now.
to cook the herrings.”

“You get the frying-pan ready, and——"

“Rats! Come on!”

“ Here you are,” said Arthur Augustus.
“It’'s wet. Cawwy it in your hand till 1t’s
dwy, unless you've got some blottin’-papah.”

Wally stared at the cheque.

“ What on earth’s that for ! 7 he exclaimed.

“It’s all wight, Wally——"

“What are you giving Curly a cheque
for 27

“It’s all right,”

21

on.

Wally jerked the cheque from his hand.

“It’s not all right,”. he said. ““ I told you
Gussy wasn’'t to be plundered. I tell you 1
won't have 1it.”

“ Weally, Wally

“ Don’t you be an ass, Gus.”

“ It’s for Curlay Gibson’s gwandmothah

44 Eh ? 23

“His gwandmothah is vewy poor, and
Curlay has lost a postal-ordah he was goin’
to send her, so it’s all wight. Give him the
cheque.”

Wally stared at Arthur Augustus, and then
at Curly Gibson. The face of the latter became
very red. Wally tore the cheque into frag-
ments.

““ Here, hold on ! ” exclaimed Curly. “ That
18 my cheque.”

‘“ BaiJove, Wally

“Youass!” ejaculated Wally.

“ Weally, Wally &

“You chump!”

“ I wefuse to be called a chump ! ™

“ You {rabjous burbler ! ”

(44 I!ll

You've got

said  Curly. “ Come

“ I wegard those expwessions as diswespect-
ful, Wally. I twust vou will wemembah that
I am your majah.”

“ You burbling ass!” said Wally. * Can’t
voun sece that Curly has been rotting ¢ He
hasn’t a grandmother!”

“ I have,” said Curly. “ I've got two.”

“You don’t send ’em postal-orders, then.
Can’t you see that he's been pulling your leg,
Gussy, you ass ¢ Ile heard Binks yarning to
you, and he’s yarning to the same tune to
squeeze a pound out of you.’

“Weally, Wally, I wefuse to believe any-
tlnnrr of the sort. 1 =
“ Took here, you buzz off, Wally,” said
Curly Gibson. “If Gussy likes to give me a
cheque, why shouldn’t he ? You cut!”
“ No fear! ” said Wally ; and he seized his

comrade of the Third by the shoulderz. ** You
young spoofer ! Now, then ?
9 4 0“ I b I |

“ Confess ! ™
“Yarooh! Leggo my n-neck!”

“ Were you going to send a postal-order to
your grandmother ? 7’

“Yow! Yes! Yarooh! No.”

“Getoff ! ”

“Yowp!”

“Don’t you be an ass any more, Gussy.”
said Wally severely. * Blessed 1f I know
what’d become of you if you hadn’t me here
to look after you.”

“ Weally, Wally

“Leggo!” gasped Curly Gibson, 1n a
stifled voice. “ Leggo! You're chook-chook-
chooking me ! Leggo, Wally, or I'll land you
one!”

“You get off! If I find you spoofing Gus
again, I'll squash you'! Gusis my major, and
nobody’s going to spoof him but me.”

" Look here 7

“ Weally, Wally

“ Oh, don’t you begin, Gus: Off you go,
Gibby ! ”

And Wally helped Curly Gibson to start by
planting his boot behind him. He started,
and Wally followed, still kicking, asif he meant
to dribble Curly Gibson like a footer across
the quadrangle. Curly broke into a run, and
Wally did the same, and they disappeared
through the trees at a great speed.

( 238 )



Arthur  Augustus D’Arcy Jammed |his
monocle in his eye, and looked after them in
areat astonishment, and ejaculated :

“BaiJove 1 ”

Then he put his cheque-book and the
fountain-pen in his pocket, and took his way
to the School House, looking very thoughtful.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER
Overdrawn

HERIE never was a more generous fellow

than Arthur Augustus D’Arey, of the

Fourth IForm at St. Jim's, and ke proved
1t amply during the next few days,

Any fellow who wanted a small loan had
only to mention the matter to D'Arey, and out
ame the cheque-book.

Blake tried to point out to him that, at this
rate, the fifty pounds Lord Ilastwood had
placed to his credit would not last long ; but
D’Arey smtiled superiorly.

D’Arcv knew what he was about.

" You see, deah boy, you don't undahstand
bizney,” he remarked.

Blake jumped.

“ Bizney ! Do you mean {o say that you're
scattering your loot like this on business
principles !’ lie demanded. |

“ Well, not exactly, but bankin’ is a wonder-
ful system,” said D'Arey. * You know that the
population of the world is divided into two
classes—those who have money and those
who haven’t.  And bankin’ is a system
mvented to keep your money gwowin’, you
see. You get intewest on money in the bank,
and compound intewest, and so forth, and you
weally nevah know how much money you
have.”

“You don't get interest on a current
account, duffer.”

- L wefuse to be called a duffah. T suppose I
am gettin’ intewest on my money. 1 should
decline to have no intewest,”

R ;

“ Weally, Blake—"

&£ : . L
And even if you were getting four per
cent., that wouldn’t mount up quick enough to
cash all the cheques you're drawing,” “said

Blake.
* You don’t undahstand bizney, deah boy.”
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“Chump ! " A

“ Weally, Blake, T must decline to be called
a chump! I wegard it as an oppwobwious
expwession ! There 1s mno dangah of my
ovalhdwawin' my account. Why, 1 have more
than forty cheques left !”

*“IKht”

“Weally, Blake, I twust you are not
owowin’ deaf.” | ;

“What good are the cheques if there's no
money to meet them ? 7 roared Dlake. ™ If
yon draw a cheque, and there's no money
in the bank to meect it, it's fraud, and you're
liable to prosecntion.”

“ Weally, deah boy, you don’t undahstand
bankin’,” said D’Arey patronisingly. © There’s
heaps of money in the County and Town Banlk,
Limited. My governah says it i3 one of the
oldest and safest banks in Iingland.”

“ But the money there isn’t your money.”

““ Weally, Blake, I must wemark that you
are wathah dense. As soon as I find my
account wunnin’ low, I can always weplenish
it by dwawin’ a cheque in favah of the bank
managah ! ”

Blake gasped, as Tom Merry had done.

“ Grussy &

Words failed him,

“Well ¢ 7

“You're too good to be true:” gaszped
Blake. “ You ought to be stuffed and put in o
class case. You ought really.”

“I wefuse to continue the discush, if vou
are goin’ to make personal wemarks,” said
Arthur Augustus, with a great deal of dignity.

“Now, look here 2

*“ I decline to do anythin’ of the sort. I——"

* Let me explain——-"

“ My deah fellow, you can’t tell me anythin’
about bankin’, I'm quite up to that subject,
you know ; I wathah fancy my=zelf at figures.”

“ Put N

“ Let the mattah dwop, deah boy. Now, 1
was thinkin’ that we’d bettah have new
curtains and a new squah of carpet in the
studay.”

Blake shook his head.

“ Carpet, and curtains cost money,” he
remarked.,

“ I didn't expect to win them in a walfile,”
sald D'Arey. 1 am quite aware that they

)




cost money. I have, as a mattah of fact,

alweady ordahed them.”

“ Ordered them ?

= Xear
v “But where’'s the tin to come from ?”

“demanded Blake.

““Oh, T'll dwaw them a cheque ! ™

‘“ Ha, ha,ha!”

“ I fail to see any cause for this diswespectful
laughtah, deah boy,” said I)’Arcy, turning hns
eyeglass freezingly on his hilarious chum.

