















































































































































“ 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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