














































































































a line by post, thanking him, D’Arcy would
be pleased to hear from Mr. Giggs. Any-
how, Mr. Giggs would know, as soon as he
found that note, what had become of the
machine, and would not worry about 1it.

This little matter satisfactorily settled,
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, feeling refreshed
by his rest in the grass and by the good
deed he had done, walked away cheerily
towards the school.

Half an hour later, a yvoung {" f
|

man 1 a red necktie stood
Wllt_'l‘ﬂ H‘I:i:u_\' huu] htuotl um]
picked the note off the fence
and read it, hLis eyes almost

*“ Give me that foolscap | ** roared the enraged Skimpole as he clutched a

pulled him out of his chalr.
you | "’

pulging from his head with amazement and
fury.

“My word!” gasped Mr. Giggs. "My
bike! Blinking thief! Given it away!
My eye! Lucky he's left his name and
address. I'll give him ¢ poor man’! I’ll
give him beans! I'll—I’ll—I’ll i

“You fwabjous chump ! '’ shouted Gussy.
(See Chapter 11.)

Words failed Mr. Giggs. He brandished
his fist in the air, and bad Gussy been still
present there would undoubtedly have been
trouble. Still 1n a state of excitement for
which Arvthur Augustus would have seen
no cause whatever, Mr. Giggs started for
St. Jim's. And he assuredly did not look

t Arthur Augustus and
‘“ I shall have to handle

as if he was going there to thank Arthur
Augustus for what he had donel

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER
Mr. Giggs Looks In |

i EHHY Iu :
“Yes. sir |” said Tom, stopping at the

call of Mr. Railton.
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“Do you know whether D’Arcy, of the
Fourth Form, is within gates?”

“Yes, sir. He came in some time ago.
He's in my study now,” answered the
captain of the Shell.

“YVery good. Please tell him that he is
wanted 1n the Head’s study at once.”

“Oh! Yes, sir’

The expression on the Housemaster’s face
was very grave, and his gravity was re-
flected in Tom Merry’s sunny countenance
now. Tom, with a bundle under his arm,
had just come in from the school shop ; there
was to be a spread in No. 10, in the Shell,
and Tom was taking in supplies. Study
No. 6 were guests in Tom Merry’s study
that afternoon, and Tom, as he went up the
staircase, wondered what trouble was im-
pending over his most distinguished guest,
[From Mr. Railton’s look, it was plainly
something serious.

“Ob, here you are!” said Manners as
Tom came into No. 10. “Waiting for you,
old scout.”

“Anything up?’ asked Blake, noting
Tom’s grave look.

“I'm afraid so.
doing, Gussy?”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy

" Message from Railton. The Head wants
you in his study at once,” said Tom.

“Bai Jovel”

Arthur Augustus I’Arcy looked sur-
prised. Also he looked displeased. Ie had
come 1n tired from his long walk, and the
chair he was occupying in Tom Merry’s
study was comfortable.

“More trouble!” sighed Blake.
Lhave you done, Gussy?”

“Nothin’, deah boy.”

“My hat!” exclaimed Lowther, in alarm.
“You haven’t been practising IExtremism in
the Head’s study, have you ?”

“Oh, crumbs!” ejaculated Dig.

“Weally, Lowthah =

“Well, what does the Head want to see
you for, then 1" demanded Blake uneasily.

“1 weally do not know, Blake, unless he
desiahs a little chat with me,” said Arthur

Augustus. “That may be the weason.”
“Fathead "

What have you been

23

“What

(
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“Weally, Blake _

“You’d better go at once, old chap,” said
Tom Merry. “Railton looked jolly serious.
We’d better go with him as far as the Beak’s
passage, you men."

“Yes, rather!”

Tea in Tom Merry’s study was unavoid-
ably postponed. The whole tea-party went
down with Arthur Augustus, all but Gussy
looking and feeling uneasy. Iellows were
not summoned to the headmaster’s study
without cause, and it was really highly 1m-
probable that Dr. Holmes wanted nothing
more than a chat with a Lower School
fellow.

“He, he, he! Here he is!” cackled Baggy
Trimble as the juniors came down the stair-
case. " You're in for it, Gussy! le, he,
he 1"

“ Weally, Twimble

“Gussy, old man,” exclaimed Julian, of
the IY'ourth, “it can’t be true. We know
you never did it.”