““Oh, all nght, Gussy, you can go ahead
with the cheques 1 qid Blake. * When the
cheque comes back unpaid, we can raise the

".‘!

money to pay the bl !
“ Weally, Blake
““ And if you get arrested for trying to spoof
tradesmen with dummy cheques we’ll stand
by you and ball you out,”. said Blake
affectionately.
““ Weally, vou know
 So go ahead with the carpet and curtains.”

Digby and Herries grinned when the carpet
and curtains came home. DBut they agreed
that if the cheque-book was burning a hole n
D’Arey’s pocket, it was best to give him his
head, as Blake expressed 1f.

The study certainly looked much nicer.

D’Arcy looked round the room when 1t was
finished, and there was a smile of approval
upon his aristocratic features.

He nodded with much satisfaction.

“I wegard this as a gweat impwovement,”
he said.

“So 1t 1s,” said Blake. |

“Yes, rather!” agreed Digby. ™ It's
ripping. The only trouble about, refurmshing
a p]ace is that the things have to be paid
for.”

* That’s all wight, deah boy ; I've given the
chap a cheque.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Weally, Dig

“It’s all right, for the present, anyway!”
grinned Blake.

“ Yaas, wathah! Is there any othah little
impwovement you could suggest, deah boys 7
said Arthur Augustus. “ My cheque-book is
abso]utply at the disposal of the studay, you
know.”

The three chums looked thoughtful.

-

“Well, we might have a et of vilt fira irons,”
%Il”m“«u'tl Ultfln
“ Weally, Dig

I should like a [lltlmﬂnﬂ-ﬁ{u{Hm] collar fo
Towser,” saud Herries.

“ Weally, Hewwies

“ And we might drink pearls in our coftee
like Cleopatra,” said Blake. I rather think
that would be a ripping wheeze.”

" If you cannot be sewious, deah boys——

Binks put his head in at the door.

“ Letter for Master D’Arcy.”

“ Thank you vewy much, Binks.”

Arthur Augustus took the letter.

It was addressed to him in a clerkly nand,
and on the back of the envelope was printed
5 Town and County Bank.”

“It’s a letter f'wom the bank, deah boys,’
said D Arey.

The chums exchanged a grin.

“Good ! said Blake. * I expect there’s
news.”’

“ Pewwaps !

D’Arcy opened the letter.

He read the missive mside, and then care:
fully adjusted his eyeglass, and read it again.
Then he looked perplexed.

“BaiJove!”

“Well 2?7 demanded three voices.

“ Listen, deah boys! Or, wathah, you
wead 1t out, Blake,” said D’Arcey, tossing the
letter across to Bhl{e. *“ I wegard the thing as
wank impertinence.”

Jack Blake took the letter and looked at it.
He chuckled, and read aloud the following
communication :

** * Master D’Arey, School House, St. James’
Collegiate School, Sussex.

““ Dear Sir,—We are to inform you that
your account with us is now overdrawn to the
extent of £4 5s. 1ld.—four pounds five
shillings and elevenpence. Awaiting your
instructions, we remain,

“* Yours faithfully,

“‘Tnr TowN AND CounTy BANk, LTD.”

tH
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER
Arthur Augustus Knows How to Settle It

RTHUR AvcusTus D'Arcy looked at his
chums, and they looked at him. The



“1f 1 find you spoofing Gus acain,” exclaimed Wally D'Arcy warmly,

“ I’ll squash you !

(See Chapler 11.)

three were grinning, but D Arey was quite
serious, and a little perplexed.

““Well, deah boys ? 7 he said at last.

* Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 fail to see anythin® to excite mewwi-
ment.”

* Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Pway Dbe sewious, deal boys. (an you
tell me whom that lettal is fwomn ? Surely the
managah would not w'ite in that impertinent
stwain ?

* It's from the chap who looks after your
account, 1 suppose,” said Blake. ““ A bank
always lets a chap know when his account is
overdrawn. You've gone ahead a little too
quickly, you see. The money’s gone—and I
dare say there are half a dozen cheques not
presented yet, too.™

*“Yaas, but i

“ You'll have to go slower,” grinned Digby.
** You see, fifty pounds won't lust for ever.”

* The lettah seems to me to be impertinent
in tone.”
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Gus is my major, and nobody’s going to spoof him but
mea!’” And he helped Curly Gibson on his way with the toe of his boot.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ And what instwuc-
tions do they want *
| suppose 1t meant
with wegardito payn’
out. for the!west of
the cheques.”

“It's a polite way
of putting 1t,” ex-
plained Blake. “ They
mean you're to send
them the balance due
to them, and stop
drawing cheques till
you've got some more
money there to meet
them.”

“Oh!”

“The best thing
you can do with the
cheque-book now 1s to
shove 1t on the fire.”

*“* Weally, - Blake—

19

“Now that's good
advice ! ”

“You uttah ass!
You don’t know anythin’ about bankm’.”

(11 E]l ? 3)

“ T shall have to make up this four pounds
five shillin’s and elevenpence,” said D’Arey.
“There are also some more cheques out,
amountin’ to somethin’ like fifteen pounds, or
twenty, or somethin’ like that. I don't
remembah exactly. I shall have to send them
enough to cover all that, also to keep in hand
against future cheques dwawn on them.”

““ But you haven't got any money ! ”’

“ Money is not necessawy, deah boy. I've .
got the cheque-book.™

ik ()]l ! 22

“I am goin’ to send them a cheque for
thirty pounds—or, wathah, 1 may as well go
the whole hog. Tl make it a hundwed
pounds.”

“ What 77

“ That will see me cleah for a long time.”

“You ass——"

“ 1 wefuse to be called an ass.”

** But if you send the bank a cheque

)




itself for a hundred pounds, what money 1s to
meet the cheque ? 77 howled Blake.

“ My deal chap,” saidd D’Arey, in a tone of
explanation, “ vou don’t undahstand hankin’.
Why, the Town and County Bank has a
weserve of half a million.”

‘You chump——"

“Weally, Blake

“ Oh, carry me away, somebody !
Digby. *“ He'll be the death of me.
he will ! ™

“ 1 wegard you as an ass, Dlrrbv i

“ Now look’ here, Gussy '

”* sobbed
1 know

“ Weally, Bhko u'lmt the dickens 18 a
weserve fund for, then ?
*“Oh, you ass &

““ Once for :1]] Blake, I decline to be called
an ass. 1
“ You can’t send that cheque

“ You don’t undahstand baukin’, deah boy-.
Leave me alone, and I assure you it will be all
wight.”

“ But

“ Oh, don’t wowwy, deah bovs! I assure
you there is very little in the science of bankin’
that I don’t undahstand.”

- Blake collapsed into a chair. He was almost
weeping.

*“ Do you mean to say that you're going to
send that cheque 7° he gasped.

“Yaas, wathah!”

" And you won't take advice ?2

“ Certainly not,” said D’ Arcy.
stand bankin’, and vou don’t.’”

“ Oh, my word !’

X Pway shut up, deah boys, while I w’ite to
the bank said D’ Arcy.

Blake, Herries and Dighy looked at one
another. D’ Arcy sat down at the table and
opened his cheque-hook.

They watched him draw the cheque.

“ Pay to the Town and County J ank, Itd.,
the sum of One Hundred Pounds.—ARTnee
Avcustus D’Arcy.”

Then he wrote the letter,

“ Dear Sir,—Thank you very much for
your communication. Please find enclosed
cheque for One Hundred Pounds (£100), to be
placed to credit of my current account.—
Yours trul}, A. A. D'Arcy.”

