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2 CHAPTER 1. du“IL I:m:gt do ! evl-:-:-luimnd 'I'c:lm Herf}hﬂuddﬁnlf- bringing
. wn his fist upon the table—" It won't do——" -
N Tom Merry Makes Up His Mind. Monty Lowther gave a yell. The thump on the table had
_ OM MERRY sat on the corner of the table in his study  caused the ink to spurt from his pen, and in & moment thero
in the School House st St. Jim's, and ran his fingers  was a specimen.of almost every size in blots scattering over
through hiz curly hair. his paper.
§ Night had fallen upon Bi Jim's, and the gas was lighted o It won't do——"" repeaied Tom Merry.
I it the study, and a ruddy fire glowed in the grate, and very ] should think it won't!’ welled Lowther. *° What do
¥ cheerful and cosy the rcom looked. 2 you think Mr. Railton will say when I show him this®™
8 The chums of the Shell—known all over St. Jim's as the Tom Merry glanoed at the blotted sheet,
o Terrble Three—were all there.  Manners was roasting “1 don't think I should show him that, Lowther. e

& chestnuts at the fire. Monty Lowther, with a pen in his b - s
right hand, his head resting on his left, and an expression of W‘f’iﬂd probably say that you're to do it over again.

& Lerrific Jdetermination upor hia face, was driving at express You—you ass! ‘A.nd I had nearly finished 11-}

sped through & Latin imposition. Tom Merry, as we have ““ Well, you've quite finished it now, and no mistake.

giid, sat on a corner of the table, and the way he ran his don’t worry aver a trifle, Monty, old chap—"*

B fagers through his hair showed that he was thinking soimne- “ Thirly lines of Virgilt Do you call that a trifle?”
fﬁ?ﬁeg out, < !Ex_las, gert!l.ilﬂf, compared with the important matter I've
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E-&sn thinking about,” faid Tom Merry. “I say it won't
n—_

“ What won't doi™

“I've been thinking—-—"

“Well, you shouldn’t if it has that effect upon you'!™
growled :!..awther, as he crumpled up the spoiled sheet, and
threw it into the grate.

There was a howl irom Manners.

* Hallo, Manners, what's the matter with you? -

You erl You've knocked half a dozen of my chest-
nufz into the fire!"

“Borry! It’s all Tom Merry's fault. He's been thinking,
and something was bound to happen—-=="

“ Tt won't do!"” said Tom Merry, thumping the table agai
more emphatically than before.  * 1 zdid it won't do, ﬂ-ﬂﬂﬁ
wean it won't do i

His chums looked at him.

“ If you'd kindly explain what you're talking about,"” said
Lowther thoughtfully, ** we might be abla, with the aid of a
microscope, to cec some meaning in yonr remarks—that is, of
course, if there 15 any.” : *

“I've been thinking," zaid Tom severely, * about the state
things Lave fallen into at 8t. Jim’s. This school is going to
the dogs And what is the reason "’

* Blessed if 1 know!" said Lowther.
deum? If it is, I give it up.””

“The reason.,” pursued Tom Merry, unheeding—* the
reason is, that there is a want of a proper sense of discipline
armong the juniors.”

Manners and Lowther simply stared

" Off your rocker?” inguired Lowther pleasantly.

" Must be,” said Manners. *I've heard the prefects talk-
ing in that way, but I never expected to hear a fellow in our

Form say——'

“ You don’t understand me,” zaid Tom Merry, *J—"

“No, blessed if we do! é—hll, don't trouble to explain.
I've got to get my impot done, and I don’t want you te
1terrupl——F '

“Don't be an asa, Lowther. 'This is an important matter.
When I say that a ?re:r‘pier sensg of discipline is lacking in the
juniors at Bt, Jim's, I don’t mean that there iz anything
wrong with the Shell, “ We are all right.”?

“0Oh, Isee! Then what do you mean?”

“I am speaking of the Fourth Form. You are aware,”
went on Tom Merry, growing animated, ‘‘that there is a
deadly rivalry hetween the two houses at this school, which
existed before we came here—in fact, the origin of which is
lost in the mists of antiquity—-"" =

“Oh, draw it mild!"” said Lowther. * It's only a hundred
years since the New Heuse was built.”

* Well, never mind the mists of sntiquily,” said Tom
Merry. ' Anyway, the rivalry betweon the Bchool House
and rtylm New House has lasted a jolly long time, and when
wo three entered the School Honse at St. Jim’s we at once
came to the determination to make this house the cock house
at the school.

“ And wo've done it!" said Lowther

“Well, yes, in a measure we have,” assented Tom Merry.
“Wa have done our best, under éilﬁm]tiem Before we
arrived, the leaders of the juniors in this house were Blake,
Herries, and IJ’!.,ME; of Btudy No. 6, and, I believe, from
what I've heard, that they kept up their end pretty well
against the New House—""

** Passably, I dare say.”

“But when we came, we niged at once that our
natural sphera was the leadership; but Blake, Herries, and
D'Arcy could not goe it——"" '

“ Ha, ha! The:i,' can't see it yet!"”

“ Exactly. And that’s what I'm eoming to. We've got to
make them szec it!” said Tom Merry, with a determined
frown. i

“A jolly d idea, i it can be done 1™ _

"Yﬂli? EE:EE?‘F went on the here of the Shell, who had
evidently been giving the matier a great deal of thought,
“80 long as there are two parties disputing for the leader-
ship of the Bechool House, how are we to make tho New
House fellows toe the line (™

T Q‘uil:ﬂ P

“While if Blake, Horries, and D'Arcy were content to
follow our lead, as they should do, we could scon put Fig-
ging & Co., of the New House, in their place.”’

“Yery hikely."

“And then,” said Tom Merry—"then we could, when
required, present a unifed {rout to outside enemies.™

“* Bravo

“You know that we shall never really get the best of

*Is that & conun-

 Rylcombe Grammar School till that's done. We've licked .
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JCome along, Monty, old

them, I know, and made them own up that they're licked,
But they're such obstinate boundera. 're lik};a the cha
who was dead, but wonkdn't lie down. r they're lick
they come up smiling for another licking. And—not to put
too fine a pomnt on it—they've licked us at iimes.”

“8a they have,”’ grinned Lowther.

“* They're not going to lick us again I’

* Certainly not )t
dﬂ‘;fq.nd 80, 03 I said ‘when you blotted your impot, it won't

* What won't do?"”

“This insubordination among the juniori. We've got to
ﬁ:ﬁlun the war-path in earnest. We've got to conguer Study

“ Harrah I

* And then wipe oul Figgins & Co., of the New IHouse—"
Hip, pip!"”
h:' And ﬂ:f:n giva the ,_.Emm mar Bchool the m‘nrl..n.ﬁliﬂa‘
L Brﬂ.‘ﬂ'ﬂ l’l

" And s0,” said Tom Merry, slipping off the iable, * wo
Nay as I get to business at once, kids, Study No, & is
gm'ng to be sat upon heavily.” :

“Are you going to get on the roof, then ™
* “Rats! Where's the screwdriver?”

““In the drawer of the tabla,'

““ And the screws?”

““They're in the locker.”

“Then, come & 1" saj om Merry, when he had
E-umé E'!rh& screws and the™ v;[;”** ‘get along to
{1, - <F-

* What's the wheeze?” asked Manners, getting up from the
fender.

" Btudy No. 6 are going to entertain Figgins & Co. at tea
to-night. Figgy, Kerr, and Wynn will be along pretty scon.
I thought it would be only a kind little attention to screw
up the door of No. 6——"

“Ha, ha, hal” :

“ With the door screwed ap, and Blake inside and Figging
outzide, I don't think that tea-party will be a howling suc-

cess,” enid Tom Merry, with a smile of satisfaction. ** We'll
drop on Figgins & Co. when they come, and give them a
ducking in the bathroom, and then chuck t oul on
their necksg——"=

“ ool wheeze!™

“That will do for a start,”” went on Tom Merry. “Wa'

have got to make ourselves respected. and there's only one
way of dealing with these youngsters."

Tom Merry was about two months older than Jack Blake,
of Study No. b, but he might have been two decades older
by the way he spoke.

“Quite right!” grinned Lowilier. “ Those youngsters
ought to respect hoary patriarchs like us, and show a proper
reverence of owr grey beards——" /

“If you'ra going to maoke bad jokes about the matter,
Lowther——""

“I'm not. Mine are all good ones. But geil along with
your serewing while I write out my beastly imposition I'

“And I'll finish my chestnuts,” =aid Manners.

““No, you won't!” gaid Tom Merry cheerfully. * 1 shall
want yoa both! Come along!™

“ But my imposition—"

“ But my chestnute—-""

“Hang your imposition!
along.”

“(h, 1t"s no good arguipg with the obstinate bounder!™
said hlfnm:mru, Bgmeping hhhﬁhe!s’t’nui‘a back from ihe fGre.
chap

“ Right-ho! I'm coming!"

And the Terrible Three left the study and made their way
cautiously down the corridor, and turned into the passage
upon which the Fourth Form studies opened.

The passage waa dimly lighted, and in the dusk the threc
chums of the Shell were soon outside the door of No. 6, with-
out having made a sound to alarm the occcupants

The light that 9ﬁl.ﬂ,&.}:‘ﬂ;m’l under the door showed that the
room was oceupied, and the chums could hear the murmur
of Blake's voice within, sounding a good deal as if he were
reading out o letter.

“It's all right!" whispered Tom Merry. “"Hold iha
handle, in case of accidents, snd 1'll soon have the screwge—
Hallo, my hat!" .

He gave a jump, and dm;w the screwdriver, as a sudden
shout rang from within the Fourth Form study.

" Hurrah "

“ Hip, hip, hip, hurrah!”

Blow sour (hestinta! Come
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duke heard them ¢lose behind, and his com-
;ndts drawing further and further away in
ront.

S
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CHAPTER 2.
The Terrible Three Catch a Tartar.

" URRAH ! g
H Within the study the tea-table was laid, and the
light gleamed cheerily on white cloth and shining
srockery, and many a tempting dainty from the tuck-shop
—m hospitable array. Blake, Herries, and D'Arcy were
there, waiting for Figgins & Co. to come to tea; but at the
present moment, in tﬁw oxciterment of the letter Blake was
roading out, they ‘had forgotten Figgins & Co., and the tea

az well. _ :

Thoe chums of the Fourth Form were locking in very fine
feather that February evening. Herries, big and burly
and good-natured, Jack Blake, athletic, gi:;;ld—lﬂukfng, intel-
ligent, and Arthur Augustus I’Arcy—the one and only.
Arthur Augustus, the swell of the 8chool House, was stand-
ing in an elegant attitude before the fire, his eyeglass
screwed into his eve, and his waisteoat gleaming in the
gaslight. with all the hues of the rainbow. Never had an
Fton jacket boen so beautifully fitted ; never had a pair of
trousers been so charmingly creased.

“Hurrah!™

Blake and Herries shouted with a force of lungs that
Stentor himself might have envied, and Arthur Augustus
addesd 2 hearty * Bwavo!" £

“This is jolly good news!"” exclaimed Blake.

“ Ripping " said Herries. _

“Yaas, wathah!" exclaimed Arthur Augustus. “I
wiegard it as weally the best news we have had for a vewy
long time."”

“When I saw Dig's fist on the envelope,” went on Blake,
”1'1 thought he might be coming to pay us another visit,
and=—--

III"“_.---"""---..
The Grammarians put on a spurt, Mnma-] '\
=)

One Penny.

““And he's coming to stay instead?"

““That's it."

- " Hoawwah! Bwavo!” 2 =

The chums of No. 6 looked at each other with great satis-
faction. :

Digby had been their chum in that study, but his people
had taken him away from St. Jim's, to be sent to a school
nearer their own place in Devonshire. Digbhy had never
been happy away from his old chums, and they, for their
part, had always wanted him back.,” There wasn't any too
m'l..l[:i} room in the study for three fellows, and it could not
be donied that four was a c¢rowd. But if the room had

only been half its size, they would have welcomed back
“It will be jolly to see

Dighy with open arms.

“Good old Dig!"”" said Herries.
hiz old chivvy again! T'm’ jolly glad he's persuaded his
people to let him come back.”

“Yes, and I think the way we put it to Sir Roberi ]}igh_‘r

when he was on a visit here had something to do with 1t,”
Blake remarked thoughtfully.

““ Yaas, wathah!" said Arthur Augustus, with a nod. "I
weally think that the way I explained things to the noble
bawonet had somethin’ to do with the matiah. I weally
put it to him as one gentleman to anothah.” A

“ Read it out again, Blake,” said Herries. !

“You are intewwuptin’® me, Hewwies” gsaid D'Arcy,
turning his eveglasa upon Herries.

PLEASE FILL IN THE ORDER FORM IN THIS ISSUE
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“ (o on,” said Herries; * read it out again, Blake.”

‘“Pway allow me—"

Blake resumed reading the letter.

“I've_persutded my governor to let me come back to
8t. Jim's at last,” went on the letter from I[igh{. ““He's
going abroad for a time, so that made it easier for me to

ersuade him. I'm coming back at once, without waiting
or the half-term. You can expect me any day, but I'll
wire my train.’” ]

“ Hurrah!” shouted Herries.

i Bwam !I‘I ;

“It's rippingl’ said Blake. “You know, I've missed
Dig a lot, especially since Tom Merry came to Bt. Jim's
We held our own a great deal better when we were four
instead of three, and Dig had some good ideas sometimes.”™

“Yaaa, wathah, ‘1 wegard Digby as an intelligent person,
though he sometimes failed in tweatin’ me with pwopah
wespect," o

“Ha, hat I say, this will be good news for Figgins
We'll put Figgins & Co. in their place again when we've
got old Dig to back us up agsin. We—— Great pip,
what's that?"’

It was & erash outside the study, and a bump on the door.
Then a voice was heard shouting:

““Blake! Herries! Help heral”

“1t's Figgins!"t exclaimed Blake, and he dashed to the
door and tore at the handie. But the door did not budge.
Blake tore at it again, but it would not come open, and
still the sound of scuffling and ﬁtrugiling continued outside.

“ Lend a hand here!” gasped Blake.

Herries was at his side in a moment, but Arthur Augustus
I’ Arcy was more leisurely in his movements. He stopped
to adjust his monocle, and to smooth out & glight crease in
hiz gorgeous waistooat.

Blake grasped the handle of the door with both hands,
and Herries grasped Blake round the waist. Then they
both tugged away for all they were worth.

There was a tearing auun?: and the deor flew suddenly
open, a half-driven screw sticking out of its edge.

Back went Blake and Herries as the door flew open, and
ITerriea sat down violently, and Blake sat upon him.

“ Bai Jove!" exelaimed Arthur Augustus, surveying them
tllamughw]:lis eyeglass. “ Bai Jove, deah boys, how extwemely
clumsy !

Blaie jumped to bis feét in & moment. Herries, who
had had a harder bump on the floor, was not quite so quick.

Blake stared out into the dusky corridor. At first all
he could see was a-maze of arms and legs and heads.

A desperate combat was being waged, but it was not easy
at first to distinguish the combatants. But Blake soon made
out Tom ]HarrF, engu in a deadly grapple with a long-
legged, powerfully-built jumior, who had just pinned him
against the wall.” :

‘‘ Hallo, Figgins!" exclaimed Blake.

Fsﬁglna of the New House gave a gasp. -

““ Lend a hand, Blake; the rotter is too strong for me.”

“ Right-ho 1" '

_ Blake sprang to_the rescue. Iis griﬁ was on Tom Merry
in 2 moment, and the hero of the Bhell was yanked into
the study between the two. )

He was still struggling violently, with a very red and
excited face, and his collar torn out, but Herries came into
action, sed Tom Merry was plumped down upon the floor,
and Herries plumped upon his chest. _
_“"You're a ﬁjdﬁy risoner !"" said Blake, wagging a warn-
mg finger at him, while Figgins gasped to recover his wind.
v 2it tight, Herries!” )

“ Right-ho 1" said Herries. “ I've got him."

- “Wa were coming in to tea,” gasped Figgins, **and we
found those bounders kneeling out there, screwing up your
dmr__ll b )

“My hat! That’s why it wouldn't open!™”

“80 we dropped on them,” grinned Figgins; and he
dashed into the passage again to lend a helping hand to
the “Co.,” who wera still struggling with Manners and
Lowther.

Tha latter two were socon dragged into the study and
gecured. The odds against them were too great. Then the
“(.” came in. Fatty Wynn and Kerr, the famous * Co.,”
wore dusty and dishevelled, and gasping for breath.