“Did what, deah boy1”

“A man’s come here—man in a red neck-
tic—and he said out loud before a dozen
fellows that you'd stolen his bike.”

“Gweat Scottl”

“What!” roared Blake. “Where i1s hel

I’ll jolly well kick him out of the House, and
chance it!”

“He’s in the Head’s study now,” said
Levison, of the IFourth. “Mr. Railton toolk

him there. It’s that man Giggs, of Way-
land [

“Giggs! DBai Jove!”
“The rotter I” said Blake. “He’s got the

cheek to say that Gussy has pinched his
bike! Why, the—the—the 3

)

“The man must be madl” said Tom
Merry, in wonder.
“He, he, hel” chortled Trimble. “He,

he Yarooooooh |” Blake’s boot came
with a sudden impact upon Trimble’s tight
trousers, and his chortle was changed into
a wild yell.

“Nothin’ in it, of course, Gussy,” said
Cardew, with a curious look at the swell of
St. Jim’s.

"I twust, Cardew, that no gentleman
)



pwesent will suspect me
of stealin’ a bike!” said
Arthur Augustus stifiiy.

“Of course not,” said
Levison hastily.  “The
man’s made an 1diotic
mistake.”

“I stmply took the
bike,” explained Arthur
Aurustus,

“EKh?”

“What ?7”

“And gave 1t away,
continuedd Arthur
Aurustus.

“You — vou — vou
took a man’s bike and
cave 1t away 17 stuttered
Tom Merry.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Oh, crikey!”

“But I left a note for

"

Mi. Giges  explainin’
. 1 .

1it,” sa1d Arthur
Augustus.  “I  weally

cannot understand why
he has come heah.
Howevah, I dare say he
will explain when I see
him.”

And Arthur Augustus
walked on towards the
Head’s study, his
friends walking with
him with dazed expres-
sions on their faces, and a crowd of
other fellows followine on, in a buzz
of excitement. Various inhabitants of
that part of Sussex had, at difierent
times, had various complaints to make
of St. Jim’s fellows. But certainly
no St. Jim's man had ever been accused of
stealing a bicycele before. That was the
it ; and 1t was the sensation of the term
in the School House.

At the corner of the Head’s corridor the
crowd had to stop, and Arthur Augustus
walked on alone to Dr. Holmes™ study and
tapped at the door. IIis head was erect, his
face calin. There was nothing on Gussy’s
conscience; he had done nothing for which

‘ Take this bike, deah boy, and wide it,”” said the swell of St. Jim's. The man

starcd at him, stupefied. me |
he stuttered. *“ Certainly, deah boy.”’ (See Chapter 13.)

““ You—you—you're giving me that there bike? S

he was not prepared to answer. He was
prepared to face his headmaster, or a whole
conclave of headmasters, and avow that he
had acted according to his—and Mr. Giggs’
—principles.

“Come in!”

The Head’s voice was very desp.

Arthur Augustus entered the study.

Dr. Holmes, seated at his writing-table,
had a very stern expression on his face.
Mr. Giggs was standing before the table,
and his countenance was excited. Wrath

and indignation struggled for predomi-
nance in Mr. Giggs’ speaking countenance.

What might be the cause of Mr. Giggs' wrath
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and indignation was unknown to Arthur
Augustus.

:D’Arcy " said the Head sternly.
“Y“f}'sa sir,” said Artbur Augustus calmly.
This young man, Mr. Giggs, accuses
you of having taken away his bicycle, which
he left against a fence in Wayland Lane.”
“Stealing it |” hooted Mr. Giggs.

“I should hardly have listened to such
an accusation, D’Arcy, but this young man
has produced ga paper which your House-
master tells me is apparently written in
your hand, admitting that the article was
taken by you.”

“Yaas, sir.”

“This young man—-"

‘ “Not so much of your young man, sir,’
interrupted Mr. Giggs. “I’'m as good =&
man as you any day in the week! Lot of
nobs at this here school—I don’t think!
Stealing a man’s bike—yah |”

Dr. Holmes waited patiently until Mr.
Giggs had finished. Then he resumed :

“This young man has come here to claim
his property. I am convinced that there
must be some mistake in the matter. Kindly
explain at once. Did you, or did you not,
remove a bicycle belonging to Mr. Giggs?”

“Yaas, sir.”

“Bless my soull
with it {”

“1 gave it to a twamp, sir.”