The jJuniors stood in silence while D’Arey
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“T undah-

(

> The Smuggling Headmasier.
}
2 w~N the long roll of former headmasters of

I St. Jim's are numbered many eminent

scholars and notable men of whom the
old Sussex school has good reason to be proud.
But there were one or two exceptions, of whom
one was Dr. Septimus IFoskett. The doctor
ruled the school for the short period of two
vears during the reign of George the Third,
and appears to have been rather popular with
the boys. But Dr. Foskett was rather too
enterprising to be content to remain a school-
master alone. He engaged in secret in the
husiness of smuggling contraband coods 1nto
the country on a large scale, so that at the
time of his ultimate discov ery he was said 1o
be the principal smuggler in Sussex! His
methods were to have the contraband cargoes,
brought from France, transferred at night to
barges oft the mouth of the River Rhyll.  The
bmgv‘_ were then brought leisurelv up river
and unloaded a night or two later at the
school’s private landing-stage above Rylcome
village !

The Doctor received his contraband goods in
person, and used the vast underground vaults
of the ruined Priory, a couple of miles from
the school, as a storage chamber. By day
he was, of course, the dignified and Ighly
respected Head of St. Jim's!

But one night two Iifth Iormers of
sporting tastes named Cade and Tregelh, were
returning from Rylcombe. Passing the
Priory about midnight they heard the tramp
of feet and took cover—not being anxious to
make the acquaintance of Dr. Foskett’s birch
in the morning. Before their amazed eyes
a file of smugglers came into view and pro-
ceeded to deposit their burdens of contraband
spirits in the Priory vaults, directed by no
less a person than the Head of St. Jim's!

It is said that Cade owed the Doctor a
grudge for an unmerited flogging ; at any rate,
he made it his businesgs to inform the Revenue
Officers and as a result the redoubtable head-
master-simueecler was caught red-handed a
few night later. Thus ended one of the most
amazing and romantic episodes in the history

i of the old school,
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A Romantic Episode in the History of St. Jim's
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tore the cheque from the book, folded it inside
the letter, and placed the letter in an envelope,
which he addressed to the Town and County

Bank, Wayland Branch.

Then the swell of St. Jim’s looked up.

“ T wathah think that scttles it all wight,”
he remarked.

Blake gasped.

“You think that settles 1t ? ” he asked.

“Yaas, wathah.”

“My hat!”

“ Weally, Blake

“You're going to post that letter?” he
asked.

“Yaas, wathah.”

And Arthur Augustus D’Arcy went out of
the study with the letter in his hand. The
chums crossed to the window and watched

him emerge from the School-House and walk
over to the school letter-box.

*“ He’s posted it,” said Digby.

“My hat !

“.What will the bank chaps think ?
mured Blake.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ho, ho, ho!”

““My only hat!" Ha, ha, ha!”

Tom Merry looked into the study as he

passed. He stared at the three Tourth-
formers doubled with mirth.

“ Wherefore this thusness 2 ” he demanded.
“ What’s the jokelet 727

“Ha, ha, ha! Gussy's
account’s overdrawn i

Tmn \[elry grmnml.

“ Already !

“ Yes—and he’s sent the bank a cheque on
itself to make 1t up.’

Tom Merry roared.

“Good old Gussy ! Ha, ha, ha!?”

And he staggered away to tell Manners and
Lowther.

nur-

heard that his

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER

1 The Testimonial
(11 D}ARCY. 1 13

“ Yaas, deah boy.”
““He’s here,” said Reilly, turning round

from the door of Study No. 6 to the
crowd of fellows behind him. ‘. It's all right.”
H.A. (
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It was twenty-four hours after the incident
last recorded. D’Arcy had not yet received an
answer from the bank, but he had not' given
that any thought, for he had not the Teast
doubt that that matter was satisfactorily
settled. -

D’Arcy was alone just now in Study No. 6.

Blake and Digby had gone down to Ryl-
combe after afternoon lessons, and Herries
was at the kennels looking after his bulldog.
D’Arcy was seated - at the open window,
polishing his Sunday silk hat—an occupation
of which he hardly ever seemed to tire.

He glanced round as the shaggy head of
Reilly was thrust into the study.

A look of surprise came over his face as the
juniors crowded 1n. -

There were Shell fellows and TFourth-
formers 1in the crowd, and more than a dozen
of them altogether,

“ What do you want, deah boys ?” said
the swell of St. Jim’s, adjusting his eyeglass
and looking at the newcomers. * Weally, I
am wathah busy at the pwesent moment, you
know. What is the mattah ? ”

** Oh, we've come to see you, you know,”
sald Reilly affably.

“ Weally, Weilly

“We’ve come to see you,’
the Ifourth.
matter.”

“Yes, rather,” said Hancock.
portant.”

" Awfully important,”

““Bal Jove ! ”

*“ The fact is,” said Reilly, who seemed to
be the spokesman of the party, “ we admire
ye very much, D’Arcy, and we've been
thinkin’ of gettin’ up a sort of testimonial.”

A testimonial 27

“ FFaith, and that’s the idea ! ”

D’Arcy laid down his silk hat.

* Weally, you are vewy kind,” he remarked.
“1 feel vewy flattahed, you know; but I
weally don’t know whethah I could accept a
testimonial.”

" Oh, that's all right,” said Kerruish. ‘ As
the most popular fellow with a cheque-book—
I—I mean the most popular fellow i the

house, you're entitled to a testimonial.”
“* Hear, hear!”

* said Kerruish, of
“It's rather an important

“Very im-

sald Gatty.



“ Good old D'Arey!”

“Weally, you know

“We've decided on the testimonial,”
Jones minor. * That's settled.”

“ Yaas, but 4

“ I‘dith and we've thouﬂ]lt 1t over care-
fully !  went on Reilly. “We thought first of
an illuminated address, but we decided against
that.”

*“ Costs money,”” said Roberts.

“ Shut up. Roberts!”

“Order!”

“ Then we thought of a gold cup,” said
Reilly uublmlunﬂl\ “ But we didn’t happen
to have any frold cups lying about, so we gave
up that idea.”

“ Weally, Weally

= Tumlh' we thought of an excellent
scheme,” went on Reilly. Now this is the
1dea, and I think vou're hound to approve of
it.”

“ Of course that's very important,” re-
marked Hancock.  “If D’Arcv doesn’s
approve of it we shall have to think of a new
ﬂchemp

Faith, of course!

“D’Arcy knows what's what. you know.
If he doesn’t approve of the thing it shows
that the thing’s no good,” remarked Kerruish,
with a solemn shake of the head.

“ Hear, hear!?”

“ Yaas, wathah!?” said Arthur Augustus.

“ I must say I think vou're wight, deah boys.
I wegard myself as bein’ a fellow of tact and
]utlgment, and in a case of doubt you can
genewally depend on me to point out the

pwopah thing to do.”
¢i H@ﬂ-l’, | »

L

said

B2,

hear ! :

“ Well, this 1s the 1dea.”” said R mllv “We
thought it would be a good idea to stand you
a' big feed, you know, as a mark of apprecia-
tion.”” -

“That’s the dodge.”

“You are weally vewy kind

“Not at all. Do you approve of the 1dea ?

“ Yaas, I suppose I must accept, as you are
50 kind 4

““Hear, hear!?”

“ Ifaith, and he accepts ! ”

“ Bravo ! ”
D’Arcy rose to his feet, and put down the
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@Greyfriars Champlons

HORACE COKER

(Champion Comedian)

Or.lr Horace is a comic card, §
He is, in fact, the * Jokﬂr -
The Glﬂ friars h,ll{:ms find 1t h..ud
To hide their arins from Coker!
In everything he Sy and does,
In every quaint experiment,
He never fails to cause a buzz
Of breathless mirth and merriment!

He doth bestride the narrow world
Just like a huge colossus ;

But from our studies he is hurled
If he should try to boss us.