“ Done, 'em!"” gasped Kerr. “It was a tussle, though.”

“Yaas, wathah! You look quite dirty and disweput-
able,” said D'Arcy, looking upon Figgins & Co. with a
far from favourable eye.

“8o would you be if you'd been in an up-and-downer
like that,'” growled Fatty Wynn. “I say, kids, ia tea
ready? ﬂ'_]ght.mg always makes me hungry; and as we
were coming out to tea, I thought I'd bring a.good big
hunger with me, and so I haven’t had anything since dininer
weept & cake and a pound of biscuits and some oranges
wnd a pork-pie and a fig-pudding and a dogen tarts.”

“ My word
£ ﬂlp&.lhﬂtiﬂlhiﬂ “ Well, it'a
wn on the ooal, D’.&m;."

“ Certainly, deah boy! :

The kettle was already singing. Blake nursed his chin
thoughtfully as he gazed down upon the Terrible Three.
The chums of the B8hell Form were helpless prisoners.
Herries was sitting upon Tom Merry, pinning him down
by sheer weight; Figgins was kneeling on Monty Lowther,
and Kerr had plumped himself down upon Manners. The
Terrible Three wriggled in vain. '

‘““8o you were going to screw up our door, were you!'’
said Blake.

“¥Yes, r r," said Tom Merry undauntedly ; * and if
that long-legged specimen hadn’'t come along for another
fow minutes, we—"" :

““ But I did come along,” grinned Figgins, * and now the
tables are turned. What are you gommg to do with tha
rubbish, Blakei"

““ Bettah give them a feahful thwazhin',”" said D'Arey.
“1 wegard it as wank impertinence for them to scwew up
the door of our studs.”

““ We have some treacle here,’’ said Herries; * we could
anoint them with treacle.”

“ And mix rome soot in it,” said Fatty Wynn. * They've
delayed tea, and a fellow who delays a meal ought to b
made an example of.”

“ And rub it well into their necks,” observed Kerr, the
Scottish member of the Co. * These Bchool House kids ara
tao cheeky by half.”

““ Hallo, what's that?" exclaimed Blake

1 mean thesa kids in the 8hell,” amended Kerr, remem-
bering that he was on a visit to the School House, and that
Houze rows were * off.”’

“ And then frog's-march them down the corridor, and
bung them into their study and lock them in,” said Figgins.

But Blake made no motion to carry out any of thosze
valuable suggestions, and his brow remained very thought-
ful. Something was evidently working in his m ind.

“ Well, what are you going to do?’ asked Kerr. “I'm
not particular, but I don't find Manners’ chest the most
comfortable seat in the world.” _

* Considering all the circumsiances——"" began Blake.

“(Cat the eackle !’

“I say, considering all the ecircumstaneces,’” repeated
Blake, with emphasis, ** I think we may imitate the examplo
of King—King—King—somebody or other—it was some
beastly king, but I forget his name—who pardoned all the
criminals on an occasion of great joyfulness.”

“ Where's the great joyfulness on this occasion?” asked
Figgins. * Do you mean our coming to tea with you?”

“No, I don’t,” said Blake, with a withering look.

“ What do you mean, then?i"

“ We've ripping good news."

“ Bome died and %&fl you ninepence’t’”’

% No. Dighby is coming back to 8t. Jim's!™

“For good?”

“ For good.”

“Bravo!” exclaimed Figgins & Co. heartily. ~ Jolly

glad to hear it."”
“Bravo!l” gasped Tom Merry. “I'd cheer if Herries
“T'll cheer for you.

u must be hungry, then ! exclaimed Blake
unfll ready. Bhove the keitle

would kindly get off my chest.”

“Rats!"” said Herries,
hurrah "’ \ :

“ Bo, on this great and joyful cccasion, we are going to
pardon the criminals—I mean, these kids in the Shell,”
said Blake magnanimously.

“Right you are,” said Figgins. * Kick ’em out.”

“ Pway wait a moment,” said D'Arey, 1 *

“ Kick ‘em out!” 0 B L

““ You are intewwuptin® me, Figgins."

“ Shove "em out on their necks!”

“ Pway listen to mo!l”

“ Pile 'em in a heap outside, and let "em sort themselves
out."”

Hip, pip,

i Pwa "‘ IJ

“My hat, theré’s Guasy still talking! That chap is like
the ‘léttﬁeg brook—he goes on for ever. Bhove those rotters
outside !’

““ 1 insist upon some wegard bein’ paid to my wemarks!"”
exclaimed D'Arcy. * Pway listen to-me! If you were not
a guest in this study, Figgins, I should immediately pwoceed
to give you a feahful thwashin’t"

“Thank goodness I am a guest!” gasped Figgins, appar-
ently in a stale of great alarm. * I-—% am so frightencd !

“ Pway do not wot——"'

“ Kick them out!” said Kerr.

i Pwu’y stop! I was about to say——"'

“You're too long about it! Kick—"

“1 was about to say that, on this gweat and glowioua

*Out they gol”
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.occasion, when our esteemed fwiend Digbhy is about to
wetorn to Bt. Jim's, we might signalise the occasion—"
* 80 we have, pardoning the criminals.”

“Yaas; but instead of kiokin’ them out—"

“Dut they go!"” shounted Herries.

“ T say; instead of kickin' them out——"

£ One, two, three, and—"

“ Imstead of kickin' them out——""

* Oh, cut the cackle, and lend a hand hers!"

“ Instead of kickin’ them out, invite them to tea.”

Blake stopped suddenly in his efforts to jerk Lowther to
the door.

“ Well, that's a
thought of that!™ ¥
“(M course you did not, deah boy,” said D'Arey; *
think of these things wequires a bwain!” !

“It's a go!" exclai Blake. *I say, you bounders, will
you stay to teaf”

The Terrible Three had been considerably ruffled and
rumpled, but they never bore malice. Tom Merry grinned
through the dust on his features.

“ With all my heart!” he replied at once.

“ Rather!" said Manners. ° I'd rather stay to tea than
be kicked out, any day "

* Certainly,” said Lowther.
to take tea with fellows in a lower Form—

“ (Oh, cheese it! How much higher is the Shell than the
Fourth, I'd like to know " .

. “Yaas, wathah! [ wegard your wemark as widiculous,
Lowthah!” Bin ek : .

“It's higher in some respects,” said Figgins. * The time
we ducked Lowther in"that mouldy old ditch, for instance,
léf ht,gh for a long time—higher than anything else at

. Jim's "

“Ha, ha! It's settled, then, you stay to tea, kids?" °

“Euflrtu.i_uly," aa»:'.d three voices ifi UNISON.

* Then it'a pax!”

And the -Taiiribla Three were released. And while they
dusted themselves down, and set their personal attire a little
to rights, Herries made a rapid journey down to the school
slﬁup for further supplies, and Arthur Augustus D’ Arcy made
the tea. ,

L

CHAPTER 3.
: A Study **Feed."
TEA in Blake’s study was a jolly meal that evening.

good idea,” he exclaimed; “I never

“It's a bit below our dignity

]

The chums of Study No. 6 were in funds, as it hap-

penad, and so the spread was a particularly good

one. They were in very high spirits, too, owing to
the good newa from Dighy. : : :

In spite of the triangular rivalry which reigned between
the Terrible Three, Study No. 6, and Figgins & Co., there
was a deep and real regard at the bottom of it all, and all
the juniors had missed Digby from his accustomed place.

All were pleased to hear that he was returning to the old
school, and over that merry tea in No. b they discussed the
reception which should be given him.

4 We must make him welcome,” said Blake, * When we

hear that he's positively coming, I suggest that we all make
it pax for that day, and stop rows, and join together to give
n]cr Dig. a really npping time.”

“ (Zood ! said Tom Merry and Figgins, at once,

“ Yaas, wathah!™ said 1’Arcy. * That, of course, iz the
pwopah thing. We must have some celebwation, too. What
pwice a twinmphal arch in the guadwanglet”

“ A triumphal arch!” =zaid Blake A ripping idea; only
it won't work!'" :

“71 weally do not see why it should not work. You
houndahs often say that my ideas won't work, and they turn
out all wight aftah all,” said D'Arcy, with dignity. I
weai%i.r think that a twiumphal arch would be the pwopah
capah.” '

‘My dear ass—"'

1 wefuse to be called an asal- T considah it an oppwo-
bious expwession, and I wegard you as a koundah !

“ But you see, duffer—' i

“T object to being chawactewised as a duffab!™

‘E‘HL:}u]r. here; wyour idea of a triumphal arch iz merely

ifflet’’
i “] wefuse to hear my ideas chawactewised as piffle; the
term is disrespectful I" : '

“Ass! Do you think the Head would give permission for
E ltr]iumphal arch to be erected in the quadrangle?’ howled

ake.

“We do not alwags wait for the permission of the Head
when we want to ca,wwg out a good ideah."

“ That's true enough,” laughed Tom Merry; “but the
Head would have to know about this, You'd héive to have
a lot of workmen on the job.”

NEXT
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“Yaas; and it would be a jolly good thing, as it would
help the unemployed in this beastly cold weathah!™

“Yes, that's all very well,” gaid Figgina.

“1 hope no one here would wefuse to hﬂlE
employed,” said D'Arcy, looking round through his eye-

lass. “1 wegard them as a most deservin’ class. Work
1s such a wotten, howwid thing, you know; and considah the
feelin's of & man who sctually has to go and look for it—to
go and hunt for & thing he would wathah be without! If we
ewect a twiumphal arch, it will pwovide gwub for the
hungwy I

* You utter ass!
without the Head’s permission? You're off your rocker

“I'm not of my wockah, Blake; and if we could not
contwive to ewect a twiumphal arch without the Head's per-
misaion, I think we had bettah get the Head's permission
for that most deservin® object.”

““He wouldn't give it, fathead !"

5 We could twy, at all events.”

“Oh, try if you like!" said Blake resignedly. ‘““‘Go to the
Head, and go to the housemaster, and—and go to Jericho "

“1 wefuse to go to Jewicho!™

“ Barring a triumphal arch,” said Tom Merry, *“ there are
u. many things we can do to make Dig welcome.”

“ A feed, for instance,” suggested Fatty Wynn. * A joll
good big feed, with Dighy the guest of the evening, and—

“ Great Scott!” ejaculated Monty Lowther. * That nhEE
at;_larta. thinking about another feed hefore he's half throug

is one!"

“ Well, how can you make a fellow fecl more comfy. and
st home than by giving him a feed?"” exclaimed Fatty Wynn
indignantly, **I know that if I had to be welcomed any-
where, I'd rather have the ceremony take the form of a big

the un-

How could we have workmen in the quad

[H‘

spread!

“I've no doubt you would.” ] i

“ Digby will take it as & mark of attention. We'll have a
whiP round, and malke it a record feed,” said Fatty Wynn
“* Tt's an idea that beats a triumphal arch hollow 1" .

* Wats, Fatty Wynn! My twiumphal arch—" :

“ What’s the good of a triumphal archt You can’t eat
it1"

“ Yaas, but—>"" ) 3

“That settles it,”” grinned Figgins. “If you can't eat 1,
it's no good to Fatty. Still, the feed’s a ggod idea, and
think it ought to form part of the ceremony. As Shake-

speare says, ' Words are but wind, but a good feed is a good

fEEd-Ii ip

“Was that Shakespeare!” exclaimed Kerr, who -was the
leading light of the New House Amateur Dramatic Society
and had taken the bard of Avon under his own wing. ‘1

don't remember—"" . r
“Well, it was either Bhakespeare or Dan Leno, I can’t

quite remember which,” said Figgins. * Pass the sardines,

{JI'LI.'HI-H !H' '
“ Cortainly, deah boy."

“ About Dighy's reception,” went on Tom Merry. “ We
shall all go down to the station and meet him—" T
* With musical honours,” said Herries guickly. “I shall

take my cornet.”

“ That you won't!"” exclaimed Blake, more quickly still,

“'Wa must draw the line somewhere, Herries, old man!

Now—"" J

“ T ahall tnkl? my cornet 1.;;3 i
. ““My dear chap, it can't id.™ .

“ Wathah nut!P’ said Arthur Augustus, ¥ Don't be bwutal,
Hewwies 1.;’ What & oo :

* Brutal! "hat do you mean, You &s3

“] mean what 1 sn};r; don't be bwutal! Kt would be
ewuelty to play that wotten cornet to Digby on the vewy day
of his awwival!™ 3 i

“ If vou're looking for a thick ear, D‘Amfr-———

“ Wats ™ said D'Arcy. 1 appeal to all the gentlemen
pwesent. Digbhy will have to stand the cornet latah on, but

PR o e

1 say that it's simply cwuelty to spwing it on him the very —

first day!”
“ Hear, hear!”’ shouted all the EEHL]E[IIEI?‘ resent.

“ (Cornets are barred,’” said Lowther, say, why is a
cornet like a football boot?”

“Pass the marmalade,” said Kerr. "

“ We'll go down to the station in a body, and meet Digby,”
said Tom Merrv. * You remember how the Grammariana
collared Marmaduke, and sent him here tied up on a donkey,
onoe? We must see that they don't treat Dig. like that!”

“ What ho!" said Blake. * But aggal:ing of Marmadulke,
Figgy, have you heard anything of him lately, since he was
here last?’ :

“Yea, I've had a letter. He says he's tryin
his pater to sand him back to 3t. Jim's, but
about it at present.” e

“ By Jove, it would be ripping if Marmaduke cama back
too " exclaimed Tom Merry. “It would be a regular

2’8 not sure

e

. o I
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to persuade
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athering of the clans, and no mistake! We should be in
orm fo tackle the Grammar Bchool then, and give them
the kybosh !

“Good!” zaid Figgins. “~And when we have the Co. up
to the fuoll number again, we'll give you School House
bounders blue beans”

i ”]-:E-ihlﬂl You couldn't do it if you were forty, instead of
our "

“T'll jolly soon——"'

“Peacal” exclaimed Tom
* House rows are off I :

“ Yaas, wathah !’ said D’Arey,
at you!”

Merry, waving hiz hand.

“Blake, I am surpwised

* My fault,” said Figgins; ‘I started it. I take back all
I said till to-morrow. Pass the jam puffs, Wynn. Why,
m‘f‘ word, if the horrid greedy bounder hasn't scoffed them
all! Never mind, shove the rolls over this way.”
o Another cup of tea!” said Herries, taking up the tea-

* Certainly,” said five or six voices,
“Who says jam tarts§"
“Jam tarts!"

“1 say, this is really ripping!” said Figgins,

: L1 Illl Ha
thiz much for you bounders, you do know how to give E
feed!”

" Yaas, wathah! Since I have been an occupant of thia

study, I have given Blake and Hewwies a gweat deal of
instwuckion, "

“Oh, draw it mild, D*Arcy 1"
“1 wefuse to dwaw it mild! I wepeat that since I have

been an occupant of this studv. I have o _ :
dea! of—* y ¥, I have given you a gweat

“Gas!” said Blake.
along to Fatty, Gus.
gq?ﬂlm'” Ity be do

weally beg your pardon, Wynn IV

“E:h, thaﬁ’a all rlight L4 T

“¥Yaas; but weally I owe you an apology !

= .Pn:t'a have thc!ja.m tarta Fi:'u‘a'e.” it ¥

B am extwemely sowwy that I should have shown even a
ummqut.s_ne-glmt,’; said g’;ircr,r, mg the plate of jam
tarts in his hand while he addressed Fatty Wynn across the
table. ** My attention was taken up by Blake!"

" Yes; but lgt’s have—"

That is the weason why I was appawently neglectful for
a moment; but I apologise fwom the bottom of my heart.”

Are you going to pass those jam-tarts?” shouted Blake,
as very visible signs of impatience showed in the plump
countenance of Fatty Wynn.

[{)‘ﬁiﬂm;.r turned towards Blake.

“Don’t intewwupt me, Blake. 1=in’

W;,rnn.” I 1 E-.l'll apologisin’ to Fatty

. Puss the tarta!” said Fatty Wynn fiercely.

Yaas, :}artamlﬁ; but you understand that my appawent

;ﬁgifcgiwas caused wholly by my attention bein’ dwawn to
ake.

i 'il"n_u m !.'I
i PWEF""‘"—""

~ Herries jerked the plate out of IVArcy's hand, and
nanded it across the table, and Fatty Wynn, with a wither-
mng glance at the swell of 8t. Jim's, started on the tarts.
Arthur Augustus did not see hia lmi:, however, os he had
turned his monocle upon Herries.