“ Bless my soul |”

Dr. Holmes gazed speechlessly at the
cheery swell of St. Jim’s, while Mr. Giggs
glared at him as if he could have eaten him.
And there was a pause in the Head’s study.

And what did you do

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER
Arthur Augustus Thinks Twice !

DR. HorLMES found his voice at last.
“D’Arcy 1”

“Yaas, sir.”

“You—you admit having commiited an
act of—of dishonesty 5

Arthur Augustus flushed crimson.

“Certainly not, sir,” he exclaimed in-
dignantly. “I twust you know me bettah
than to suppose anythin’ of the kind.”

“I fail to understand you, D’Arcy.

You

bike was no more his than mine.

admit having taken away a bicycle belong-
ing to this young man.”

“Stole it !” hooted Mr. Giggs.

Arthur Augustus turned his eyes on Mr.
Giggs. It was dawning upon his noble
mind that Skimpole, of the Shell, was not
the only Extremist who did not Iike
Extremism when it came home to roost.

“Pway dwy up, Mr. Giggs,” sald D’;'LT‘E‘.Y-
with dignity. “I should be sowwy to stwike
you 1n the pwesence of my hendmﬂstuh,_lmt
I cannot allow you to use such expwessions
to me.” -

“My eye!” stuttered Mr. Giggs. ~You
took the blinking jigger! You boned my
jigger! What do you call 1t1" i

“You know perfectly well what 1t 1s
called, Mr. Giggs. It is called a wedistwi-
bution of wealth.”

“Eh?”

“D’Arcy!” thundered the Head. “Ix-
plain yourself at once, if you have any
explanation to give.” _

“Certainly, sir. I am vewy willin’ to
explain. Bein’ an Extwemist 5

“A—a—a—a what?” stuttered tho Head.

“An Extwemist, sir.”

“Bless my soul I”

Dr. Holmes gazed at Arthur Augustus.
The thunder in his brow cleared away a
little. There even appeared a twinkle 1n
his majestic eyes. It was barely pUSSIb}B
that the Head saw something of a comis
nature in Arthur Augustus having imbibed
and adopted the latest “1sm.”

“Bein’ an Extwemist, sir, I am bound to
wegard bicycles, as well as evewy nt.]mh”form
of pwopahty, as public pwopahty,” "
plained Arthur Augustus. “Mr. Giggs
A poor
chap who was vewy tired asked me for hel‘p.
He was in need of immediate help, sir,
and it was, of course, impossible to leave
the mattah ovah until Extwemism comes
in, and bikes are nationalised. So I gave
him that bike to wide, and advised him to
sell it when he had done with it. I have
no doubt he has done so0.”

“ Bless my soul I”

“0Of course, I should not have acted in
this mannah, sir, had the bike belonged to
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anybody else,” said
Arthur  Augustus.
“As 1t belonged to
an Extwemist, it was
all wight. I cannot
undahstand in the
vewy least what Mr.
(riggs 1s complainin’
about.”

"I want my bike!”

roared Mr. Giges,
“I'll have the law of
you! I'll send you a
summons! I’ll prose-

cute you for theft!
'l .
Arthur  Augustus

eved him haughtily.,

“If vou take that
wepweliensible  view
of the mattah, Mr,
Gicgs, I shall cer-
tainly pay you for
the bike.”

“You certainly
will, or else you'll
go to chokey,” said

Mr. Giggs venom-
ously.
“But I must we-

mark,” said Arthur Augustus sternly, “that
I wegard you as an uttah humbue and hypo-
cwite, Mr. Giggs. You are pwofessin’
opinions upon which you wefuse to act.
You are an awwant humbug !”

“Silence, please!” exclaimed the Head.
“You utterly stupid and foolish boy >

“Bai Jove!”

“If you have been reading or hearing of
matters which you are not yet old enough
to understand, it is very unfortunate,” said
the Head. "DBut it is no excuse for your
conduct, D'Arcy. Whatever Mr. Giggs’
opinions may be, 1f you believed that they
would make him willing to part with his
property without receiving 1its value in
exchange, you must be a remarkably stupid
bov.”

“Weally, sir

“I shall pay Mr. Giggs for the bicycle

.

{
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“1 want my bike ! "’ roarcd Mr. Giggs as Arthur Augustus eyed him haughtily.
“I'll have the law on you | I’ll prosecute you for theft!”’