Ha blows his trumpet, and he brags,
Despite our scornful banter :

He calls Removites ** cheeky fags™
Then eats his words instantar!

'.F

He owns a crazv motor-bike
That hurtles down the highways,
And comes to grief in hedge or dike,
Or scatters fowls in byways.

When Coker mounts his mad machine
He bursts with pride—well, nearly ;
And roars, “Jump in the side-car, Greene!

But Greene loves life too dd.ll‘h’

L}

The Championship of Comic Clowns
Is Coker’s for the choosing ; -
And 1 foresee some fearsome frowns
When this he starts perusing !
He'll gnash his teeth and tear his hair,
His wrath will increase tenfold ;
“And direful vengeance he’ll declare
Upon the poet Penfold !




velvet pad ; for a moment forgetting even lus
silk bat, which he had placed on a chair beside
him, so much moved was he by this mark of
appreciation on the part of the School House
juniors. ‘

“Weally, deah boys,” he remarked, " 1
must say I am gweatly touched by this—this
desiah on your part to show your good-fecln’
towards me.”

“Hear, hear!”

“ T wegard it as a gweat honah, and I shall
be vewy pleased to accept.”

* Bravo!"”

““ Jolly good ! ” said Reilly. “ The honour’s
on our side.”

“Yewy well put indeed, Weilly.”

“ There is only one small difliculty in the
wayv,” went on Reilly. ““ Standing a feed costs
money : but, of course, we can’t allow vulgar
considerations of that sort to enter into a
matter like this.”

“ Bai Jove! I should hope not.”

““ And as we’re short of tin, an’ can’t stand
the feed, it’s really only a matter of form who
pays for it—the mark of appreciation is just
the same in any case,” said Reilly in a hurried
manner. *‘ So if you drew a cheque to pay
Mrs. Taggles ¥

“ Bui Jove ! ™

“I suppose that's all right, I)’Arcy ?2 7

“Ol, that’s all richt ! ” exclaimed Roberts.
“There’s nothing mean about D’Arey.”

“T'm sure D’Arecy wouldn’t allow wvulgar
considerations of money to enter into a
matter of this sort,” said Kerruish,

“ Oh, rather not.” |

“ Tfaith, and sure ye're right!”

ID’Arcy looked at the juniors through his
eycglass in a rather perplexed way. To be
asked to pay for o feed stood to himself by
his admirers in the School House was a little
extraordinary. » But, as Roberts said, there
was nothing mean about D”Arcy ; and, after
all, was not the mark of appreciation just
the same, whoever paid for the feed ?

“Well, what do you say ?"” said Reilly.
“We've admired vou for a long time, D’Arcy,
ever since you——"

“Tver since you had a cheque-book,”
said Roberts.

** Shut up, Roberts!”

L1 But___‘l'|

“Youass!”

“Silence 1 ™

““ Ever since you came to St. Jim’s, D’Arey,”
said Reilly, with a withering look at the
unlucky Roberts. * We've admired you no
end, and this testimonial 18 the only way we
can think of to show all the school how we
really regard you.”

“ Hear, hear!”

“You are quite right to scorn wvulgar
considerations of money, D’Arcy,” Reilly
continued. *‘ We admire you for that more
than for anything clse, don’t we, chaps ? ”

‘““Yes, rather.”

““ Hear, hear!”

“So you accept the testimonial, D’Arey ?

What could D’Arcy say ?

“Yaas, wathah!” hé replied. “I must
wemark that it is a wathah peculhah kind of
testimonial, you know ; but I accept it with
pleasure.”

“ Hear, hear!”

“Come on, then,” said Reilly, linking his
arm in D'Arcy’s. ‘““ Nothing like striking
the iron while it’s hot. Come on!”

“I was just polishing my hat——

“It’s beautifully done,” said Hancock,
picking up the silk hat and putting 1t on
IY’Arcy’s head. * There you are ! ™ '

“Youass! You’ve put it on backwards ! ”

“ My mistake.”

D’Arcy reversed the silk hat and allowed
himself to be marched from the study.
In the midst of an enthusiastic erowd, the
swell of St. Jim’s walked out of the School
House.

b

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER
Let ’Em All Come

THE scheme for presenting the owner of
the famous cheque-book with a testi-
monial had evidently been much dis-

cussed, for as Reilly & Co. marched out

‘with D’Arcy in their midst, they were joined

by more juniors from all sides. Quite a little
crowd poured out into the quadrangle, and
there, too, they were joined by more recrmts.
D’Arcy’s shining silk hat, like the white
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plume of Navarre of old, was a rallying-point
for all. There were twent y or twenty-five
fellows crowding round Arthur Aucustus
" as he crossed towards the tuckshop with his
graceful walk,

Blake and Dighy came in at the gates,
and caught sight of the crowd, and the well-
known topper in the midst of it.

s Hﬂ}lo 1 exclaimed Blake.
somethingon!”

~ Gussy’s being ragged, T suppose.”

" Come on!” said Blake hastily.

They dashed forward and ran into Tom
Merry, and knocked him flying. The hero of
the Shell jumped up wrathfully.

" What the——"" he began.

“Sorry ! gasped Blake., * Gussy’s being
ragged ; can’t stop !

Tom Merry burst into a roar.
“Ha, ha, ha! Tt’s all right, he’s not
being ragged. It's a giddy testimonial.”

But Blake and Digby had rushed off, and
could not hear.

They dashed to the rescue.

The two juniors burst upon the crowd
round D’Arcy like a thunderbolt. Unless
their elegant chum was being ragged, there
seemed no reason to Blake and Digby why he
should be marched across the quad. in a
shouting crowd, and they rushed to the rescue
without stopping to inquire.

“ Give ’em socks ! ” gasped Blake.

“Goit!”

Bifti—bifi—biff !

Reilly gave a roar as he rolled over under
Blake’s right, and Hancock yelled as Digby
floored him,

The rescuers reached D’Arcy’s side in a
moment, Intting out furiously

There was a roar round them.

" What the dickens s

“ What the——"’

“ Who the “

“You ass ! ”

*“You fathead ! ”

“ Get out ! ”

“Bat Jove!” gasped D’Arcy. “ What's
the mattah, deah boys ? What are you hittin’
Weilly and Hancock for 2

(4 Eh ? 12

“ What’s the wow ?

“There’s

i
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“The row? We're rescuing you!” ex
claimed Blake indignantly, |

D’Arcy stared at him.

“ Wescuin’ me ? " he ejaculated.

“Yes, you ass!”

*“ 1 wefuse to be called an ass!

“Sock it to them!” gasped Hancock,
struggling to his feet. “ Bowl ‘em over!
Bump them!”

“Hold on—--"

“1t's all wight, deah boys!”

* Look here! Aren’t you being ragged,
Gussy 27

“ Weally, Blake ;-

*““ Are you being ragged or not ? " roared
Blake.

** 1 should wefuse to be wagged ! ™

““Then vou're not 2 ”

“ Certainly not ! ™

“ Well, of all the chumps

“Pway don’t go for my fwiends, deah
boys ! 7 said D’Arcy pacifically. * Blake 1s
wathah an ass, but it’s all wight ! ” _

“ All right, is it 2 roared Reilly, clasping
his nose, from which the claret was flowing
redly. “Tll show the spalpeen if it’s all
right ! ”

* Weally, Weilly =

“ Faith, and syre 1 3

“Pax, deah boys! I twust you will not
make a wow. You have been wathah too
hasty, Blake. I was not bein’ wagged ; this
13 a testimonial.”:

“ A which ? 7 gasped Blake.

“A testimonial.”’