“ Hewwies, I wedgarrd you a3 a wude houndah i’

*Oh, rats!"” said Herries. * Fill mny cup, please, Blake,”

* Here you are.” =

“I wegard——"

“ Another jam-roll, Tom Merry?”*

' No, thanks.”

“A strawberry puff?”

“ Thanks, no. I'm done.'

‘“Bo am L” sahl Figgins, “and a ripping good spread it
was, too! I'm afraid it's about time we got back to our
own House ™

“'I suppose 80,”" said Wynn. “Isn't it & rotten thing that
cverything comes to an end. Now, if a feed could be
arranged to last, say, twenty-four hours—"

“We shouldn’t get you inte the doorway of the New
House at the end of it,” said Figgins. ‘' Come along, kids.”

And Figgins & Co. rose from the hospitable board.

* About time for us to be moving, too, I think,"” said Tom
Merry. “ There's prep to do, and the masters are zo un-
reazonable in the morning if you haven’t done it.”

“Yaas, wathah. I wegard—-"

+&

r"ﬂcr you have. Pass the jam tarts
I'm surprised at you neglecting your

“We'll all see you to the New Houze, Figey,” said Blake.

“Come a,ltmﬁ, kids." =

And the “ kids” came along The party escorted Figgins
& Co. across the quadrangle in the raw %ﬂhrunrjr avening,
to the doorway of the New House. Thera the rivals of St
Jim’s parted, and the Bchool House boys returned to their
W guarters. 2

Mer

The Terrible Three had {o pass No. 6 to get to their own
Eua-,rtars. Blake, Herries, and D’Arcy stopped at their

00T,

“Well, s0 long!"" said Blake. * By the way, what were

you trying o screw up our door for when Figgins & Co.
came along?”’

o Mehey o =
““It was the first step in a new campaign.’
“Eh? What's the pme'.i'” i
“We think it’s abeut time that the question of the
leadership of the House was finally decided.”
i {_:'1 Htﬂﬂfidu}i We are {.Lhe leadsers,”
“Uh, that’s all rot, you know! Wa're going to give vo
the kybosh, and wa’vasrstartud by——" Hg R R
“By geting a licking,” said Blake, Isughing. *“Well,
Fou can keep on in the same way if you like. Travel !™
“"Ha, ha, hal” howled Monty Lowther.
“1 don't see what you're cackling about, Monty.” Tom
remarked, as they walked away to Study X.
‘“ None so blind as those who won't see,” grinned Lowther.
“I agrea with Blake. If the new campaign is going on as
it's started, T'd rather be left out of it. I'm still feeline .
rumpled.’? : B
**Oh, that’s nothing! Better luck next time."
““That’s all very well,” said Manners; “ ba 2
“Of course it is. Now let’s get to the prep.”

And the argument ceased, and the Terrible Three wera
goon deep in their work,

CHAPTER 4,
D'Arcy Interviews the Head.

RTIUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY stood in the ancient
gateway of Bt. Jim’s, looking about him with his
eyeglass screwed into his right eye.

It was the morning after the good news had been received
from Digby in Btudy No. 6 in the School House.

Morning school was over, and the quad. was pretty lively;
but the swell of 8t. Jim's had left the madding crowd to
stroll down to the gatea. g

He backed away from the gateway, across the road, sur-
veying the big stonc structure through his eyeglass with a
critical expression. | [

“ Yaas, wathah!” he murmured to himself,

. The gateway at St. Jim's was a relic of the ancient build-
ing, mostly destroyed in the Parliamentary wars of the
seventeenth century. It was of great interest to antiquaries
from all parts of the country; but D’Arcy had never shown -
a very keen interest im itecture before. Yet now his
interest in that gate was decidedly keen, and he seemed to
be surveying it and taking in its dimensions for some par-
ticular purpose that was working in his mind.

_ Three youths came down the lane and saw D'Arcy stand-
ing there, staring at the gate. The three would have been
known at once by their caps as inmates of the Rylcombe
Grammar Bchool, a scholastic establishment very near St,
Jim’s, and on terms of great rivalry with the college.

The three were well known to D’Arey, if he had %emke& at
them, for they were Frank Mank, the son of the Grammar
Bchool Principal, and his chums Carboy and Lane. The
three were the loaders of the Grammar SBchool in their rows
with the Baints. Frank Monk immediately stopped as he

~canght =ight of IFArcy.

““ Hallo, that's the one and ounly Gus!” he murmured,
* Look out!”

** What's the row?"”

“We don’t want to run into a hornet’s nest, and where he
is, the rest usually aren't very far off,” said Monk sagely.
“We've got to pass the gates to get home—""

“He doesn't see us,”’ said Carboy. ' He's staring up at
the gates! What the dickens is the fellow at, anyhow "’

Monk shook his head with a puzzled look.

‘' Blegaed if I know [™ ¢

““ He's surveying the giddy
take a mental photograph o its‘ I suppose.
he doesn’t see ne. Lef's get on.” _

The Grammar School trio, walking quietly on the belt of
grass that borders® Rylcombe Lane, advanced without the -
prececupied swe! of St, Jim's being in the least aware of
their approac

““Yaas, it's a wippin® ideah,” exclaimed D’Arcy suddenly
—t wcalfy wippin’! I don't care a wap what Tom Mewwy
and Blake say about it. It's a wippin'—— "Ow "

He broke off as a hand fell upon the back of his collar,
and he was twisted round, to himszelf face to face with
Monk, Lane, and Carboy. . s

“ Pway welease me,” said D'Arcy, with dignitye* You
are wuﬂ%n' my collah, Fwank Monk.”

“Ha, ha, ha " :

ate,” said Lane. " Trying to

But, anywar,
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| The Grammar School trio, walking guietly on the belt of grass that bordered Ryleombe Lane, |
1 advanced without the precccupicd swell of ST Jim's being in the least aware of their approach.

S =

“ 1 have no time now to thwash you. I am thinkin’ out a
big ideah.”

Frank Monk let go the collar of the Bchool House swell.

“If you're thinking,” he said gravely, * far be it from me
to interrupt the unaccustomed process. Get on with the
thinking."

“ Waally, Fwank Monk—-"

“ But what's the idea?’ asked Carboy curiously. * What
were you standing there staring up at that gate for like a
giddy lunatic?"

T waefuse to be compared with a giddy lunatic.”

“ But what were vou trying to think ouf, Gussy " asked
WMonk., *f Some little joke up against us, 1 suppose !’

i Cartainly not. I was not occupying my mind with such
twifles,”” said D’Arcy. “ The fact is, an o d fwiend is com-
ing back to the school.”

¢ That bounder Marmaduke Smythe?"” 4 y

“‘ No; our old fwiend Digby, and we are goin’ to give him
a wippin' welcome,” said D'Arcy. “My ideah iz to have a
twinmphal arch.”

‘““ Jolly good wheeze.”

It eould be ewected in the gateway vewy well, as the

atoway is so extwemely large,’ said "Arcy. ' Tom

ewwy and Blake say that it is imposs. ; but I—"*

““ Yon think it quite poss.?” asked Frank, with a grin.

“ Exactly, deah bo ) )

# And when is Dighy coming back?" asked Monk, with a
wink to his chums.

“ T am not certain,” said D'Arey unsuspiciously. “ He is
goin’ to wire and let us know. Would you fellows like to
join in the weception?” )

“ Yes, rather! We should certainly like to be there.”

NEXT
THURSDAY:
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—~r

i Wa're oll goin’ to meet Dighy,” said Arthur Augustue,
‘‘ We're goin® to escort him to the school like a guard of
honah, you know. I think—""

““ Hallo, here’s a wire for somebody

A messenger-boy was coming down the lane from the
direction of the village, and he had a familiar-looking, buff-
coloured envelope in his hand. _

He stopped at the gate, and I’Arcy made him a sign to
approach. The three Grammarians looked on with great
interest,

ii Tg that telogwam for me, young person?”’ asked D' Arcy.

The boy held it out for inspection. It was addressed to
“ Btudy No. 6, School House, St James's."

“* That's wight,”” said IFArcy. “1It's for all of us, you
sea. There's a tannah for you, my lad. Thanks.™

The **lad,” who was a couple of years older than D'Arcy,
grinned as he pocketed the sixpence, and went his way.
D’Arcy opened the envelope. S

““ Bai Jove!" he exclaimed. .

““ Good mews?’ asked Frank Monk sympathetically.

“ Yaas, wathah!"

“Is it from Dighy?"

“Yoas. Ho's coming down by the four-thirty to-mowwow
aftahnoon. He's chosen to-mowwow, because Vednesday 12
a half-holiday here."

“Bp it is af the

(EE
i

Grammar School,” murmured Frank

Monk. * We'll be on hand.”
“Did you speak to me, Monk?" ;.
“Eht Oh, {Jwas only remarking what beautiful weather
we're having, considering how bad it is. Good-bye, Gussy,
and be good ! ;
“That injunction is guite unnecessawy.”
A Double-Length Tale of
Tom Merry's Schooldays.
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" And tell Tom Merry not to get his feet wel, Ta-tal™

“ Weally, Fwank Monk—"' s

But the Grammar School irio were gone. Three distinch
chuckles were heard as they tramped on down the lane.

** Four-thirty to-morrow afternoom,” giggled Carboy.

“ An escort of the whole gang of them!” grinned Lane,

“We're on this,”’ saird Monk sententiously.

And his chums replied, with one voice, ** Rather !” )

Arthur Augustus, unconscious of the fact that the in-
formation he had given might be made nse of by the enemy,
sauntered ‘gto the gquadrangle with the telegram in his
hand.

“What have vou got there, Guasy1” asked Figgins, meet-
ing him under the elms.

“Wire ri'ru.nla:l Dig. He's comin’ to-mowwow aftahnoon.™

“(zood.”

**1 have been lookin' ai the gateway, Figgins, and I am
sonvinced that a twinmphal arch will weally work out well,
and go——""

“Oh, rats!” said Figgins. *I—" : -

“ Pway do not be wude, Fi%'gins. I shall be obliged if you
will ta%m this telegwam to Blake. I have to go and see the
Head.’

“ What are you going to see the Head for?’ demanded
the chief of the New House jumiors, in amasement.

“To ask his permish. to ewect a twinmphal arch in honah
an];lig'_a welturﬂ“;ﬁ the coll.”

igginsg chuckled. : : :

& ﬁ?ﬂ'hbhﬁ! I'll take this to Blake,” he said. "I dﬂ:;,t
envy you your interview with Dr. Holmes, though, Gusay.

I suppose he will weceive me as one gentleman should
weceive anothah,” said D'Arcy.

‘““Ha, ha! Yes, of course! OH you go!™ ;

And Arthur Augustus immediately proceeded to the Head's

study. :

“E-omn in!" said the deep voice of the Principal of Bt.
Jim’s, as Arthuf Augustus tapped at the door.

D'Arcy entered the study, an apartment prally re-

arded with great misgiving and aversion by the juniors of
gti Jim's. a youngsters seldom eni]lnrﬂd their visits to the
Principal’s eanctum; but D"Arey, full of his new ideas, was
quite himself.

The doctor raized his eves, and looked ab-his visitor over
hiz gold-rimmed glasses. . - . i

" Well, D'Arey: what can 1 do for you?” he asked.

“T wish.to ask a favah of you, sir.’ :

“Goonl" : : ) _

“Qur esteemed fwiend Dighy iz about to weturn to Bi.
Jim's——" . g : ;

““Ah, yes! I have been in communication with his father
on that subject.” N, ‘

“ We have just had a telegwam fwom him, sir, and he's
coming by the four-thirty to-mowwow aftahnoon.”

“Very good!” )

And the Head took up his pen again, apparently under
the impression that D'Arcy's business was at an end.

“1f you please, sir——"'

“ Have you anything else to say to me, D’Arey?”

“ Yaas, wathah—I mean, certainly, sir " :

“ Then I must ask you to make haste, as I have something
to finich hefore my lunch,” said the doctor, glancing at his
watch, * What 1a i, D'Arcy?" o

“ Wa are thinkin® of givin® a litile eclebwation in honah of
Dig's comin' back, sir—"'

“Very good|”

““ And Ir had the Mesh of—of—-"

g “‘Eljr DI A_rEF IT, . ’ .

“ Of ewectin’ a twiumphal arch in the gateway, sir, zaid
D'Arey. **Tom Mewwy and Blake think it is a wotlen
ideah, but I think it is first-wate. There is plenty of woom
in the gateway for a twiumphal arch——" .

“ Nonsense, D'Arey "

“Pway listen to me, sir! I have just had a fivah fwom
my governah, and I am willin® to blne it—I mean, to spend
it—to the last shillin’ to celebwate Dig's weturn. Besides,
the ewection of a twiumphal arch will pwovide work for the
unemployed——""

“ }J} ear D' Arcy—" ]

‘““ Pway do not wefuse in a huwwy, sir!l There are lots of
vewy deservin’ fellows out of work, and I would employ
them to ewect the twinmphal arch, and—""

“VYou must find some other way of helping the unem-

ployed, I think, D'Arey,” said the Head drily. “I cannot

give my permission for any such foolish proceeding.”

D’ Arcy coloured. ) ] .

#* T pannot zee anvthin’ foolish in the ideah, sir,”" he said.

““ Perhaps not: but I can. I forbid anything of the kind.
You understand 1"’

“ Certainly, sir!l” ]

“1 have no objection whaiever io a littla harmless cele-
bration of your friend’s return to the school,” said the Head,

kindly enough. * But a triwmphal areh is a littlg too—a
little too much, you see. Now, you may gol ;

“ But weally, sir——" .

" You may go, IVArcy.”

* Considah the unemployed—-—"

T .ﬁr& you Eﬂjﬂgn!-.: ,

“ Yass, wathah, sir,” said D’Arcy hastily, as the Head
half rose from his scat; and be left the study in a rather
hurried manner.

The doctor smiled when he was left alone again. Arthur
Augustus’s face was di te as he walked gﬁwn the pas-
gige. He was roused from his meditations by a sounding
slap on the shoulder, that made him jump.

“Weally, Blake, I wish you would not be so wuff——""

“Rata! Dig’s coming back, old kid! Have you been to

:endﬂlr? Head? Figgins told me you were going to his
Btudy.

“1 have seen him." )

"hl;[&, ha! And what did he say to the idea of a triumphal
arch?"’

“ He wefused to give hiz permish. I weally wegard Dr.
Holmes as s somewhat obsfinate and unweasonable
gentleman,” said DY Arcy.

Blake lsughed. !

“*Ha, ha! Never mind the triumphal arch, Gussy. An
escort from the station, and & big feed in the study, will do
us justice. Come along to dinner {™

——

CHAPTER 5.
A Greal Oceasion.

by HKE’THING wrang, Tom "

Manners asked the question, az he noticed a
i rather worried look upon the countenance of Tom
erry. )
The hero of the Bhell shook his head.
““ No, not exactly,” be replied.
“What are you scawling about, then?" asked Monty
Lowther.

“1 wasn't aware that I was scowling, Monty,'

Merry mildly.
“Well, you were—a regular Bluebeard scowl!” . said
“What trouble iz preying on your poor liile

said Tom

Lowther.
mind ¥° :

“* Get it off your chest, if it's thers,” said Manners.

“ Ags!"” gaid Lowther. "I it's on his mind, how can he
get it off his chest?”

“ Oh, dry up. you two,” said Tom; " it's nothing! Only
1 was thinking tia.t under the cires.,, as D'Arcy would say,
our new plan of putting Btudy No. b and Figgins & Co.
their place would be rather out of order, just now. As Dig's
coming back to-day, we can’t have any rowing, can wel”

“1 supposn not.™

“ 8o we shall have to let the matter of putting down those
juniors stand over for a bit."” 3

" Well, if you're going to put them down in the way you
started doing it——

“ Oh, chosse it!"” : .

“ The next time they yank us into No. & on our necks, it
may not end in an invitation to join a tea-party.”

" Dry up!” ) i

“ And so I really think it wouldn’t be a bad i
the campaign stand over for a time,” said Monty
mercilesaly.

Tom Merry blushed.

As 5 matter of fact, the beginning of the new campaign
had been distinctly disastrous for the Terrible Three, and
the hero of the Shell could not deny it _

Blake and Figgins had =cored all along the line, and ihe
fact that they !i::mi used their victory generously did not
alter the fact that the chums of the Shell had had a reverse.