(See Chapler 15.)

“Somebody will, or there’ll be trouble!”

hooted Mr. Giggs.

“And the bill will be sent to your father,
D’Arcey.”

“Bai Jove |”

“You will also be caned by your House-

master i

" O]] '”'

“And if you should ever repeat this
absurd conduct, you will be flogged by me |”

rapped the Iead.

»

“I—I—weally, sir
“You will now take this note to Mr.
Railton.

“But weally, sir

“Silence !”

The Head wrote a brief note and handed
it to Arthur Augustus. The swell of St.
Jim’s, note in hand, went to the door.

There he paused to cast a glance of the

)




createst scorn at Mr. Giggs,

a glare and a snort in return.
left the study.

“Well?” exclaimed a dozen voices as
Arthur Augustus reached the corner of the

passage.
“I am sent to Mr. Wailton, you chaps.”

“What for?’ asked Blake.

“T am not suah, but I wathah think it
is for a lickin’,” said Arthur Augustus.
“The Head appeahed to be quite watty. I
weally feah it is goin’ to be a lickin’.”

Arthur Augustus’ fear was well founded.

It was a licking |

When the swell of St. Jimn’s emerged [rom
Mr. Railton’s study, he was looking quite
pale and very grave.

Mr. Giggs, recompensed for the loss of
his machine, shook the dust of St. Jim’s
from his feet and departed. He had not
lost on the transaction. Dr. Holines did
not know so much about the value of bikes
as Mr. Giggs knew. Tom Merry & Co.
cathered round Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
and walked him away to No. 10, in the

Shell.

Arthur Augustus did not sit down to tea.
He had his tea leaning in an elegant atti-
tude on the mantelpiece. It appeared that
Mr. Railton had put considerable beef into
the caning.

Tom Merry & Co. were sympathetic, but
they could not help grinning. After tea,
Arthur Augustus had a few words to say.

“You fellows

He paused.

“Go 1t, old bean !” said Tom.

“I am goin’ to give up Extwemism

“Bravo !”

“And I twust you fellows will take warn-

I'I’Eh ?.‘Il

“And beware of the dangah of gettin’
hold of cwanky opinions and airin’ them,”
sald Arthur Augustus seriously. “Thought-
less youngstahs like you fellows are vewy
liable to make asses of yourselves in that
way. I twust this will be a lesson to yon |”

“Well, my hat!” said Tom Merry.

And that was all he could say !

THE END

who gave him

Then he

1n

(

stopping at that.

carry four tons of bombs apiece, and travel
4,000 miles without a stop.
80

War from an Arm-Chair!

N

o longer does the greatest peril to war-
ships threaten from the seas. T'rom
the air it comes: depth charges and

wireless-controlled torpedoes dropped from

aeroplanes! Thus destruction can come in

a moment to battleships and cruisers that

cost millions of pounds each.

But modern methods of warfare are naot
With the coming of
television and the perfection of wireless, the
“brains ” of a future war will be farther
and safer from the actual perils of combat
even than they were in the Great War., It
is predicted by scientists that future wars
—if ever they arrive—wiil be conducted
from headquarters in cement-and-armour-
plate-shielded caverns far below the ground.

There the Headquarters Stafi will sit
back in padded armchairs, watching before
them on a vivid screen the panorama of any
piece of battle-front they switch on.

Orders will be sent out by wireless, and 1f
experiments now being conducted progress
successfully, the battleships and other fight-
ine craft of the Navy will be worked without
hands. Electrical equipment aboard the
vessels will pick from the ether orders wire-
lessed in code from G.H.(Q)., and act on
them, without human intervention.

Whether such things will be possible at
some future date with bombing and raid-
ing aeroplanes no man can yet tell.

But improvements in aircraft have
developed so rapidly in the last few years
that anything may be possible. At present
we have super-bombing machines that can

Three hundred miles an hour will be the
speed of their successors. Soaring at a
height of up to 45,000 feet, they will hurtle
down at a lower enemy at a diving speed of
upwards of 800 miles an hour!!

Battleships will be defenceless against the
appalling bomb-droppers—unless television
and wireless combine to shatter the enewy
’planes as they hurtle through the air|

)



The Eye of Science in War!

T'0 face page 80

Watching a Naval Battle on the Televisor Screen at the Admiralty.
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