“ A tes-tes-testimonial ?2

“ Yaas, wathah ! These fellows are smpdin’
me a feed as a sion of their appweciation,”
said D’Arcy. “ You chaps can come,
too.”

*“Oh!” ejaculated Blake.

“ My word ! ”’ said Dighy. |

“ Oh, let’s get on ! ”’ said Kerruish. ™ Don't
make a row now, Reilly, on an occasion ke
this.” |

" Look at my nose ! ”

** Never mind your nose.
feed.”

‘*“ Faith, and I—"

“Oh, comeon!”

“Paxl”

)
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—

1

Think of the



“ Get along there !

Gussy.”

““ All wight, deah boys!”

Blake and Digby joined the crowd. If
there was a feed going, there was no reason
why they shouldn’t be in 1t ; but they hardly
understood as yet. Blake felt a tap on the
shoulder and looked round to e~ the Terrible
Three grinning at him.

“I told you it was a testimomal,” said
Tom Merry. ““It’s a rather ripping 1dea of
Reilly’s, isn’t1t 2

“Oh, it’s Reilly’'s idea, 15 16?"7 said
Blake.

(11 XTOS_’,

““ All these fellows going to the feed 7

* Looks like 1t.”

“And who on carth’s footing the bill ?”
demanded Blake.

““Ha, ha, ha! Gussy, I suppose.”

“Eh? Is Gussy standing himself a testi-
monial, then 2 ”

“Ha, ha, ha!?”

" (ussy, you ass

“Did you addwess me, Blake?” said
D’Arcy, turning round in the doorway of
Dame Taggles’ little shop.

“Yes, chump i

“ 1 decline to be called a chump.”

“Shut up, Blake!” said Hancock. “ We
won't allow you to address Gussy in a dis-
respectful manner. Order ! ” |
" Yaas, wathah!”

“Who'’s standing this feed ?” shouted
Blake.

" These chaps are,” said D’Arcy. “ They're
standin’ it to me as a testimonial.”

* But who’s footing the bill 2 ”’

“ Oh, that’s only a mattah of form ! I shall
give Mrs. Tagales a cheque.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry.

“ My only hat!” gasped Lowther. * Oh,
Gussy is getting too funny ! Gussy, old man,
you are being done! Can’t you see that your
noble leg is being pulled ?

““Weally, Lowthah 2

“ They are pulling the wool over your
noble eyes, Gussy ! ”’

“ Weally, you know %

" Oh, get in!” said Reilly hastily. “ You
chaps shut up! If you want to join in the

We're waiting for you,

2
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feed, join inj but don’t interfere, and don't
jaw.”

* Hear, hear ! ” said Fatty Wynn, elbowing
his way into the tuckshop. “ Don’t you bother,
Blake, but make way for a chap’s that
hungry.”

““New House rotter!
rose 4 Cry.

“Rats!” exclaimed FFatty Wynn warly.
“Don’t I want to take part in a testimonial
to a chap I admire like Gussy ? Haven’t I
admired him immenselv, and as much as
anybody, ecver since he had a cheque-
book—"’

** Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Weally, Wynn——"

“I-—=I mean ever since—ever since I
admired him,” said Fatty Wynn. “I'm
going to have a hand in this testimonial as—

as a sign of appreciation from the New House.”
“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“Quite  wight, Wynn,”
Augustus. “ Pway join us.”

* What-ho ! ”

And Fatty Wynn did. He had determined
to have a share in that testimonial—as a
matter of fact, he had a lion’s share. All the
Juniors did themselves well, but Fatty Wynn
really distinguished himself.

“It’s all right, Blake,” said Tom Merry,
patting the rather excited junior on the back.
“Don’t worry! The cheque-book won’t
last much longer, and the fellows are making
hay while the sun shines.”

Blake burst into a laugh.

“ Oh, all nght! Minc’s ginger-pop.”

" Mine's lemonade.”

*“ Jam tarts, please.”

“ Ham patties.”

“ Vanilla 1ces.”

““ Cream puffs.”

And the testimonial was soon going very
strong.

Kick him out!?”

sald Arthur

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER
A Business Call

AERE was a letter for D’Arcy on the
following morning. He found it when he
came downstairs with his chums, and
opened 1t carelessly enough. It was from
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the bank, as he knew by the inscription
on the back.

© It’s all wight,” he remarked. * Only an
acknowledgment of my cheque, I suppose.”

Blake chuckled.

“ Something more than that, 1 imacine,”
he remarked. %

“ Weally, Blake ?

“ Well, look.”

D’Arcy unfolded the letter and glanced at it.
A folded cheque fell out. Digby picked it up.

It was a cheque for one hundred pounds,
signed with

D’Arcy’s
name ; 1n fact,
the cheque he

had sent to
the bank to
renew his ac-
count.

The -juniors
read the letter
over D’Arcy’s
shoulder. It
was brief, but
very much to
the point.

“ Dear Sir,—

Wereturn your
cheque here-
with, and re-
mark that we
do not under-
stand your ob-
ject 1n sending
1t to us. Your
account 1s
overdrawn, as
~we have pre-
viously advised you, and we have been com-
pelled to decline to honour several cheques
since presented to us.—Yours faithfully,
“TrE Towx axp County BaNK, LTD.”

D’Arcy’s face was a study.

“ Bai Jove !” he murmured.

Blake roared.

“What did you expect, Gussy?” said
Tom Merry, with a grin. '

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” '

(

Everybody thought that the scheme {o present :
owner of the famous Chf[]lh._‘ hin}k, with 1 tt.‘i-‘-tlﬂ”lf‘rlll:!l. wias il
aood one, and in the midst of an enthusiastic crowd the swell
of St. Jim's walked out of the old School House. (See Chapler 14)

“T fail to see any cause for laughtah. I
wegard this as a piece of wank impertinence
on the part of the bank managal.”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“The chap bas wefused to honah a cheque
dwawn on his own bank. I wegard that as a
pwoof that the bank is in a wocky condish.”

“Oh, Gussy!”

“T shall w’ite to my governah and warn
him that the bank is wocky, so that he can
look aftah his money there.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

2

“ As for this
chap’s 1mper-
tinence 11
weturnin®  my
cheque, I shall
call on him this
aftalinoon, and
speak to him
vewy plainly.”

Y o U=
you're going to
the bank 7"

‘“Ya as,
wathah!”

“But—but

?  gasped

Tom Merry.
“I wegardit
. as my duty to
keep this banlk
managah chap
in his place,”

- o said ~ D’Arcey
At | e firmly. 1
cannot allow

impertinence
! of this kind to
pass unwepwimanded.”

The chums shrieked.

“ Oh, let him go ! ? gasped Blake. ““ I think
we’d all better go with him and see the
fun.”

“Good egg!?”

““ Nothin’ of the sort, deah boys! - You

chaps don’'t undahstand bankin’ or biznay

methods, and I could not take you with me
on a purely business call.”

“Ha, ba, ha!l”™
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“ Besides, you have tweated the whole
mattal in a wibald spiwit.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, there's the cricket this afternoon,
too,” said Tom Merry.  But I should awfully
like to see Gussy’s interview with the bank
manager.”

*““T will tell vou all about it, deah boy.”

“Ha, ha, hal”™

“Weally, you know

But the juniors roared—they could” not
help it. D’Arcy crumpled the letter into his
pocket and walked away, with his nose very
high in the air.

It was a half-holiday that afternoon at St.
Jim’s. There was a junior cricket match on
between the Shell and the Fourth, and
D’Arcy’s name had been put down for the
Fourth Form team, but Reilly was qute
willing—and able—to take his place. As the
swell of the Fourth explained, his business
with the bank at Wayland would not wait.
If his cheques on the bank were not being
paid, it would cause trouble—an opinion 1n
which his chums fully concurred. They were
expecting trouble.