“&o the next time you start thinking, you'd beiter put
vour heef into it,”" Monty Lowther went on. *' It was simply
a muck-up this time, and no mistake!”

“Oh, do get off that al.ih{fﬂt g ‘

“ Certainty! To-day's Wednesday, and this afterncon
we're all going down to the station to meet the four-thirty at
Rylcombe, and bring Dighy home in triumph. Rows are
harred-—until to-morrow, at least. To-day the wings of the
angel of peace shall shed an unaccustomed balminess upon
the scene——"

“ Wats! There's always plenty of balminess when you're
about,’” zaid Manners.

“ Ha, ha, ha!” flqﬂ]tﬂ Tom Merry.
it’s time for school I’ )

And the chums of the Bhell left their study. 1

1t was Wednesday morning, and a hard, cold, February

to et
wther,

“ Here, come along,
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day. That afterncon_—a half-holiday for the school—Dighy
was to return to his old haunts, and his old friends and foes
were naturally elated about it. Blake Herries, and D'Arc
thought of nothing else, exceptin that D'Arcy was still
giving a great deal of thought to his impossible idea of a
triumphal arch.

The swell of the fichool House was still convinced that it
was &_great idea, and would, be very gratifying to the
returning Dighy, and he was regretting now that he had
gone to the Head for permission.

“You see, deah boys,” D’Arcy remarked, in the class-
room, * if I hadn’t asked for permish. I could have cawwied
out the ideah on own; but now that he has expwessly
forbidden it, it would be bad form to do it

“Tg say nothing of the licking that would follow,” Blake
remarked.

Arthur Augustus gave a contemptuous sniff.

** Weally, Blake, I am surpwised at you!”

““Hallo! What's the matter now 1"

_“I weally think you should know me bettah than to
imagine that a lickin' would have the effect of detewwin’ me
fwom any pwoject 1 appwoved of! No, deah boy, it s bad
form to disobey tho ordahs of those in authowity, and that’s
mshu;gamn for givin' up the bwilliant ideah of a twiumphal
arch.

“Well, if you've given it up, that’s one comfiort!" said
Blake.

1 haven't given it up for good,” said D'Arcy. * The
Head has forbidden the ewection of a twiumphal arch on
the occasion of Dig's weturn to Bt. Jim's. He hasn’t men-
tioned any othah i An ooccasion may awise on which
it will be pwopsh te ewfct a twiumphal arch, and then 1
H:h.dfi —gonsidah myself fwee to act, without consultin® the

ofn '!l

*‘ You cbstinate mule!’ '

“I object to bein’ called a mule—"

*“You are talkin’ D'Arey!” exclaimed Mr. Lathom, the
little, short-sighted master of the Fourth Form, suddenly
awakuninim the fact that a conversation was being carried
on under his nose, * You will take fifty lines!™

“ Oh, weally, Mr. Lathom—"

“ A hundred lines, D'Arey."”

“ Bai Jove!” murmured D'Arcy, under his breath, so that
the little Form master should not hear. He didn’t want the
imposition to become two hundred lines.

lake noticed that Figgins was looking very cheerful in
class that morning, an expression that was shared h]:f the
Co. As the juniors poured out after morning school, the
great Figgins imparted the reason. )

:;ll‘m had a letter from Marmaduke this morning,” he
said.

“ Any news!"

* Yes, he thinks he's coming back here; he has been per.
suading slitiﬂ governor to persuade hia mother to let him

o :

“Ha, ha! What a lot of persuading ! 1 shall be glad to
soe his old chivvy here again, though he was a fearful
bounder when he first came to Bt. Jim"s."

“ Yaas, wathah! I have met a good many boundahs in

my time,” said D'Arcy, “ especially in the New House at
this school, bhut neva a feahful out-and-outah as
Marmaduke Smythe was the day he came to Bt. Jim's.""
_ ““Oh, don't rake that all up again!” said Figgins, redden-
ing.
“ Cortainly not, deah boy! I have no desire at all to wake
up anythin® unpleasant; but, as 1 was sayin', Marmaduke
was an awful outsidah when he first came, and it took a lot
of lickin' to knock him into shape—"

“ 8o did you, Gussy I'" saxd ins.

“{ wegard that wemark as fwivolous and iwwelevant,”
said D'Arcy. “‘And I must add that it iz vewy far fwom
the twuth. PBat about Marmaduke—"

“Oh, let Marmaduke alone!”

#“With pleasunh, deah boy! As a wule I would rot
touch any of you New House wottahs with a pokah; but, as
1 was sayin', he was such a shockin’ boundah when he first
came, and we cured him——""

“I'll cure you!"

“ Thanks, Figgins, but I do not wequire anythin’ of the
kind! What I was goin' to say is, that when Marmaduke
went home he had a welapse—"

“He had a what?"”

“ A welapse.”

“He means a re]ﬂ.fme e 5rimmd Blake

* Vaas, wathah! He had a welapse, and he came back
here on that visit a wegulah boundah again. ¥You wemem-
bah, Figgins "

“ Oh, rats to you!" said Figgins, walking away.

D'Arey adjusted his monocle and stared after Figgine.
Thon he loocked at Blake.
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“T pay, Figgins seemed offended about somethin’,” said
D'Arcy. ‘“Have jou been guawwellin' with him, Blake?”

“Ha, ha! No."

“Well, he certsinly scems offended. Dut, as I was sayin'
about Marmaduke, he came back to 8t. Jim's a wegulah
boundah, and pewwaps he will do so again.”

“Bhouldn't wonder,” said Blake. * ‘%hﬂ.t‘h‘- Figgy's busi-
néss, "

“Yaas, wathah! DBut I was thinking, although Marma-
duke was such a shockin® boundah at one time, he's not &
bad sort, and we might ewect that twiumphal arch in honah
of him. Where are you goin', Blake "

But Blake was gone.

“ Extwemely wude!” murmured D'Arey. “ If Blake does
not impwove his mannahs, 1 shall have to sewiously con-
sidah whethah to continue to wegard him as a fwiend.”

After dinner the juniors took advantage of the fine coid
weather to put in some football practice, but at four o'clock
they were all preparing for the walk down to Ryleombe to
meet Dighy's train. _

Just as the school clock chimed out the hour of four. Blake,
Herries, and D'Arey came along the passage, and koocked
at Tom Merry's door. i

"Readjr?’;ﬂueried Blake, kicking it open and looking in.

“Quite ready!” said Tom Merry, who was hutt-unin'ﬁ his
overcoat. 1 see Gussy has done himself down well in
honour of the occasion.” :

I’ Arey was indeed looking in very fine feather.

His fur-lined overcoat was open to show the gorgeout
colours of his waistcoat, his trousers were beautifully creased,
his gloves spotless, his collar the highest and whitest at
St. Jim's, and his inevitable eyeglass dangled at the end of
its cord. d

“Jt only shows s pwopah wespect to Digby to dwess
decently when meetin’ him ot the station, Tom Mewwy !”
said D'Arcy, flicking & minute speck of dust from the silk-
hat he held in his hand. *I hope you fellows don’t intend
to come out like a cwoud of wagamuffins 1" i

“We'll try not to disgrace you, Gussy,” said Lowther,
wit,lh a grin. * But, of course, we can't come up to your
style.'

“ T suppose not,” said D'Arcy.  © I should not expect that,
deah boy. But do your best, and no fellow can do more
than that,”

“It's time we started,” said Herries. * Four’s gone."

“Well, we're ready,” said Tom Merry. “ Where's
Figgine ¥ s

“We're going to call at the New House for him.”

““ Right you are! Come on, then!” "

The School House six left the house, and found Figgins
% Co. waiting outside the New House for them. The nine
juniors walked down to the gates together.

“1 say, deah boys—"" began D'Arcy, whose brow had

been wrinkled with thought for some minutes past.
“It will ba jolly to sec old Dig. again!” said Blake
gleefully.

“1 sav, deah boyz——" ) 1 .

 Qopms an age since we parted,” said Herries; * but it's
only a fow weeﬁ:a."

I say, deah boys—"" ; s 1

# We'll soe about the things for the fred while we're in
tho village,” Tom Merry remarked. ° There are enough: of
us to carry them.”

“1 say, deah boys : v

“ Better step out!” said Figgins.
good time for the train.”

“1 say, deah 'I:n-nraﬂ——“ 5 :

“Hallo! Here's Guasy talking again!
trouble, Guaai!” : \

] say, deah boys, it's quite poss. that we shall meet some
of the GGwammah eads in the village, as it'’s a half-holiday
with those boundahs.”

Y Very likely !

¢ And 8o, in case of a hostile encountah, we ought to
appoint one of our numbah as leadah before we meet the
foe,” said the swell of the Bchool House. s ]

“Good biz.!” eaid Blake. *Of courze, as were going
io meet a fellow belonging to our study, 1 naturally take
the lead.” |

 You naturally don’t ! said Tom Merry. “As a repre-
sontative of a higher Form, I naturally take the lead.”

““Rats!” said Figgins, with emphasis. ‘‘ As the repre-
sentative of the cock-house at 8t Jim's, I paturally take
the lead.”

“ Weally, deah boys—" ]

““ Oh, ring off, Guns{*, we'ra talking 1" :

“T insist upon speakin’! You will nevah agwee, and ro’
{gulﬂmn:,rhas well make up vour minds at once that L-shall -

adah." "3 i

“ Yes; that's very likely !”" remarked Lowther.

“ You wequire a fellah of bwains and judgment and—"2
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“Go and eat coke, Gussy I

“1 wefuse to go and eat coke!”
~ "Oh, get along, kids!” exclaimed Tom Merry. ** While
we're bothering about who shall be leader, the train will
come in, and we shall miss Dig.”

“ Buck up, then!” said Blake.

And the juniors left the dispute where it was, unsettled,
and resumed their way at an accelerated speed. The willago
clock chimed out the quarter-past as they came in sight of
Rylecombe, and thev arrived at the stetion with five minutes
io apare.

They had seen ncrthingh of the Grammar School boys,
though they had kept a sharp look-out. The Grammarians
were not in the streets of Rylcombe, nor in the village tuck-
ghop. If the Baints had reflected upon it a lttle, this
ciroumstance would have scemed to them rather suspicious
in itself.

Where were the Grammarians, and why were they away
from their wsual hasunts? But the Bt. Jim's juniors wera
thinking more of Digby than of Frank Monk and his
followers, and, sntisﬁeﬁ that the Grammarians were not in
cight, they dismissed them from their minds.

“Well, here we are!"” exclaimed Tom Merry, ag ha
entered the little local station. *1 say, porter, when does
the four-thirly come ini"

“* Half-past four, sir!"” said the porter, with an immovable
visame.

““We're all going en the platform !"

';E':nt allowed, sir! Thank you, sir!
on !’

A shilling had made the difference. The juniors of St
Jim's trooped upon the long plank platidrm, with the green
bank rising at the back of it, dotted with flower-bads,

A couple of minutes later a figure, in a Grammar School
cap, peerad cautiously round the station entrance.

him.

Frank Monk chuckled.

““No; thev're gone on to the platform, as I expected.”
“@Good! The train will be in in o few minntes, and—"
“Stand ready, all of you—a double row—and have your
ammunition ready 1" '

# Rathor I'? .

“ But not a sound till they come out of the station., My
word, I think this is going to be a champion surprise for
Tom Merry & Co.! And we're much obliged to D'Arcy for
the information he gave us!l”

“Ha, ha, hal"

CHAPTER 6.
Dighy Arrives—An Attack in Force:

L ERF -she comea!" : -

H A whistle screamed up the line, and a blot of
A vapour dimmed the sky. The train was coming
in -

In a moment all was excitement among the juniors of
8t Jim'a

‘** Here she comes!” . :

*Yaas, wathah! 8tand weady, you fellows, to-give old
Dig. a Eimur, vou know!''

“ Three times three " said Tom Merry.

The train came in and snorted to a standstill. Doors
opened, and faces locked out. The passengers were mostly
But Tom Merry quickly

country-folk from Wayland. .
npntterf a ruddy, good-locking, wellknown face at the first
door that swung open. :

“There's Dig. !"’

The juniors made a rush, e

Before the train had fairly stopped Blake was clinging
to the handle of the open door, and Herries was reaching
up to shake hands with l"}ighy. :

Dig. beamed upon them from the ::a,rrm{fe, .

‘“ﬁhis is jolly of vou!" he exclaimed. * The whole
family, I see!™ '

“Yes; we're all hera!” said Tom Merry.
do, old fellow " . SO

“Ripping ! Here, don't twist my fist off, Herries "’

Dighy bundled out of the carriage. They all shook hands
with him. and slapped him on the back till he was breath-
‘less. Digby was brimming over with excitement and
delight.

“ My word, it's good to be here again!" -he exclaimed.
“ How jolly to see your gueer old chivvies again! They're
net much to look at, I know; but I'm glad to zece 'em!
And here’s D'Arey, as big an ass as ever "

“ Oh, weally, Dighy—""

“ (Jive us your fin, old son !
can get a new pair out of the next
governah "' '

““How do you

Never mind vour gloves: you
vah from your

I think you may go .

Can you see 'em, Frank !’ came a whisper {rom behind.

And Dighby seized .D'Arey by both hands, and wring his
hands in an iron grip. And as Dighﬁ had been ﬁlﬁn%‘*up
the time in the train by eating toffes, and had left a
considerable amount of it upon his fingers, the light lavender

loves of the swell of 8t. Jim’s were not improved by that

carty greeting. As the mischievous Dig. knew well
enoug

“0Oh, weally, Dig.,”" gadped D'Arcy, “1 am awfully,
feahfuily glad to see you again, deah boy; but, pway, don’i
bweak my beastly fingahs, you know 1" -

““There vou arel” said Dighy, releasing him. * Halol
What's wrong now 1" 1

I¥Y Arcy was gazing in blank dismay at his soiled and
crumpled gloves.

“(0h, nothin’,” said D'Arcy, with an effort to speak
cheerfully—** nothin’ at all! I am vewy glad to see you
again, Dighy ! I see that you have not altered.”

““ Not a bit !” said Digby, giving him a hearty slap on the
back. *“You'll find me the same old Dig."”

“0Oh, weally !" gasped IV Arcy.

“You'll see me shoving rats into your hat-box, and pour-
ing treacle over your best waistcoat, just as I used to do!”
said Dighy.

“0h, weally I**

“ And sitting on your silk-hat, and sewing up your Sunday
trucks, Gussy ! Oh, we shall have ripping times now !”

“If ’t’hat'a what you wegard as wippin’, T can only

“That's all right, Gussy: I know how happy you will
be! I sav, it's awfully decent of you fellows to come and
meef me lile this. It seems so homelike fo see. your homely
old mugs round me again!”

“Same old Dig.!" grinned Blake. * Here, come along!
We're going to eseort you to the school, in case the Grammar
cads get hold of you, es they did of Marmaduke when he
came down to see us.'

“ Very thoughtful of you. Shall we stop at the tuek-shop ?
I'm peckizsh after a long journey. I want to see Mother
Mur{nhy again, too.”

“ My dear chap, we've to stop at the tuck-shop to do
H?ma ghopping,” said Blake. * We may as well be getting
ﬂ- '}ng !Hl

Blake took one of Digby's arms, and Herries took the
ather. In a ecrowd the juniors marched off the platform in
the gayest of humours. e 3

They crowded out of the station into the village street.
Then thero was a sudden shout from Tom Merry.

** Look-out !"

But the warning came too late. .

The juniors of 5t. Jim's caught a glimpse of two rows of
Grammar School boys, drawn up in order outside the station
like a guard of honour. ) i

But before they had time to realise what it meant, the
attack came.

The Grammarians wera there in force. There were, ak
least, two scors of them, and everyone had come well
supplied with ammunition.

‘Fire!"” shouted F:l'_lan'ic Monk.

And in an instant there was a
upon the juniors of 8t. Jims from both sides.