When the cricketers went out to play,
Arthur Augustus, in gleaming collar and
shining hat, walked down to the station and
took the train for Wayland Junction.

The swell of St. Jim’s was 1n a determined
mood.

He was not going to stand any nonsense
from the bank manager. His aristocratic
features wore a quite grim expression when
he stepped out of the train at Wayland.

The bank was at the corner of the High
Street, and Arthur Augustus was not long in
reaching it from the station.

He entered the bank, making quite a hand-
some picture as he stood n the dull place—
like a fragment of Bond Street transported
bodily into the quiet building in the old-
fashioned country town.

A young gentleman upon a stool ceased for
o moment gnawing a pen, and glanced
inquiringly at the swell of St. Jim’s.

“Pway, can I sce the managah ? " asked
D’Arcy.

“Hm! Mr. Wix is engaged just now, I'm
afraid,”” said the clerk. *“ What name, please ?”

“D’Arcy—Arthur Augunstus D'Arey.”

The clerk grinned. His grin showed that
D’Arcy’s cheques had caused a certain amount
of hilarity at the bank, as well as at St. Jim’s.
The elegant junior frowned.

“ Pway inform the managah that I wish to
see him,” he said loftily.

“ Certainly. sir”

The clerk disappeared into an inner apart-
ment for a moment or two, and then reappeared
and conducted the swell of St. Jim’s into the
manager’s private room,

A stout, pink-complexioned gentleman of
middle age rose to meet A’Arcy. His face was
serious, but there was a twinkle in his eyes
which seemed to indicate that he was carefully
suppressing a desire to smile.

““Ah, Master D’Arcv!” he exclaimed,
shaking hands with the junior. “ One of our
clients! I am very glad to see you! Pray sit
down !”

“Thank you vewy much.”

Arthur Augustus sat down.

“You were in Wayland, and you thought
you would give me a call,” remarked Mr., Wix,
*“That was very kind of you.”

““ As a mattah of fact, my deah sir, I have
called upon a mattah of business,” said
D’Arcy.

“Yes! You wish to pay in something to
your account ?”’

* Not at all.”

£ NO ! B ,

“ I wish to know what this lettah means !>
sald D’Arcy, laying the crumpled letter from
the bank upon the table.

The manager stared. -

““Ahem! Surely that letter is plain
enough ? ” |

“ You have weturned my cheque.”

“Ye-es.”

“And dishonoured some cheques I drew
on the bank ?” : |

" Ye-es. There have been several more
since the letter was sent you, too. You see,
we had no resource. I communicated with
Lord Ilastwood on the matter, informing him
that your account had been overdrawn, and
he replied that on no account were we to
allow 1t to be further overdrawn. You sece,
therefore, that we had no resource but to
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By BAGLEY TRIMBLE

OME talk of Alexander,

S And some of Hercules :

Of Hector and Lysander,

And puny dwarfs like these.

But since the time of Nero,
Quite carly in A.D.,

The world has known no hero
So grert and grand as me |

The heroes drawn by Henty
And Ballantyne and Co., °
Had pluck and prit in plenty,

They fearcd no frowning foc.
But I'm a braver figure
Than any one of those ;
I'd boldly punch with vigour
A gian? on the nose !

I've saved a dozen fellows
At least from watery graves ;
In answer to their bellows
I plunged beneath the waves.
I've medals and diplomas :
And 1n the briny sea
I'm just as much a2t home as
A chap on land would be !

When buildings are a-blazing
And flames are spreading fast,
I don’t stand idly gazing,
Or hurriedly walk past.
Alert, alive, and nimble,
A ladder I ascend :
The cry goes up, ' "Tis Trimble :
The peril’'s at anend ! ™

ot. Jim’s historians tell us
That I'm a craven clown ;

Such scribes are surely jealous,
They envy my renown.

I'm fit and fat and famous,
And gallant as can be ;

And he’s an ignoramus
\Who's never heard of MI |
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dnelmo to pay the cheques that were prnsentod
to 1l~=r.

* But I sent vou a cheque to place to my
I'IC(‘,OIII]L-.

“ICh 2”7

“'A cheque for one humlwed pounds ! ”

said D’Arcy indignantly. *° Do you mean ’(0
say that the bank ]hn no funds to meet it 2’

“ But— but

“You state on your published balance-
sheet that you have a weserve fund of half a
million, sir. Yet you have weturned my
cheque.”

The manager stared.

* Really, my dear lad, you—vou h'trdh
secem to un(lprwmn{l th(* rules of h'mkm ’ he
murmured faintly. *° You are nov nllnwml
to draw cheques on our reserve funds—really.’

“Weallv, deah boy—I mean, my deah
sir -
"Abem ! You hardly understand, but
I undahstand ]wrfoc’rh cleahly now,”

said D’Arey, rising. ** But 1 weally think that
1t would be more fwank on your part to make
that statement on vour balance-sheet.”

“ But—but, really!”

“Undah the cires., this cheque-book will be
no furthah use to me 7 said D’Arcy loftily.
“ I will leave it here. Bai Jove!™”

His hand came empty out of his pocket.

* Gweat Scott ! I must have dwopped it !”

"\Ir Wix looked concerned.

“Dear me! This 1s serious ! ”

“Well, it wasn’t much use, as you decline
to cash my cheques,” said Arthur Augustus,
with some sarcasm. *‘ I weally do not see that
1t mattahs much.”

T]w hank manager coughed.

“ Well, if it fails into bad hands we shall
Thave the numbers of the cheques, so forgery
will hardly be practicable,” he said. * How-
ever, I hope it will be recovered. You are
going ?2 7’ -

“Yaas. I think I should wemark to you—
1t 1s only fair—that I intend to warn my
covernah of the wocky state of his bank.”

The manager hid a smile with his hand.

* Yery woll Master D’Arcy. I dare say
TLord Rastwood will understand, Good-day!”’

“ Good-day ! 7 said D’Arcy loftll)f. And he
left the bank.

(

The manager sat down jn his chair and
laughed for three consecutive minutes—which
did not look as if he were very nervous about
the result of Arthur Augustus’s threatened
report to Lord Fastwood.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER
Many Creditors

it ? ‘ 2)

ARCY !
“Where is D’Arey 2

“Anyvbody seen D’Arcy ? 7

Jack Blake had just come oft the cricket-
field, with his bat under his arm—out! He
alanced round inquiringly as the excited voices
called for D’Arcy.

“ What’s wanted ? ”

ii D!‘IXTC}T l‘ ?)

“Who wants him 2 ”

“Three or four people,”
Fourth, with a grin.
orocer, of Rylcombe

*“ And Whippet, the tailor

“And Tucker, theginger-beermerchant——

““And Thompson——"

Blake looked bewildered.

“My hat! All Rylcombe coming to wvisit
D’Arcy ? 7 he asked.

“ Looks like it,” said Kangaroo, coming up.
“ Where 1s Gussy ?”

“He’s gone out.”

“ Just like Gussy anted.

““ He’s gone over to the bank at Wayland,”
said Jack Blake. *“ What the dickens do they
want with him 27

“ Cash.”

* What ¢ ¥

“ They’ ve all got cheques that the bank
won't pay.”

“Phew ! ”

" Poor old Gussy ! exclaimed Tom Merry.
" The cheques are coming home to roost at
Jast ! 7"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“1 say, this is jolly serious,”
“T'll cut off and see them!” |

And he ran towards the School House.

Binks met him in the doorway. Binks was
looking concerned. He liked D’Arcy, like
everybody else, and he saw that there was
trouble in the air for the swell of St. Jim’s.

he demanded.

said Jones of the
“There’s Gorman, the

12

1)

said Blake.
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“ Oh, Master Blake,” he gasped, * there are
six people here asking for Master D’Arcy ! ”

*“ Where are they 7 ”

““ I’ve shown them up into Study No. 6,”
said Binks. * I—I thought I'd better get them
out of sight, Master Blake, so that Mr. Railton
or the Head wouldn’t see them—not till
Master D’Arcy comes in, anyway.”

Blake slapped the page on the shoulder.

“Good for you, Binks! You're a giddy
jewel I

Blake ran up the stairs.

A fat, red-faced man stood in tho doorway
of Study No. 6, and other visitors could be
seen within. Mrs. Murphy had a shawl over
her shoulders, and she was looking worried ;
but all the men in the partv looked excited.
Digby had dashed after his chum, and Tom
Merry followed him, and they reached the
study a few seconds after Blake. What was
to he done they had no idea, but they meant
to back up Jack Blake in any way they could.

“Hallo!” exclaimed the fat gentleman,
whom Blake recognised as Mr. Gorman, the
orocer. ° Where is he 2 ”

‘““ Good-afternoon, Mr, Gorman,’
politely.

“Where 1s he 2 ”

““ Fine weather for cricket, ain’t 162 ”

“Where 1s he ? 7’ roared Mr. Gorman.

“He? Who?"”

“D’Arcy! The young villain who has been
giving us waste-paper instead of our money i
roared the excited Mr. Gorman, waving a
cheque in the air. “ They won’t take this at
the bank! It’s {or three pun ten!”

‘““ And look at this ! ”” howled Mr. Whippett,
brandishing another cheque. * Fifteen pounds
ten and IlilleCll{"” l They won’t pay it !”

“ And this!” murmured Mrs. Murpln
“ And this!”

““ And this!”

“ Young swindler, Isay ! ”” said Mr. Gorman.

Blake turned red.

“If you mean to say that my friend is a
swindler, Mr. Gorman, you’ll get into trouble,”
he said. “If you don’t want to go out of
the house on your neck, you’d better mind
what you ray.”

‘“ Hear, hear ! ”” said Tom Merry.

Mr. Gorman nearly exploded.

' said Blake
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-said Tom Merry.

“Trot ’1m out!

““ Where's my money, then ?* he roared.
“ Oh, that’s all rlrrhf IR

= A]l richt, 1s 1t ? Threc pun ten! Where
ittt

“D’Arcy’s word is as good as his bond,”
“You’ Il be paid all right.
Don t get excited.”

sald

“ Tifteen pounds ten and ninepence,”
\Ir Whippett.

“ Two pun five ! > said Mr. Thomﬂon
“ Oh, cheese it 1 ”” said Tom Merry. “ You'll

be paid, if we have to pawn our e*{erm-:.e—

]JDGIn and pen-wipers to make up the money.
“ Ha, ha! That’s right!”’

“ Where is D’Arey 27

“ He’s gone out.”

“Gone out—to avoid his just creditors,”
said Mr. Whippett.

“ I don’t believe it ! roared Mr. Gorman.
Where is D’Arcy ! Produce
D’Arcy, or I'm going to-the Head ! ”

“Soam I!”

“And I!” -

Blake exchanged a hopeless look with Tom
Merry. The visitors to Study No. 6 had cause
for their exasperation, for the cheques being
dishonoured led them to the not unnatural
suspicion that D’Arcy had been spoofing
them with cheques that did not belong to him.
They had a right to be angry and uneasy,
but 1t would never do for them to go to the
Head.

That would lead to too much trouble for
D’Arcy. Blake racked ' his brains for a
“dodge,” but he could not think of one. What
was to be done ?”’

“ Now, then,” roared Mr. Gorman, after
a pause to take breath, ** are you going to trot
him out, or do I go to the Head %2 ™

" Look here,” said Tom Merry, “ keep
your wool on! As soon as D’Arcy comes in
he’ll make some arrangement with you to pay
the money, Until then .

*“* How long will he be 2

“I don’t know, but

" Then I'm going to the Head!™

And Mr. Gorman made a movement to leave
the study. DBlake’s eyes gleamed.

“Wait a minute ! ”’ he exclaimed. * Hold

on a few minutes, and I'll see what can be
done.”’
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The bank manager rose from his chair as D’'Arcy entered. | _
said Gussy. * 1 want to know the meaning of the lettah I received this morning.

s

Mr. Gorman took out a big gold watch.

“ T°11 wait for five minutes,”’ he said—** five
minutes, and not a sccond longer.”

“Oh, all right!”

Blake beckoned to Tom Merry and Digby
to follow him from the study. They went
out into the passage, Blake whipping the key
from the lock in passing. = The next moment
the door was shut and locked on the outside.

Tom Merry gasped. .

“ My hat, Blake, you’ve locked them ! ™

“They’re not going to the Head,” said
Blake grimly.

“Phew ! ” said Digby.

“It’s the only way.”

“Yes, I suppose 1t 18.”

There was a terrific pounding on the
inside of the study door, Mr. Gorman’s bull
voice was heard bellowing throngh the key-
“hole.

““ Hopen this door, you young willain ! ”
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“ 1 have called on a mattah of business,”
" (See Chapizr 16.)

Blake put his mouth to the keyhole to
reply.

7. Rats ™

Bang, bang, bang !

“ Hopen the door ! ”

“T’ll have the law on you!”

“ Rats !~

The juniors walked away. A terrific uproar
from the crowded study followed them. As
they went downstairs the voice of Binks was
heard below.

“Yes, sir. Master D’Arcy 1s out at present,
gir.. Shall I show you to his room, sir, where

you can wait for him, sir 2
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Blake groaned.

‘“ Another of 'em ! ”

“My hat!” murmured Tom Merry. “ This
is getting interesting.”

A very red-faced gentleman was standing
in the hall. Tom Merry recognised him as
Mr. Sanders, a person who supplied cricket-
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bats and such things to the juniors of St.
Jim’s. Mr. Sanders was looking very excited,
and he held a cheque in his hand.

““This cheque has been refused by the
bank,” he exclaimed, as he saw Tom Merry.
“If D’Arcy 1s not here, I shall take 1t to
Dr. Holmes.”

““ He will be back soon, sir,”

““Nonsense! I will not be eluded like
this,” exclaimed Mr. Sanders. “I will go
directly to the Head. Kindly show me to the
headmaster.”

““Come this way, sir,” saild Tom Merry.
“1 think we can arrange the matter on behalf
of D’Arcy, sir.”

*““Oh, very well; I have no objection to
that, of course. The cheque is for seven
pounds fifteen shillings.”

“My hat! This way.”

Mr. Sanders followed the juniors upstairs.
He started as he entered the Fourth IForm
passage, and the pounding in Study No. 6
burst on his. ears.

““Dear me! What is that noisc ? ” he ex-
claimed.

“ This way, sir.”

Tom Merry led the way to his own study,
and showed Mr. q::111(1"1_»531'55 lntu 1t with' great
politeness.

Mr. Sanders sat down. Tom '\Ierry stepped
out of the study, and Blake jerked the door,
shut, and locked it.

Tom Merry wiped the perspiration from his
brow. _

““ This 1s getting warm,” he murmured.

There was a crash on the door from
inside.

“ Open this door immediately, you young
rascals ! 7

They exchanged a rueful grin with Binks
as they met him at the bottom of the
stalrs

" Any more of ’em ? ”’ asked Tom Merry.

“ No, \Iaster Merry,” said Binks. ““If
they come——"

“ We'll wait here in case they do.”

“Ah! Is Master D’Arcy indoors ? ”’ asked

a voice at the door.