Many and varied were the missilea. Eggs, bought up
cheap in their old age, eabbage-stumps and potatoes, lumps
of turf and clay. anﬁﬁiﬁg ahn everything that twc-u!d BRFYE

a missile without really hurting the recipient.
et The Grammar cads!” cried Pﬁalm. “ Oh—ow—ooch [ "

An egg caught him in the mouth, and stdpped his utter-
ance, lb was a highly-flavoured egg, and he did not enjoy

shower of missiles pouring

it
Crash—biff—squelich ! .
“Go for ‘em!” yelled Tom- Merry, leading a desperate

mfihut ihe Crammariahs closed their ranks, and the odds
were too great. The 8t. Jim's juniors were hurled back as
from a stons wall 'I'hell_‘l:!&dﬂﬂﬂ' nothing for it but retreat,

s Tom Merry soon realised.
Fu Keep m;a{her 1" gang out the hero of the Shell. * Make
for the tuck-shop!™ - g

1t was the only resource. The juniors kept together. and
started down the street, and their rapid walk soon broke
into & run. ]

There was ho help for it, for the enemy were in crowds,
and the juniors had to run the gauntlet, and the missiles
came in volleys. Some of the Grammarians were laughing
so much that they could hardly throw straight. ]

But Tom Merry & Co. did not feel much like laughing.
The comical azpeet of the case, however, struck the villagers
of Rylcombe very forcibly. They gathered in giggling
crowds. Many of the villagers had found trouble at the
hands of the : aints, and they all enjoyed the Grammarian
joke immensealy. ) :

: The juniors were running at top speed at last. Thejy

PLEASE FILL IN THE ORDER FORM IN THIS ISSUE.



Every 'fhurﬁar.

headed for Mother Murphy's tnnk—lhcigé as the only possible
refuge at the moment. Fast on their track came the
Grammar crowd, hooting and pelting. A cabbage-stump
E:uﬁht D'Arcy's silk hat, and eent it spinning from his

ad.

“ PBwutes!” exclaimed the swell of 3t Jim's; and he
made a rush to save his beloved topper.

But the Grammarians were al v treading over it. and
theE would have trod over D'Arcy, too, had not Tom Merry
rushed to the rescue and dr F&d him away. But Arthur
Aungustus wasn't at all gT!-t-E'fI:F or his rescus. He struggled
in the grip of the hero of the Bhell.

“ Welease me!” he shouted. * My hat—"

“It's gone.”

‘T must wecovah it!"'

“ Nonsense! Come on; they'll capture you.”

T do not care if I am capchahed, if I wecovah my hal.”
~ “Well, I do,” said Tom Merry; and he jerked DY Arcy
into the tuck-shop, which the fugitives had now reached.

In a dusty, dis lled, bespattered crowd, the juniors of
9t. Jim's were at last able to draw breath.

“Let's have "em out!' shouted Carboy, rushing on.

Tom Merry t up an from a box near the
counter, and hurled it with unerring aim, and it broke on
Carboy's chin.

The Grammarian gave a yell, and halted, and the olhers
followed suit. They ml!ec:»ledyin the road in a hooting crowd.

“My word!" gasped Dighy. * This is lively! t

“ A ‘nice reception for you, Dig.!" said Blake,

But Dighy only chuckled. X .

“I wo 't have missed it for worlds,” he said, wiping
the goll of an egg off his “T¢'s like old times.”

“ Yans, wathah! These Gwammah are feahful

eruffians. I have lost my hat. 6 is Tom Mewwy's fault
that I have lost hat—-""
“ Oh, ring off, yi"”

* 1 wefuse to wing off. I have lost my mﬁpnh!" .

] say, what the dickens are we going to do?” exclaimed
Figgins. * They're three or four to one, and we can't get
back to the school through that crowd.” )

“ And they don't show any signs of clearing off. either,”
said Tom Merry, looking out from the door. *' They won' b
attuck us here, so long as Mother Murphy's supply of new-
laid eggs holds out.” \

“Oh, Master Merry!"” exclaimed the dame, who had
come out from her litfle parlour behind the shop, and was
looking at the dishevelled juniors in blank amazement.

Tom Merry laughed. - _

“We'll pay for all we use, mother,” he said. * By the
way, we've got some shopping to do. You've got the list,
Fatty." ] _

Fﬁtty Wynn produced a pencilied list from hiz waistcoat-
L S
. “ Hore it is, Merry. But we shall never get the things
through that crowd if we buy them now,” he said anxiousaly.
“It would break my heart to have a good feed lifted by
that lot of rotters.” SRR

“We can't oursclves through that crowd, kid, with-
out help. We've got to stay here till we're rescued.””

“1 will go for help,” said D'Arcy. I will wun lika
ansthin’ to St. Jim's, and bwing the fellows to the wescue.”’

“ And how are you going to get out without being stopped
by the Grammar cads?'’ asked Figgins,

“ Weally, I did not think of that."

Tom Myl:rrjl' looked out of the doorway. A yell and a
couple of eggs cracking on the door-post ashowed that the
Grpjﬁm_ariana saw him. He drew his head inside again
quickly.

“ They mean to stick it out,” he said guietly. “ They're
“‘)iﬁﬁ to wait for ws. If we out whila th?"re there
they'll snatch us baldheaded. How on earth did Frank

Monk get to know that we ware to meet Dig., or that
Dig. was coming at all, for that mr‘!‘ This is a planned
thing. He's nearly all the Grammar juniors with him,
and they're well supplied.” X

‘T suppose the boundah was thinkin' of this when I told
l!nw about Dig. the othah day,” D’Arcy remarked thought-
ully.

There was a general yell.

“You told him, you ass!”™ : .

“ Yans, wathah! I just mentioned it, and asked him if T
would like to take part in the weception we were goin’ to
give i s

* Ha, En, ha!* roared Digby. * And he's done that, and
no mistake."” 2

“ You—yon ass!” growled Blake, fixing a withering look
on D'Arcy. “I've s good mind to ram your silly head into
the box of egga!"”

“1 welfuse to be chawactewised as a silly ass! T uttahly
weluse to have my head wammed into a box of eggs!"

“ Well, he does want killing!" said Figgina thoughtiully.
¢ 1f we had that object in our houss, Blake, we'd—-"
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::I weluse to be alluded to as an object.”

We'd bury it under the floor,” said Kerr. “ Buat the
harm's done now. What are we pgoing to do?! I think
Guesy ought to be made to get us out of this fix, as he's

us into it.”

“ Yaas, wathah! In a time ol emergency the fellow with
most bwains natuwally comes to the top, and
"SVell, go and |

“Well, go an et help!"” said Figgins eruelly,. " A
fellow of your hru'frm will find some way of dodging the
Grammarians.”

“Yans, wathah! Au revoir, deah bogs!"

And D'Arcy strode to the door.

“Come back!" cried Tom Merry.
~ “Here, come back!™ shouted Figgins.
joking, aaa! Come back, I tell you!”

But Arthur Augunstus was gone.

“1 was only

CHAPTER 7.
Besieged.

RTHUR AUCGUSTUS, hatless, and with Lis beautiful
clothes spattered with mud and broken eggs, sirode
from the tuck-shop, with an expression upon his Face

of one who was resolved to do or die. _

A yell from the Grammarians greeted his appearance in
the streot. They did not quite understand what it meant
at first, but when the ewell of 8t. Jim's started towards the
school with a haughty stride, they understood. Frank Monk
gave a l?mp of amazement.

“ Well, of all the nerve! ™ he exclaimed.

““He's going for help,” grinned Carboy, “and he thinks
we're going to let him go. I eay, collar the ass!’

Lane was already darting towards the swell of Bt. Jim's.
He wae followed by a dozen other Grammarians, It weni
sorely against the grain with I’Arcy to run, for he felt
that such a proceeding was undignified, but there was no
help for it in the present instance.

l-f& broke into a wild runm, and the Grammarians were
after him like hounds after a bare, He was run down a
fow doors from the tuck-shop, and cornered against the
horse-trough outside the Golden Pi~ inn,

Lanea gr:]; ed him by the shoulder, Carboy by the back
of the neck. He strugeled in vain in the hands of his
enemies,

“ Welease me!” he exclaimed. " You
boundahz, welease me immediately!™

““Ha, ha! Duck him in the trough!”

“Good! In with him!"

“ Welease me! I wefuee to be ducked in the twoungh!
Dnr[ft. be such uttah wuffians! I will thwash you! Ow-—
ﬂﬂ' N
anlash ! Right into the trough went the swell of 8t. Jim's
with a mighty splash that spattered most of the Gran:
marians with the water; but Little they cared for that.

_ **Oh, you howwid beasts! " gxelaimed D’Arcy, sitting up
in the trough. * You weally wotten, howwid beasts! Ilelp’
Wescue | ;

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Wescue | Wescue, 8t Jim's!™

But the juniors, craning their necks round the door of the
tuck-shop, had uirumly spen his plight. Tom Merry's eyes
flashed. :

“ Come on, kids! We've got to help him,"”

The Baints rushed from the shop; but a shower of
missiles greeted them, and then the Grammarians
forward. The St. Jim's juniors were hurled back by sheer
force of numbera. Just outside the door thoy stood shoulder
to shoulder and faced ithe foe, but they were guite unable
to_go to the aid of Arthur Augustos. :

D'Arcy ecrambled out of the trough, dripping from head
to foot, He dodged the Girammar juniors, and ran back
to the shop. Tom Merry saw him, and grasped him by the
collar to drag him in to shelter, and at the same moment
Frank Monk seized him.

“Come in, D'Arcy! "

“J_1 pccan't! That howwid boundabh—"" :

“Lend a hand!" shouted Frank Monk. “ We'll take this
thing to the Grammar Sechool, and have it stuffed!”

There was a vell of laughter from the Grammarians. A
dozen hands laid hold of Arthur Auﬁm and the other
Saints came to Tom DMerry's aid. struggle for the
bucl{ of the Grecian hero in the [amed siege of Troy was
roally not in it with the tussle for the unfortunate swell of

wolten, wnde

at. Jim's in the doorway of Mother Murphy's tuck-shop in
Rylcombe High Btreet.

?[‘mn Merry won. With a final heave he dragged D' Arcy
out of the grasp of the Grammar lads, and the swell of the
Schcol House waa yanked into the shop. Figgins and
Lowther were pelting the Grammarians with eggs from
behind the combatants, and the enemy fell back at last,
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D'Arey sprawled on the floor of the tuck-shop, a really
fearful looking object. He sat up slowly, adjusted a very
muddy eyeglazs into his eye, and stared around him. Tom
Merry & Co. had been roughly handled, and they were
feeling the results of it; but the sight of D'Arey was too
much for them. They burst into a roar.

« “My word!" said Digby. ' Did you ever?”

“Na, I never!” said Fipgins solamnly.

“Well, hardly ever!” sa:d Tom Merry.

D’ Arcy surveyed his comrades with indj

“Tom Mewwy,” he exclaimed, ** Blake,
and the west of you, pway understand
T e b "

‘““Ha, ha, hal"

“1 no longah wegard you as——"'

**He, he, ha!” P>

““ As fwiends. I wegard you—"

“0Oh, don't, Gussy! You'll give me a pain in the ribs!”
gasped Dighy.

“1 wegard vou,” zaid the swell of Bt. Jim's emphatically,
glaring through his muddy monocle—"* I wegard you as a set
of wude boundahs, and wotten outsidahs e

“Ring off, old lad—""

ant senri.

igﬁins, Hewwies,
that fwom this

1 wefuse to wing off ! I despise you feahfully! 1 have
wun a feahful wisk in ordah to bwing wescue, and now you
stamd laughin' like a lot of howwid hvenas. My clothes

are spoiled, and I feel in a howwidly dirty and wumpled
condition, and wyou choose this tewwible moment for your
unseemly mewwiment——"

It was a roar from the Grammarians. They were getting
impatient, but the presence of the egg-boxes prevented them
from making any attempt at rushing the tuck-shep. Mother
Murphy had gone back to her knitting in her little parlour.
She knew Tom Merry well enough to know that he would
pay for any damage that was done to- her stock. Fatty
Wynn was improving the shining hour by demolishing a
EI e of raspberry-tarts. It was really wonderful to see
ow tho pile diminished under his steady attack.

“Come out! Yah, yah! Funks!"

Tom Merry turned red.

*** They're calling us funks!’ he exclaimed. * By Jove, if
we had a couple of dozen fellows from 8t. Jim's here, we'd
goon show "em whether we were funks or not!”

' They want to get us out,” said Blake. ' Then they'd
collar us and frog's-march us back to 8t Jim's, or something
like that. I think we'll stgy here.”

“ Rather ! said Kerr. " But how's it going to end§”’

*“ We must get help,” said Tom Merry determinedly.

* But Gussy has tried. Of course, Gussy is an ass——"

“1 wefuse to be called an ass—" ;

* But 1 don't see how anybody else could do better,” went
on Figgins, lecking from the ixrr. “We could never get
through that lot. Frank Monk and his rotters seem to be
determined to make a day of it."”

“We might get out by the lane at the back,” Tom Merry
remarked, witﬁ a thoughtful frown.

Figgins shoock his head.

Do you think Monk hasn't eent half a2 dozen of his
fellows to watch the lane?”’ he exclaimed. * That's no
good !

“You're right, Figgy. But, hang it, we can't stay here
for ever!"™

* Pway listen to me, deah boys—"

E“ Now, daon't you begin to bother us st a moment like this,
peay

T have a weally wippin® suggestion to make.”

“Yes, we know your suggestions—""

“Pway listen, and do not intewwupt me 20 wodely. 1
will g out—"

“*You've tried it once, fathead!”

“Pway do not use those oppwobwious expwessions !

““Ha, ha, ha!"

“1 will disgnise myzelf as a—a bwicklayab—""

‘**Ha, ha, ha!” -

“{r a carpentah, or someihin’, and pass thwough them."
E“And where will you get the disguise from?"" demanded

arr.

*0Oh, that is merely a twiflin® detail 1"

“Yes, but where will you get it from?"”

“Well, I hadn’t weally thought about that?
vou think of the ideah, deah El
round.

* Rotten, like most of your ideas!" said Blake.

““ Waally, Blake——"

“ But I say,” struck in Dighy ; " Gusay is an ass, of course,
but you know words of wisdom come out of the mouths of
babes and sucklings. Gussy would make & hash of it, but

But what do
et asked D'Arcy, locking

- Karr ia the chap to do 181"

The Beottish partner in the Co. h]uqhe-r]rm'l}duaﬂ_y. )

“If we could get hold of some disguise,” said Dighby,
“ Kerr could go out, and get through those Grammar rotters,
if anybody could.™ .

“ By Jove,” said Figging, ** Digby's right |”

Kerr nodded assent. Kerr was the great amateur drama-
tist of the New House juniors, and his impersonations had
often amused his mhnnl(lﬂl}owa, and his skill in disguise had
many a time enabled him to play tricks on the rival house.

** But what disguise could be got?’ asked Tom Merry.

“1 know!" exclaimed Dighy. * Borrow a skirt and a
shawl of Mother Murphy, and one of her funny old bonnets,
and there vou are!™

Kerr looked a little uneasy. ke had played ma—nlr arts
in his time as an amateur actor, but to brave broad daylight
in the streetz in the costume of an old village body was
rather a tall order. But Figgins slapped Digby heartily on
the back. o

“Right-ho!” he exclaimed. * Kerr's the fellow to do it!

“ What does Kerr say ¥’ acked Tom Merry, looking at the
Boeottish partner of the New House Co.

“Oh, I'm agrecable!” gaid Kerr. “I dare say it can bs
worked ; and it"s pretty plain that something’s got to be
done. The Grammarians mean to keep us here till calling-
over, when we shall have to go out and chanes it."

“Then the next thing is to get the disguise,” said Tom
Mer;'_;lr. “1 say, Mrs. Murphy! Come here a minute, will
youl”

The portly dame came out of her little parlour. She
listened in amazement to Tom Merry's request for the articles
of wearing apparel, and at first gave & point-blank refusal.
But when Tom peinted out that unlesa they received help,
the juniors would have to remain in the shop all the even-
ing, and that it might be wrecked in a final struggle, and
when he, moreover, offered to pay for the articles required,
the good dame relented, i _

A blue-coloured skirt and a red shawl of ample dimensions,
affectually disguised Kerr; and when the bonnet was on his
head, and the shawl muffled up about his ears, and he bent
a little forward, he locked exactly like the old dame.

Very little of his face showed, and, as he had no grease
paint with him, Tom Merry suggesied daubing i1t with
jam, to bring it to the ruddy hue of Mother Murphy’s com-
plexion—an expedient which Kerr after some hesitation
assented to. -~ :

“Bai Jove!" exclaimed Arthur Augustus, wiping his eye-

laza and surveying Kerr. “ It looks weally wippin'; and
f must say that, exceptin’ myself, Kerr is the best man here
for the job, deah boys" :

“ Thank vou, Adolphus!" eaid Kerr, with a bow,

“ Bimply the twuth, deah boy 1"

4 WEIF, I'm off 1" said Kerr, hobbling to the door. * Au
rovolir 1"’

* Good luck!” : - :

And the New House junior hobbled out of the shop, with
so exact an imitation of the movements of Mother Murphy,
that the Saints themselves would have been deceived if they
had not known the secret. -

—c———ry

CHAPTER 8.
The Rescue—Not Bealen Yet.

RANK MONK glanced quickly towards the tuck-shop
as he saw the figure appear in the doorway, but
seeing that only an old woman emerged, he took

no further notice. ;

The disguised Kerr did not go down the street towards
Rylecombe Lane direct for the school. He was too cunning
for that. He went up into the village with a slow and
hobbling step, intending to change his course for 5t. Jim's
when he was out of sight of the Grammarians.

The latter were entirely without suspicion. But, unfor-
tunately, the row at i'-l{a tuck-shop had brought man
villagers upon the scene, and many of the natives of Ryl-
combe were disposed to condele with Mother Murphy upon
the disturbance on her premises. Beveral village dames
spoke to the disguised junior as he hobbled on, and Kerr
raplied only in monosyllables, anxious fo escape.
a%ut a dozen yards from the tuck-shop Gaffer Jones planted
himself in the young Beotsman's path. Gaffer Jones had an
interest in the tuck-shop, and sometimes took charge of it
when Mother Murphgr was a victim to what she called the
“ theumatiz.”” The Gaffer was not a pleasant man, and he
was entirely devoid of a sense of humour. At the present
moment he was boiling with indignation. He never liked
either the Sainis or t (Grammarians, excepting aa cus-
tomers, and the present dizsturbance seemed -to him to be
haruﬁti all bounds. He stopped the supposed Mother
Murphy as she came along.
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+*Y 1 was just coomin® oop, hearin' about the row!" ha ex-
claimed. * Be you goin’ to fetch the police, mother?”

“Nol" ﬁnnrpﬂg:d Mother Murphy, trying o pass the
troublesome Gaffer.

“But these young scoondrels will have to be turned
ﬂut_-l‘I

‘ Mind your own business, Gaffer!”

The Gaffer stared with astonishment. Mother Murphy
had never addressed him in that manner befors.

“ Be thee daft?” he exclaimed indignantly. **Thee been
drinking—"

Mother Murphy shoved him aside and hobbled on. The
talk was beginning to attract attention, and some of the
Grammarians were gathering round in hopes of seeing a row
between the two ﬂ-lg characters. :

Gaffer Jones staggered as he was pushed away, and stared
after the hobbling dame in amazement, and a laugh went
up on all sides.

“Good for you, mother!” cackled Lane. * Give him
_ Gaffer Jones eaught the old lady by the shoulder. Kerr

himself away, and the shawl was drageged azide. Lane
gave a yell.

" It'a not Mother Murphy!"

“ It's one of those bounders!™

* Collar him 1"’

Kerr dashed up the street at full pelt, and whisked down
the firat turning. After him went half a dozen Grammarians
in full ery,

But the Scottish partner in the famous Co. had a good
sfart. He knew the old lanes of Rylcombe well, and he
left the shouting pursuers behind. In ten minutes more he
had sucoessfully ged them and escaped into Ryleombe
Lane, and, leaving hiz disguise in a ditc!ﬁ he tore off at top
speed towards 8t. Jim's.

He had got clear! Kerr ran then as he had seldom run
before, in the gathering dusk of the February evening.
There was a sudden shout as he tore at top speed round a
corner of the lane.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallat™

For a moment Kerr thought he had run into an ambush
of Grammarians, and hit out desperately. Two fallows
rolled over in the lane, and then he wes pinved fast. But
the faces round him were familiar, if not exactly friendly
at that moment. He had run into a party of fellows belong-
ing to Bt. Jim’s, :

“ What does this mean?’ demanded Kildare, the captain
of St. Jim's, as he gripped Kerr and held him at arm's
length and looked at him. “ Who is it—and what have veu
been doing to your face, you young mounlfey "’ )

“I'm EKerr!” gasped the junior. “I'm going for help!”

“What's the trouble, Kerr!" asked Monteith, the head
prefect of the New House. “ And what have you got that
thing on vour head for®™
_tT;Err had forgotten the bonnet. He blushed as he eclawed
i .

* Tom Merry and the rest are besieged in the z- iy
Bylcombe ' II'E gasped. “I'm mmit%g for hai}:f}ﬁ] s

The captain of Bt. Jim's laughed.

" We may as well look into it, Monteith," he remarked.
“It’s not a long walk to the village."

* Right-ho!” laughed the New House prefact.

There were half a dozen seniors with Kildare and Monteith,
T'wo of them had been knocked over by Korr's sudden attack.
They looked rather grimly at Kerr aa they rose to ther feet,
But Kildare's suggestion was adopted, and the whole party
strode on to the village.

Frank Monk and his companions were looking out for
squalfs now. They knew that Eerr had got clear, and that

; hETEmE?l r:fturrt: with he::liph
ey had not expected his return to be quite so speady
however. The sight of eight or nine hig,qathlafic f;-ellaﬁ{i‘:';
of the Fifth and Bixth Forms at St. Jim's bearing down
upén them, smote the Grammarians with dismay.

Frank I'erunk blew his whistle, the signal for retreat. The
Grammarians fell back from the tuck-shop. Kildare strode
up to the door.

‘' Hallo, Kildare!” said Tom Merry, with perfect cool-
nesa.  * Faney meeting you ! :

“ You're as welcome as the flowers in Mavy, old son ! said
Dighy.

li;:ildnm looked over the spattered group with a grim
smile.

““ Well, you're & lively-looking lot " he remarked. * You'd
l:reﬂﬁr get to Bt. Jim's and get yourselves cleaned, I should
&0

v.
““Yaas, wathah!

% beans!”

Do yvou know, Kildare, T nevah felt

such an extwemely dirty boundah in all my life before,”

said DV Arcy.
“Well, yon look all that!™
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“It's very good of you to come up to the scratch like this,
Kildare," said Digby.
The captain of gt, Jim's glanced at him.
“Oh, you're back again, are you, young Dighy "
- " ¥Yes," said Dighy l:hae-rful{y. “I'm l:ra.n?: again, This
i3 a little recepiion the Grammarians have got up for my
benefit. Nice of them, isn't it?”
“But I really think this

“Yery!” said Kildare drily,
affair has gone quite far enough, and I will clear off the
Grammar School fellows yonder.”

“*Yaas, wathah! Weally, Kildare—""

Fatty Wryon rapped on the counter.
came out.

* Let's have these things,' said Fatty, producing his list.
*We shall get them to 8t. Jim’e all right, Tom Merry. I'm
feeling fearfully hungry after all that rowing. An;-;tﬁing of
this kind always makes me hungry.”

*I believe anything of any kind does,” said Blake.
~ Mother M:.JJ:'FE]:-' Wag soon {auﬁ;.r supplying the wants of the
juniors. Full payment was made for her losses in egpgs,
used as missiles against the Grammarians. Meanwhile, the
seniors of 8t. Jim's had cleared off the small fry of the
Grammar School sim(FI}' by their appearance. Frank Monk
and his followers had dizappeared.

“They're gone!” eaid Tom Merry, looking out of the
shop. * And there go Kildare and the rest of the fellows,
too, We'd better get a move on, or Frank Monk and his
rotters may show up again.”

** Xaas, wathah [

The 5t. Jim's juniors left the tuck-shop, and followed on
the track of Kildare and his friends towards the school.
The seniors were going on with hig; strides, and the younger
arty, fatigued by the afterncon’s encounter, fell behind,

ut the Grammarians seemed to have totally disappeared.
The juniors marched on, carrying the purchases for the
great feed in parcels between them.

“ Well, here we are, all right now!” exelaimed Blake, as
llir;r_u Emlﬂl gateway of Bt. Jim's came in sight, towering in
the dusk.

Mother Murphy

“ Do you know, deah bovs, I shall feel safah when I am |

fairly inside the beastly school, you know?’ said IVArcy.
“Kildare and the west have gone in, you see, and sappost
Fwank Monk should—" :

““0Oh, blow Frank Monk!" said Blake.

“ But weally, Blake, Fwank Monk might—"

““1 think you've got Frank Monk on the brain."

“I have not got Fwank Monk on the bwain, but I weally
think it is guite poss. that Fwank.Monk and——"

* Look out!” yelled Tom Merry.

There was a sudden rush of dim forms from the dusky
hedge. D’Arcy was right. The complete disappearance of
the Grammariana had been only a blind. They had lain
in ambush {:{}pmil’-u the very gafes of 8t Jim's, had allowed
Kildare and his companions to pass in without showing
themselves, and had not given a hint of their presence till
the juniors were fairly abreast of them.

Then they were fairly all over the 8t. Jim's fellows in a
twinkling.

“1 told you so, Blake!" exclaimed D'Arcy triumphantly.
“I weally— QOwl”

D'Arcy went down before the rush, and so did most of the
others. Tom Merry and Figgins hit out fiercely, and zome
of the Grammarians went down, too. But the odds were
great.  The Baints were soon sprawling on the ground, with
the Grammarians serambling and swarming over them.

‘' Collar the grub!”

It wae Frank Monk's voies that rang out, and the order
was obeyed. The attack did not last many minutes. Almost
as guickly as they had come, the Grammarians went, and
vanizshed with ehouts of langhter into the dusk.

The Saints staggered to their feet; but alas! for the great
foad that was to celebrate the return of Dighy to 8t Jim'a.
It was gone! One parcel, gripped in the arms of Fatt
Wynn, which he would have perished rather than parte
with, remained. The rest was gone, carried off by the
Grammar School juniors,

Tom Merry gave a look round. From the thickening dusk -

a friumphant shout floated back. Digby giggled.

“1 say, kids, what price that feed

“It's off,” grunted Blake; ' distinctly off! What have
you got there Eﬁ'attj Wynnt"

“I've got the sausages,'" said Fatty, with a mwein. “ I fell
on the parcel and hugged it and zaved it! I3 the rest
gone '’

“ Every bit !

“ Every giddy morsel!"

“Then it's lucky I saved the sausages.”

““Right!” said Tom Merry. ““We shall have to do the
best we can at the school shop, and get some sort of a feed.
The worst of it i3 that we've blued most of the cash at the
other place, and so the supply has run ghort.”

A ﬂwhln—hnm
Tom Merev's
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“ Weally, deah boys—"

““ Hallo, Gussy, are you still alivei” ‘

“ Yans, wathah! Dut I have been twodden on in a vewy
wuff way by those wotten boundahs. But, as I was sayin’,
our gweetin' 1o our esteemed fwiend Dighy——"

‘ Hear, hear!” said Dighy. 1

“QOur gweetin',"” went on D'Arey, ** has gone off in emoke ;
e feed is spoiled, and the whole thing 18 a wotten fwost!
It 13 all Tom Mewwy's fault.”

“ How do you make that out, fathead?"’ :

“Yags, wathah! If you had adopted my gwand ideah of
i t.t:ijiumphal arch, instead of a common and vulgah feed

“0Oh, scissors! - He's starting on his triumphal arch
again!’ groaned Blake. "' I thought we had heard the last
of that."” =~ ' : \ - :

“If you had ewected 3 twiumphal arch instead of havin’
a fead i .

“0Oh, I'm off I"

““It would have been a gweat success instead of a ghastly
fwost, as well as pwovidin’ work for the beastly un-
employed,’”” said D' Arey. , ‘

ut the juniors had hid encugh of the triumphal arch.
They marched in at the gates, leaving D'Arcy to continue
hiz remarks to the desert air, if he felt so inclined.
swell of Bt. Jim's sniffed disdainfully and followed.

" CHAPTER Y.
D'Arcy Apologises.

OM MERRY & Co. separated on  entering St
Jim's again, going to their own quarters to clean up
and change their things after their rough experience

at tha hands of the Grammarians. The story of their defeat
was soon over the school, and when they appeared in the
passages they were greeted with all sorts of sarcastio
allusions to it. Gore of the Shell, and Mesllish of the
Fourth, the cads of the Bchool House, were especially keen
on the topie. The chums bore it patiently.

“You see,”’ said Tom Merry, as he tied his necktie in the
sludy, " we have had a really thorough and ghastly licking,
and so what the rotters are saying iz quite true, though
Ciore might refrain from rubbing it in so very much.”

. "By Jove, yes!" said Lowther. ** He doesn't make much
of a show against the Grammarians himself, and if he says
anything more to ma I ghall punch his nose!"” '

““ Blow hia nose!" gaid Manners. ‘' The—"

* I'm not going to do anything of the kind " :

*“Oh, rats! The question is, what are we going to do for
a feed? We must give Dig. a regular blow-out, if only for
the sake of the rows we've had with him in the old days."”

““ And we're all stony,” said Tom Merry.

* Broke to the weary wide!” said Lowther. I had a
bob or two left, but it all rolled out of my pockets in that

seramble,™

“We had better go and coniult Blake about it. The feed
i5 to come off in Btudy No. 6, and we shall have to raise
supplies somehor.” |

Terrible Three went along to Blake's quarters. They
found the chums of Study No. 6 in & rather cleaner state
than when they had parted. ID’Arcy had changed down io
hie skin, including his socks and necktie, and was as neat as

& new pin.
“Hallo!"? said Blake. *“*You look a bit cleaner now,

Merry, and you could do with it. ¥You have come about the _

feed, of course.” ;
e Eza{tﬂy 1" gaid Tom Merry, glancing round the study.
“1 don’t see any eigns of it. And where's Dighy 1"

*Oh, he's gone to :peak to szome of the New Houso
feﬁ?wsll They're all glad to see him back. As for the
E i

“Yes, that's the important guestion, and it ought to be

A Double-Len Tale of
Tom Merry's goldays.

settled befors Dighy comes in,” Tom Merry remarked.
* There's a delicacy in these matters, you know."

“Yaas, wathah!"” exclaimed Arthur Au%ustm D’Arnqr.
“1 wegard that as a vewy pwopah wemark, Tom MEH'wyﬁ’

““Fhank you, Gussy!"” said Tom Merry demurely. **But
about the feed? I'm sorry to say that we're all broke.”’

* And I'm sorry to say that we're the same,” gaid Blake.
“ Herries had a half-crown left, but he lost it in the row
outside the gates.” ]

“ What about the one and only ¥ asked Lowther, turning
to D'Arey.

“ Oh, he's out of it!" said Blake.

“Out of 1t¥ echoed the Terrible Three.
mean "’

‘“* Weé've had a fearful quarrel—-

“¥Yaas, wathah! I no longah wegard Blake and Hewwies
“s fwianéﬂ,” said IVArev. **I have been extwemely patient
with them, and have put up with a gweat deal of wudeneszs
al.!ld*:mﬂneaa, but it is not poss. for me to wholly forget my
dig.

“Go hon! Whe's been digging at :TE"I:rur dig. now "’

“1 have been btweated with wascally diswespect! Afish
wunnin® a feahful wisk for the sake of wescuin® you all fwony
pewil, I weceived, instead of the B—iﬂ‘l{}uth? I had a wight to
expect, simply chaff and laughtah. Added to that ia the
cire. that if my ideah of a twiumphal arch bad been
adopted—""

“0Oh dear! He's on that again!™

“If my ideah of a twiumphal arch had been adopted, the
whole thing would have been. a howlin’ suecess. I wegard
you as a set of unappweciative boundahs! I no longah
wagard you as fwiends."

““ Oh, Gussy, Gussy, unsay those cruel words!"”

“Don’'t wot, Tom Mewwy! I have sewicusly considahed
this mattah, and I have twied to forgive these boundahs,
but it is imposs. My clothes have been wuined, and my only
weward i5 wibald laughtah. I wefuse to wegard Blake as
a fwiend any longah." '

“Well, my word!” said Tom Merry. * I never thoughi
this of vou, Gussy—to refusa to regard Blake as a friend,
because he wants to borrow—"' =

“Eh, what?"' exclaimed Arthur Augustws. **You are
auite w'ong. It has nothin’ to do with bowwowin'.”

Tom Merry shook his head solemnly.

“1 say it has ndthin® to do with it!"” exclaimed D'Arcr
excitedly. I have four pounds left out of my fivah, and
they are quite at the disposal of any gentleman pwesent.”

““Oh, I see! You are willing to hand over the cash, even
if you no longer regard us as friends?"’ said Tom Meery.