" Here’s another!” grunted Tom Merry,
swinging round. Then he uttered a sharp
exclamation. “ Lord Eastwood ! ”
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THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER
D’Arcy is Quite Satisfled

RTHUR AucusTUs D’ARrcy looked a little
A downhearted as he walked m at the
cates of St. Jim’s. He {felt that the
bank manager at Wayland had proved him-
self a very unrehable person, and that there
would be trouble when the cheques came 1n.
D’Arcy could not blame himself, but he felt
that there was something very wrong with
the system of banking.

He came towards the School House, and
two or three junmiors came down the steps to
meet him.

“Here he 1s !’ exclaimed Blake.

“ At last,” said Tom Merry.

Arthur Augustus turned his eyeglass upon
them imquiringly.

“ Anybody been to see me, deah boys ™ he
asled.
, Tom Merry chuckled.

“ Only about half Rylcombe,”

““ Bai Jove ! ”

“ And your governor.”

“ Gweat Scott ! ”’
‘“He’s only just come in,” said Tom Merry.

““ It scems he’s heard from the bank, and has
come down to see about it. How did you get
on at Wayland ¢ ™

““Wotten! The bank manager 1s a wotten,

unbusiness-like person.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ah! Is that you, Arthur ? ”

D’Arcy raised his silk hat to Lord East-
wood

““ Yaas, wathah, dad ! ” |

“1 wish to speuk to vou,”” said the
earl, in a severe tone. 1 have ht,ard from

he repled.

the bank in connection with your over-
drawing your account. I will come to your
study.”

* Certainly, fathah.”

“Hold on!” exclaimed Tom Merry, 1n
alarm. “ The—the study’s hardly in order
for his lords]np, Gussy. Better—er—talk
somewhere else.”

& VLry well ;
boy.”

““ N-n-no, mine isn’t in order either,” said
Tom \Ierry, turning red, as he felt that Lord

)
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“ \Where is he 2 ”

roared Mr. Gorman, excitedly waving a cheque in the air.
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““Where's D'Arcy ?

The vouny villain who's been giving us waste-paper instead of our money ! This cheque’s .for three-
' pun-ten—and they won't cash it at the bank ' (See Chapter 17.)

Iastwood’s eyes were curiously turned upon
him.” “° You—you see—in fact &

“MThat's how 1t 18, said Blalke.

“Weally, deah boys——

There was an echo of erashing and banging
from above. lLord Bastwood
noticed it, though he made no remark.

“T undahstand there are a lot of visitors
for me,” said D’Arcy. ** Where are they ¢ 7

“They’re—they're  waiting,” murmured
Blake, making signs to D’Arcy to drop the
subject—signs quite lost upon the swell of
St. Jim’s, but which Lord Eastwood perceived
well.

“Bai Jove! Where are they waitin’, deah
boy ?

“You—you sec

1)
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must, have

“ Arthur must attend to his visitors first,”
cald Lord Lastwood. ** Where arc they,
BPlake 27

“ I—in my study,” said Blake reluctantly.

The voice of a prefect was heard on the
stairs at that moment.

“If you don’t stop that row in No. 6, Blake,
I'll come and see you about 1t.”

“ Bail Jove ! ”

Blake gave a sickly smile.

“ Dear me! What does this mean 2 > said
Lord Eastwood.

“Oh, that’s Knox,” said Blake. “ That—
that’'s Knox’s little jole, you know.”

A little man in a frock-coat came bouncing
up the steps of the School House. The juniors
suppressed a groan as they recognised Mr.
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Topton, the hatter of Wayland. They guessed
that he was another of D’Arcy’s creditors,
especially as he was holding a slip of paper in
his hand, easily recognisable as a cheque.

“TI want to see D’Arcy!” he exclaimed.
“Oh, you are here! Master D’Arcy, this
cheque has been returned from the bank. They
refuse to pay it. I must ask you to hand me
seven pounds eighteen shillings and sixpence
immediately.”

““ Ahem ! ” said Lord Eastwood. *“ This iz a
little more of your carelessness, Arthur.”

D’Arcy shook his head.

‘““ 1t is not my fault, sir. I have called on
the bank managah, and he wefuses to listen to
weason. 1 can’t help his wefusin’ to pay my
cheques.”

Lord Eastwood smiled.

“ You may send in your account to me, my
friend,” he said to Mr. Topton; and the
hatter—all politeness at once —bowed almost
to the floor. * Blake, are my son’s other
vicitors on the same crrand as this gentle-
man ¢

“ Ye-e-es, sIr.”

“ Take me to them at once, please.”

Blake gave Tom Merry a hopeless look, and
led the way. Lord Eastwood looked astonished
as he approached Study No. 6, and heard the

terrific din therein. _
““ \WWhatever does this mean ?”’ exclaimed

Lord Eastwood.

“ You—you see, SIr, explained Blake,
quite crimson, “ they—they wanted to go to
the Head, so—so we locked them 1m.”

Lord Eastwood tried to look stern, but he
failed lamentably. His face worked helplessly
for a moment, and then he burst into a laugh.

““ You young rascals!” he exclaimed.
““ Open the door at once ! ™ N

Blake obeyed. There was a yell within.

The excited occupants of the study started
back at the sight of Lord Eastwood, cool and
composed again now. Blake went quietly
along to the next study, and then to Tom
Merrv’s, and unlocked the door. Mr. Sanders
camo rushing along the passage, but, he, too,
quieted down at the sight of the earl.

“ Gentlemen,” said Lord Iastwood, “ I
am truly sorry that you should have been put
to this—er—this inconvenience. And you,
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madam, pray accept my proiound regrets.
Any cheques my son may have given you are
fully worth the money they are drawn for;
you may send in your accounts to me, and
they will be paid in {ull at once.”

The speech was like oll on troubled waters.

The raging lions became meek lambs at
once. liven the ferocious Mr. Gorman pro-
tested that he knew 1t was all right all along,
and went away quite subdued. When the
last of the excited visitors was gone, Lord
LEastwood stepped into the study and turned
a long and steady look upon his son. Arthur
Augustus adjusted his eyeglass, and returned
his lordship’s stare with affectionate interest.

“I'm vewy glad to see you lookin’ so well,
dad,” he remarked ; *“and I'm awf’ly sowwy
about that lettah we sent you—the one we
cancelled, you know.”

Lord Eastwood coughed.

‘“ Arthur, how much do the combined
accounts amount to which you have accumu-
lated in this reckless manner ¢ ”

“Oh, not vewy much, sir: about sixty
pounds, I think, ovah the owiginal fiftay.”

“Hm! I will pay these accounts for you,
Arthur, and you will promise me to draw no
more cheques under any circumstances what-
ever,” said Lord Eastwood severely.

*“ Certainly, sir.”

“We will revert to the former system of a
money allowance,” said Lord Kastwood.

*“ Vewy well, dad. A cheque-book is wathah
a wowwy, aftah all,”” said D’Arcy. * Pewwaps
the old system is weally bettah. What dc
you think, Tom Mewwy ¢ ”

““ Heaps better ! >’ said Tom Merry, laughing.

“Vewy good! Let us wevert to the old
system Dby all means, dad,” said Arthur
Augustus. “ By the way, I twust you have
a fivah for me now.”

“What | ”

“I am stonay bwoke,” explained D’Arcy.
““As we are wevertin’ to the old system, I
should be very glad of a fivah just now.”

Lord Eastwood looked at his son very ex-
preseively for some moments, and then silently,
as if overcome, drew out his pocket-book, and
handed Arthur Augustus a five-pound note.
It was the end of Lord Eastwood’s Experiment.

THE END
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