“Certainly! I.hope you do not wegard me as a mean
wottah,” said D’Arey, with a great deal of digmiy. * The
question of money does not entah into the mattah at all,
only Blake wefuszes to bowwow——" ‘

““You see, I'm not going to take any of his rotien mone
unless he comes down off his perch,” sawd Blake, with a win
at Tom Merry. ' Arve wa going to borrow of a chap who
no longah wegards us as fwiends? Nevah ! -

“Noj; I'm afraid it's impossible!” said Tom Merry, with
a grave shake of his head. ** You are an outsider, I’ Arcy.”

“1 ohject to that expwession—"" )

“1 supposs he'll be changingh his study now?!"” said Tom
Merry, looking at Blake. *If he is no longah your fwiend,
he won't sta ﬁl{?l'&." )

“1 ghall distinotly wefuse to change my study—=—"

“0Oh, he'll have to!" said Blake. * Of course, I'm willing
to overlook the whole matter if D'Arcy apologises.”

“If I apologise!"” exclaimed the swell of the 8chool House,
in amazement. ** You rmust weally be off your wockah, Blake !
The apology is due to me ifwom you boundahs, and if 1

“YWhat do you

¥
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weceive it, 1'm willin’ to overlook the past!”
Blake shook his head obstinately. .
“You can apologise or not, as you choose,” he replied.
“ But if you don't, I wen't borrow any of your cash, and we
sha'n't be able to give Dighy a feed.”
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Every Thul“iﬂif..

“1 appeal to Tom Mewwy."

“I agree with Blake,” said the hero of the Bhell. I
think D'Arey ought to apclogise. As a gentleman, I call
npon him to do so.™

““But the beastly apology is due to me!” howled tho
bewildered swell of 8t. Jim's. “* Why should I apologise
when I have weceived the mnjury i

“It's no good azking me conundrums,” said Tom Merry;
“*1_never was good at them. If you don’t apologise, 1
E;hu!d Blake in his decision not to borrow any of your

ver.”’

“ But you are all bwoke!"’

“1 know' we are; but——'

“ Dighy must have his teal!”

“ Perish his tea!”

“ But weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“It's no good falking,' said Blake decidedly; * I've made
up my mind. Either D'Arey will have to apologise, or I
won't borrow any of his tin. Theral” _

“Well, undah the cires.,” gaid IFArey, 1 suppose I must

¥
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‘'] hope you fellows don't intend to come
out like a crowd wagamuflins !'* said
ving & final polish to the silk-hat

_ he haa fa'nis hand.

e

apologise, and westore our fwiendship to its old foolin’. But
1 cannot see—" , ) i

“Phat's all right!" said Blake. ''Your epoiogy i3
accepted, And now hand over ths cash.”

“1 was goin’ to say——" :

“ Never mind what you were going to say. You can say
it while I'm gone to the shop, if you like. Hand over a
sovereign ! !

“Weally, Blake, your extweme wudeness—" ;

“If you don’t hand over that sov, at cnece I won't take .

' Arcy handed over the sovereign immediately. Blake
turned to the door, the grinning chums of ithe Shell making
way lor him. i .

““ Bat, weally,” exclaimed D'Arcy, *“I should like——""

“ Good -bye 1™ said Blake. And he was gone.

D'Arey turned an injured look upon the Terrible Three.
Herries chuckled as he poked the fire and jammed the kettle
down upon it. .

“J1 am afwaid that Blake gwows wudah and wudah,” said
Arthur Augustus, “1 find him vewy twyin' at times. I find
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Hewwies vewy iwyin’, too.
extwamel tw;in', as a mattah of fact.”

*“Too bad,” shid Tom bMerry. * 8till, I'm glad you've
done the right thing, and %}ﬂﬂgiﬂﬁﬂ. It's what I should
have expected of cur one and only Augustus.”

“ Pway do not allude to me in that widiculons mannah !"

**Halle,” said Digby, coming into Btudy No. & with
F;g&lltg & Co., * what price that tea? I don't see any signs
o 1%}

“¥ou see, deah hoy-

““No, 1 don’t see; that's the tronble. Are you gu{ng to
celebrate my arrival by going without any tea?” asked
Dighy humorously.

* Blake's gone i’r{:r the tommy,” said Tom Merry. * We're
etting a second auﬂ;:l at the school shop. Thoere Grammar
ounders collaved t of.”

“All except the zsaunsages.” said Fatty Wynn, producing a
package from under his arm. * And here they are. I've
cooked them."

*(zood for you, Fatiy!"

“ They will only require warming up,” said Fatty Wynn.
““1f yon can lend me a frying-pan, I'll have them ready and
nicely browned by the time Blake gets in."” .

And there was soon a fragrant odour of warming szausages
in the study. Blake came in. laden with provisions of all
sorts, having nobly expended D'Arey's rovereign to the last
penny. Ang the tea in celebration of Digby's return com-
menced in great style.

I find most of yon boundahs

LR
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CHAPTER 10,
Arthur Augustus is Too Obliging.

HREE times threc!" shouted Fi%girrﬂ, capering in
the ball of the New House the following morning
with an open letter in his kand.

““What's the giddy matter?” exelaimed Kerr. :

“Off your silly onion?” inguired Fatty Wynn, stopping
reluctantly. He was just coming in from the frosty guad. to
breakfast, and he was sharp set.

« *Hurrah!"" shouted Figgins.

** YWhat's the row? Who's the letter from?"

* Marmaduke !

The Co. were keenly interested at once. If Marmaduke
came back to the New House, the Co. would be complete
again, and they looked forwacd to it keenly.

“ Well, what's the news?" demanded Kerr.
back again?"

“Yes, yes! Hurrah!™

“ It's settled, then?’ L .

“*Yes; he has persuaded his pater, and his pater has por-
stided his mater, and he's coming back to stay!"" exclaimed

Figgina jubilantly. *Isn't it ripping?™

“%;lﬁ‘hﬂr! Hurrah "

“ What's that confounded noise about?" exclaimed Mon-
What are you three

“Ias he coming

teith, coming alung the pns-snlga- "
young lunatics capering about fort" . ]
“Oh, it's all right!” eaid Figgins, moderating his trans-
ports, **We're only cheering, you know, because we've had
good news. Marmaduke's coming back 1™
“0h, iz hot* said Monteith, apparently not much
impressod,
# Yoz, he is!" said Figgins warmly—" yoz, he is! Mar-
maduke's one of the best! He——" : ;
“ Well, make a little less row about it,” said the prefect,
passing on into the dining-room. : P
“YWo must tell Blake and Tom MEHE'I” .said Figgins
thoughtfully, as the three juniors followed Monteith. * That
little celebration on Digby's account waa rather a fizale—"
“ It was rather a decent feed last night in Blake's study,’
said Fatty Wynn, with a reminiscent smack of the lips.
“¥es; but nothing like it should have been.  And you
can't deny that ten kids of our size in a Fourth Form study
ia a bit of a squeeze. If we give a feed in honour of Mar-
maduke, we must show them that we manago these things
better in the New House.” .
“That’s all right,” #aid Kerr. “But I suppose it's no
good asking the I-%ead to let us have the lecture-hall®™”
“Now, don't be funny, Kerr; be satisfied with looking
fanny."” implored Figgins.
" ir.zok here, Figging—" ] o
“ Not till you get a new face,” said Figgins, " But az I
was saying, there will be eleven in the whole gang when
Marmaduke is back, snd though eleven iz a pgood number
for a football-match, it's a squeeze in a junior study. We'll
ﬂ]{ve our little party in the empty box-room in the New
ouge," : .
“Good!" exclaimed Kerr. “That's a really good idea,
Figey! And we'll take care this time to get the grub in
belorehand, so that nnth_inf can go wrong, even if those
Grammarian boundess should wet on the scent.”

** But when is Marmaduke coming?!” asked Faliy Wynn.

* To-morrow,” said Figgins. * Pity he couldn’t fix it for
a thalf-holiday, as Digby did; but I sup he couldnt
He's coming down by the train that gets into Rylcombe at
half-past six. We'll miss our tea, and just have a little
enack, and go and meét the train.” i

“Oh, 1 say, Figgins,” exclaimed Fatty Wynn, ¢ T—"

“ What's the matter with you, Fatiy®™

“"No d missing our tea. You see—'

“Well, you are a pig, Fatty, and no mistake! An ol
i?hul_l:ln coming back again, and you start talking about your
grub !

“1I don't mean that!"

“I'm ashamed of you, Fatty!”

“8Bo am L," said Kerr. * .e{a Glusay says,
a wottah! Fatty, you had better shut up.”

“ But what [ mean to say is—"

T wegard you aa

* Never mind what you mean to say, kid You've said. |
too much already. Not a word more on that sabject, or I 0

may knock your head against the wall.
to miss his tea for once, with an old pariner in the Co com-
ing hack! BSoeat!” '
“* Rotten |” said Korr. * But it"s just like Fatty! He——"
“But, I say, listen to me!” persisted Fatiy. “What I
was going to say is, why not have tea a little earlier than
usual instead of missing it*" :
*0Oh,"” eoxclaimed Figgins, “‘is that it?
bad idea! But why couldn't you say zo0 ab first?”
* You didn't give me a chance I’ ) .
“We'll have tea early to-morrow,” said Figgins, as I 1t
were quite his own plan, and not Fatty Wynn's at all. “And
we'll go down to meet Marmaduke's train., I don't like
the idea of that escort business, so I think we'll go it onoud
lonesome. The escort got into a pretty pickle yesterdagy’
*“(h, yes; we can run it better without any of thoso
Bchool House bounders in the show "' said Kerr gagely. -
And Fif;ginﬂ & Co. went in to breakfastin a cheery maod.
Blake and his echums noticed thair cheerful looks in class, and
inquired the cause, and were soon apprised of Marmaduke's

nding return.

“Good 1" said  Blake.
celobration T 2

“ Certainly 1" said Figgins. * And it will go off hetfer
than the one you School House [ellows fixed up for Dighy.
Mo offence, you know; but we know how to manage thesa
things in the New House.”

Blake gave a smff. )

“1 expect you'll have a bigger frost than we did,” he
replied.  “ It was all D’Arcy’s fault for giving away the
show to Frank Monk——"

“ 0Oh, weally, Blake—"" . )

“That's true enough,” said Figgins. * Marmaduke is
coming down the six-thirty to-morrow. We three are
going to meet him, so as not to make too much display about
it. We don't want to signalise Marmaduke's return by a -
scrap with a erowd of Grammarians, and getting besicged -
in a tuck-shop!” '

“ 0Oh, rats1” said Blake. * I oxpect you'll make o muck of
it somehow, in the usual New House siyle. But about the

) !til ]

““Thera will be a feed, of conrae, and if you bounders are
going to subscribe——"" . i

“Of course, we aral We're all in this! \
will want to be, too. The feed will have to be given in t
School House !"

“Not at all! Marmaduke belongs to our house, and th
food will have to be given there. We're going to dust ous
the unused box-room, and sneik some chairs and a table inta
it, and get a fira lighted, and—and there you are!"

“Well, that's not 2 bad iden,” =aid Blake, rather grude
ingly. *“1 expect you’ll ba pouaced upon and stopped by
some of your rotten New House prefects.”

“* Blake, [ think you are talking!’" ealled out Mr. Lathom,
the long-suffering Form master. **I shall punish you if you
speak again in class!"

“ Thank you, sir!” -

And there was silence for a few winutes.

“1 say, Fiﬁginﬁ,“ said D'Arcy, after a pause.

The chielof the Co. leoked up from hie desk.

“I've been thinkin', Figgins. You wemembah what a
shockin' boundah Marmaduke was when he first came to 3t.
Jim'as— QOw " :

“Of course, thore'll he =4

D’Arcy gave a sudden welp as Figgins pinched his 11:=g.
Mr, Lathom was on the spot at once, blinking through his
spectacles. ;
lll”]:ZI’JI.!JLr:r';r, what do vou mean by making that curious and

disrespectful noise in clasa?” demanded the little Form

masterT. - ; e
“J_J—if you please, sir, I felt a sudden pain in my

beastly leg, sir!"” stammered the swell of the SBchool Housc.
“ Ind ! 1 think I can guess what caused the pain, and
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B ity 3t Lathior. D'Arcy Gives Up an Idea.
“ Bilence 1" o IGGINS is managing this thing on his own,"” Tom

"~ And the Form master marched back to his desk, and the
lesson proceeded. Figgins grinned at the speechless indig-
nation in D'Arcy’s countenance. It was not till the lesson
was over, and the clasa dismissed, that the awell of the
School House gave audible expression to his feelings.

““1 want to speak to you, Figgins,” he said, in the
passage. I wegard your action in eclass as distinetly
caddish. I was speakin’ with the ideah of doin’ you a
favah—" :

1t didn’t sound like it,”” said Figgins blandly. “M
mistake, I suppose.” e ¥ g

. Oh, if it was a mistake, I withdwaw my words!"” said
D'Arcy, beaming. “And I will say what I was goin’ to
gay m class, when you gave me that fearful pinch. You
wemembah my wemarkin to wvou befozh what a shockin’
boundah Marmaduke was when he first came to St. Jim's,
don't yout” :

“¥Yes, I remember,” said Figgins, with a dangerous
Elﬂmger in his eyes,

Well, I wemarked to you that it was quite poss. that
Marmaduke would have had a welapse duwin' his long

“Yes, I believe you said something to that effect.,”
ks Wﬁ!i, I have been thinkin’ .'th]'l.ltgit, Figgins, and if you
like, I'm willin’ to take Marmaduke in hand a little when
he weturns to the school, and bwing him up in the way he
should go, so to speak.,”
** Are you ra&!ly; Gusay 7'*
‘* Yaas, wathah|” beamed D'Arey. “ You know, Marma-

" duke Was a shockin’ outsidah, and you fellows are not much

bettah; but I'm always willin’ to impwove people——-"
“You hear him, Kerr!’ said Fig‘gljna. ”Ym!:' hear him,
Wynn? He's always willing to impwove people, and he's
Emng to start on uws"
“Yaas, wathah."
“ We're awfully grateful,” said Figgins, with humility.
en you are generous like this, I¥ Arey, you are over-
powering, Doesn't it give you a pain uﬂ;.rwherc!"*
; If you are going to wo, Figging—'
‘Not at all.- We're grateful. We're going to show you
how grateful we are.’™

Figgins made a rapid sign to the Co., and in a twinklin

"D'Arcy was seized by the three New House juniors, an
uite knew.

frog’s marchéd along the passage. Defore he
what was ha-ppe-mpg,l be was dropped, dusty an rampled,
on the mat, and Figgins & Co. walked away laughing.
Arthur Augustus sat up and rubbed the dust out of his
Byas. :
“You feahful, ungwateful wottahs!”’ he shouted. *
1][1ml.iwid ”h-uuﬂdaina! I will give you a feahful thwa.ah}:ﬁl?
He glared round as he jumped up, but his words were
;aatggl unﬁtha desert air; Figgins & Co. were gone. The
‘errible ree were coming along, and
stare at the swell of 8t J imgﬂ-. s Siy Sopped. s
** Hallo, Gussy, what's the game!” asked Tom Merry,
“ Have you been using vourself to dust the doormat with ™
“I have been fwog'smarched by those New House
boundahs, Tom Mewwy. They took me quite by surpwise.
I was makin' them a fwiendly offah, to take Marmaduke in
hand and impwove him a f’itﬂa when he weturned, and

thﬂ R
"}rHa, ha, ha " '
*“It is no laughing matter, Tom Mewwy."
“Ha, ha, ha!™

D'Arcy gave the Terrible Three a glance of indignati
and marched off without another wufd. He had :Eidﬂ ;I?:I':

it was no -laughing matter; but the chumas of the Shell

appeared to think otherwise. They laughed till the tears
ran down their cheeks.
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“MISS PRISCILLA'S MISSION.”

Merry remarked, in his study that evening. * He
=t . doesn’t want any help from the School Hounse.”
‘Like his choek " said Monty Lowther, !
“ Exactly. He has the nerve to say that if the whols

gang, as he elegantly puts it, go to meet Marmaduke, it
will end in a row with the Grammarians, and we shail be
done again.”

“Well, as a matter of fact—""

Tom Merry held up his hand.

““No chipping, Monty., Life’s too short for all the funny
things you want to say.” I was going to remark that Figgins
& Co. are showing alarming symptoms of swelled head, and
it would serve them right if something went wrong when
they go to meet Marmaduke's train at thg station to-
MOFrow.

“We can't very well send word to the Grammarians,™
grinned Lowther. :

**No, hardly, though as a matter of fact, I expect some
of Frank Monk's crowd will be in the village, and they will
probably c¢hip in of their own accord.”

“ Very likely. But about ourselves—'"

Tom Merry's brow was very thoughtful.

“We could work off a little surprise on Figgins & Co.,”
he remarked. ** But on the joyful occasion of the gathering
of the clans, it would be bad form to have a House row.”

“Quite s0; besides, we've made it pax.”
~ “Yea, it's pax till after the hajq‘-,ly regnion and the feed
in the New House box-room,” said Tom Merry, with a ned.
“ That bars a row with Figgins & Co., or we could give
them a lesson to reduce the swelling in their heads a little.
But there's another tack we can follow—rather out of our
line, I admit.”

“1I'd rather follow a tack than sit on it, any day,” said
Monty Lowther.

“Rotten!” said Tom Merry. ** My idea is to heap coals
of fire on Figgy's head.”'

“My hat!” gasped Manners. * Why, Tom—" :

““Ass " said Tom Merry. "I am speaking metaphorice
ally, of course.” : :

“0h, I see! Metaphorical coals of fire won't hurt old
Fllg%y’a cocoanut, I suppose. But what's the idea?”

*I think it's very likely that Figgins & Co. will get into a
row with the Grammar School crowd. We will be on hand
and if they do, we'll go to the rescue, and haul them out ﬂu‘-
it. That will be heaping coals of fire on their heads, you
see, and incidentally it will show them that they can’t do
without help from the School House™

“Good!” eaid Manners and Lowther. “We'll be on
hand.”

“ Pway excuse me.”

It was the woice of Arthur Augustus. An eveglasas was
glimmering in the open dorway of the study. e swell of
at. -f]im’a nodded agreeably as the Terrible Three looked
round,

“ Pway excuse me,”’ he repeated. ™I have come io
pwopose to you fellows to cawwy out the wippin' ideah I
suggested the othah day.”

“Which one!" asked Tom Merry. “ Yow're so full of
ripping ideas, you know, Gussy, aagﬁ of them more ripping
than the rest. What's the present one—some new discovery
ih the fancy waistcoat line??

“Pway do not be fwivolons, Tom Mewwy. You know
that the gweetin’® we designed for Digby was wathah a
fwost ¥ :

““Yes, rather. But it's frosty weather, you know.”

“Pway be sewious. I think that ideah of a feed in the
New House x-woom 15 all wight in itz way, but there
ovght to be somethin' more impwessive as well. I was not
able to cawwy out my ideah of a twiumphal arch on the
occasion of Dighy's weturn—""

The chums of the SBhell groaned in chorus. -
*Bo I think it would be wippin' to have it ewected to
colebwate the home-comin’ of Marmaduke Bmythe,” eaid
D'Arey. 1 know that Marmeduke is wathah a boundah,
I::l.:L'c.]_|I we ought to give him a weleome, A twiumphal

arch——

The Terrible Three rose and came to Arthur Augustus,
and seized hold of him. Gently but firmly they marched
him out into the corridor. D’Arcy submitted with an ex-
pression of amazement upon his face.

l “ Wh-wh-what do vou mean, Tom Mewwy?" he gasped at
ast.

“We mean that we're fed up with that triumphal arch,”
said Fom Merry solemnly. * Go in peace, D'Arcy; but if
you come back here talking of a triumphal arch again,
you'll po in pieces. Understand? 8eatl”

A Double-Len Tale of
Tom Merry's ooldays,

I e e Ty WL
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¥ Bat weally, Tom Mewwy—" ¥

* Bunk 1" shouted the Terrible Three.

And I’Arey gontly assisted three feet, moved rather
burriedly along the passage. ‘But he wad not beaten’ yet.
He turned and adjusted his monocle, and gave the chums of
the Shell a withering glance.

“I wegard you—"" he beran,

“iet out!"

"I wegard you as feahful wottahs—"

The Terrible Three made a rush, and D'Arey skipped
away and ran. He did not stop tili he was safe at the door
of Btudy No. 6, Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther returned
to their study, laughing-heartily. 1)'Arcy, rather flustered
and indignant, went into Study No. 6.

“Well, what's the verdict?” asked Jack Blake, with a
grin, “Are Tom Merry and the rest going to help you
with the triumphal arch?"” '

*They weceived me vewy wudely,” said D’Arcy. *It is
weally vewy hhrd for a gentleman to live at this school,
suwwounded by boundahs—-—""

Dipglby giggled.

“Go over and ask Figgins & Co. to help you with the
triumnphal arch,” he suggested, * and give us a rest, Gussy.”

“1 wefuse to go over and ask Figgins & Co. I feel cor-
tain that they would tweat me with diswespect.”

*1I rather think they would.”

“I shall give up the ideah of a twinmphal arch now™
said D’Arcy, with a great deal of dignity. “ It is a simply
bwilliant i1deah, but it iz wasted on you commonplace
wottahs. You don’t deserve to have a fellow of my bwains
livin" in this study.” J -

“No, that we don’t,” said Blake feelingly. *' We haven't
done anything dreadful enough to deserve that, for a fact.”

D’Arcy sniffed, and sat down to his preparation. The
ijen:’ced triumphal arch had faded from his mental vision

ike a beautiful dream. He felt himself to be a misunder-
stood penius.

Fatty Wynn looked into the study a little later. The
plump face of the Welsh partner in the Co. was beaming.

“I've come for E:}ur conftribution,” he announced.

“Eh® gaid Blake. " Are you ranning a paper?®’

““1 mean your coniribution to the fesd,” said Fatty
Wynn., ““I say, it will be a gorgeous spread. I've doue a
fot of shopping, and it's prime.” You can trust me! Now,
where's vour little lot '

Blake took a basket out of the cupboard, and handed it
to Fatty Wynn. Fatty weighed it in his hand, and pecped
inside, and his expression aﬁm\-ed that he was satisfied.

“ Right vou are!’ he said. *'The fime for the feed to-
morrow i3 fixed at seven, for the present., Good-night 1™

“ Good-night, Fatty!”

And Fatly Wynn disappeared with the baskef.

Y1 expect those New Elnusa bounders will get into a row
with the Grammar cads, and there will be a muck-up, as
usual,” Blake remarked. ° Butb the fesd ia guifte safe, so I
don't care, for one, The feed will coms off all right in any
Bﬁﬂf" L E ]

¥ Yanz, wathah.”

S

CHAPTER 12,
Frank Monk Smells a Rat.

“ MT gels dark beastly early.” growled Figgins, as he

[[ came out of the New House at tea-time on Friday

evening. .

It was dusk in the guadrangle, as the three juniors crossed
towards the gateés. It was tea-time, but following Fatty
Wynn's suggestion, the New House trio had had their tea
carly, and were fortified with a good meal for the walk
down o Rylcombe.

“ Uold, too,” said Kerr, pulling up the collar of his coat.

“We shall be hungry when we get back,’”” said Fatty
Wynn, *““I suppose that's all the better, as we have a good
fagﬁl ready, but we might stop for just a litile snack at
Mother Murphy’s. It's dangercns to go hungry in this
weather.”

Figgins snorted. ]

“Vou'll make me hungry if vou dot't stop talking about
grub,” he exclaimed. ) ] .

“It's an important subject, Figgr, especialiv in the ecold
weather,” said Fatty Wynn, *but you can suit yourszelf
about calling in at the tuckshop. I have put a couple of
l'l{tll'!i-pil"!-] in my pockets, in ecase I should get famished,

“ Hallo, Figgy, so you're off 1 .

Tt was Tom Merry's voice from the gloom. The Terrible
Three came into sight out of the dusk, and Figgins & Co.
stopped. .

“* Yes, we're off,” snid Figgina.

“Off your onions, I suppose?”’ remarked Monty Lowther.
“Well, you look it. Sure yvou wouldn't like us to come
along and see that you don't get into mischief.”” - 24

”guitr:. gure,’” said Figgina. *“We know how you School
House bounders manage things. We've had some. Come
along, kids."

And Figgins & Co. marched on, with their noses in the
air. The ﬂgumﬂ of the 8hell gazed after them and chuckled.
*“ They don't suspect that we're gol to keep them in
sight,” grinned Tom Merry. “M ri,ﬁ'\&a. is that they're
pretty certain to want our help. The Grammarians don't
like Marmaduke Smythe; they've had ructions with him
before. " As Figgy puts it, they've had some. If they get
on to it that Marmy is coming, they'll be round the station
like flics round & treacle-pot, They don't love the heir of

“That's s0,”" said Manners. "I suppose Figginge & Co.
will get into trouble, and we shall have to fish them out.
Come along ™

Quite unconscious of the design of the Terrible Three,
Figgins & Co. left the gateway, and tramped on down to
Evlcombe. :

The evening dusk was thick, and it was probable that
the gates would be locked before they goi back to the
achool; but as Figgins had secured a pass for the three
from Monteith, that did not trouble him.

They entered the High Street of Rylcombe, and Fatty
Wiynn cast a longing glance towards the lighted window
of the tuck-shop.

“1 say, Figgy."

“What is 1t7" asked Figgins.

“Those veal-and-ham pies of Mother Murphy's are
ripping, and she always has them hot at this time.”

“You horrid glotion! You've just eaten enough for six,
and you have your pockets stuffed with pork-pies.”

““No, I haven't, Figey," protested Fatty Wynn. “I had
a couple of pork-pies in my pecket, I know.”

“Well, cat them, and -']rdy up.”

“I've eaten them already. A feeling of faintness cama
aver me a2 we came up the lane, and I had to eat them.
Now—-"

“(ireat Seoti, you can’t be hungry again already!”

“ N-no, not exactly ; but we've got to go to the station,
vou see, and then that long walk home to the school, and
I'm afraid we shall- be famished, and—"

“ We sha'n't get any peace unless you bolt a dozen veal-
and-ham pies, I konow that," growled Figgins, stopping out-
side the tuck-shop. *Come to think of it,”” he went on,
more good-humouredly, “* this frosty weather does give you
an appetite.  We may as well have a few of Mother
Murphy's pies. We've time. Come in"

“ Right-ho!" said Kerr. “ It's Fatty's treat.”

The New House trio entered the tuck-shop. The next
momont Figgina uttered an exclamntion of chagrin. He
would gladly have beaten a retreat, he could have done
g0 unsgen; but it was too late. For at the counter of the
tuck-shop were three well-known figures—those of Frank
Monk, Carboy, and Lane. They evidently knew also that
Mrs. Murphy's pies were hot at that hour.

"ha Grammarians caught sight of the Bt. Jim's fellow:
: A moment, and drew quickly together. Figgins & Co.
mﬂmﬂl up to the counter, affecting to take no notice of
them.

dome of the famous veal-and-ham . pies were before the
Grammarian trio, and they were doing them full justice.
Mother Murphy, with a beaming smile, served Figgina &
Clo.

“ (Cold weather, ain’t it, Figgins?” said Frank Monk.

Figgins did not deign to reply.

“Good weather for running,”” remarked Carboy. W
gave vou a nice little run the other day, didn't wei™

“ Figgina feels hurt;
I caught him on ths

millions.”

“ Oh, don"t mention it!" said Lane.
at all eventz, he felt hurt at the time.
left ear with a cabbage-stump." : ;

““Ha, ha! ‘I suppose that would hurt his feelings. But
T felt really sorry for Wynn that time,"” =aid Frank Monk

gravely. ‘‘It was rough on him to have to run, with all
that plumpness to carry about. 1 say, Wynn, how many
tons do you weigh!”

Fatty Wynn eoloured with indignation, and was about to
reply, when Figgins made him an imperative sign. The
Grammarians were evidently seeking a row, but it was no
time for o dispute, with Marmaduke's train almost due.
Figginz showed an exemplary and most unusual patience
under the chipping of the Grammarians.

¢ Look at him welfing those pies!” said Carboy. ° Don't
they give vou any grub at 8t. Jim's, Wynn? I lkoew it
was a mouldy old school, but I thought they fed you.”

“"You rotters—"' began the exasperated Fatty Wynn.

Figgrins tapped him on the arm, and he broke off. Frank
Monk saw it, and his eve: gleamed for a moment.
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' « Those feahful, ungwatefnl wottahs ™ muttered D'Arey.
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“ Those howwid boundahs! I will give

them a feahful thwashin® 1™
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“Time we were getting back,” he exclaimed, looking at
his watch. * Can't waste any more time talking to these
outsiders. . Bye-bye, Figgins—or 13 it Higgins?”

Figgins turned red, ﬁ
plate with a stony stare. He was not to be drawn into a
row, even by a disrespectful variation upon his name,

“ Higgins, I think,"”” said Carboy; ' I never can recollect
the fellow’s name. He calls it a name, I suppose? It's
either Higgins or Wiggins—""

“Btiggins, I think,” said Lane.

“Well, good-night, Figgins, Higgins, Wiggins, or Stig-
gins, whichever and whatever you are,” said Frank Monk.

Figgins remained stonily silent. The three Grammarians
chuckled and left the tuck-shop. Carboy and Lane were
leoking curisusly at their leader.
ame?' exclaimed Carboy abruptly, when
thay were outside. ‘I thought we were going to have a
row with those bounders, Frank?"’

The Grammarian leader chuckled.

““ My dear kid, you never look any further than the end
of your nose,” he said. *'I was going to make it a row,
- only I used my eyes.”

““Well, and what did you see when you used your eyes!"
growled Carboy.

“1 saw that there was something on,”” said Monk serenely.
“Have you.ever known those merchants to be go beauntifully
patient before? What do you think they are understudying
Job for :c’hm evening? As a rule, they're only too ready for
a screp.

*“That's true enough.'

NEXT :
L‘:. THURSDAY :
R ELs e e

S ia's e RRER

ut he kept his eves fixed upon his

_ “MISS PRISCILLA'S MISSION.”

“ There's something on—some reason why they want to
keep out of a row,” said Frank Monk sagely. “ We'll hang
round and watch them when they come out, and see what
the game is, and see if there isn't room for three fellows
like us to take a hand in it."”

“ Good " -chuckled Carboy and Lane, catching on to the
idea at once. 3

“ Let's crosa over and keep in the shadow,” zaid Monk.
“ We can watch them come out of the tuck-shop across the
street.”’

The three Grammarians crossed the street, and halted in
the shadow of an unlighted house. They had not long to
wait. A few minutes only had elapsed when F]%E]IIB & Co.
came out of the tuck-shop, Fatty Wynn with the remps=f
of a pie in his hand.

Figgins glanced up and down the street, and then started
towards the station with the Co. Mook gave a quiet
chuckle.

“ You see that!"” he whispered. Figﬁinu wanted to make
sure we were gone. He hasn't spotted us here. They're
going to the station.”

“ What the dickens are they going there for, I wonder!”

“ To meet a train; of course. The six-thirty is nearly due.
They've got some friend coming by the train—some kid
belonging to St. Jim's, in all probability. My hat,” Monk
bmkal suddenly, ** I shouldn’t wonder if it was Marma-
duke !

“ Marmaduke SBmythe!"’

“VYes, I've heard [rom some of them that Marmaduke

A Double-Length Tale of
Tom Merry's Echooldays.
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i xpoctad back at.tho schacl, and sou know he wed to
chum up with Figgins & Co.”

more in the village. - Get them

togethr and follow us to the statio

» and o dar
znd Carbo lc“mvnd on the mmk o( F gins & (u
7 e, and did ot notieo u“.,

“Lot’s gef on o the station,” said Monty Lover.
And thé Tereible Threo hw:xn'rned o

CHAPTER 13.
Marmaduke Once More.
IGGINS & CO. ontered the station at Rylcombe. The

vojep eould s betrd us they came lmwud; the platform.

g

farmy” ho exclaimed. _“Td know his
bark and his plosseak Taanamts cagmperg! My Hord: 3 bop
he, Iv?sn't ,‘3"' tho aiforn fnto Bl hond again

o of Marmaduke sppeared fn sight
5 woll as A s

iy “nﬂ—km‘:\”ﬁ
Matmadake war d

cbricd wel,
DT, though, porhaps, wilh not. quite o o
Babseuts o, W Al

& rakit! angle, .ua"m e

o, old Fid
Ciler™ datd” Marmaduke. “Glad to sce
thought you'd ‘come and meet the train. How doyou do,
i Wl e il 1 el o it porter” Tiet

g b Shtt'e el el

wifl Porter !

:_'§nk5_ ‘care of those boses”
Bump, bump,
s told souto FIOED bare of those borea!”

Buiag, bump, bumn
ke ' bl aia wigetn, i« i
ekt & Bbing ooogle bud. thel Sugs.

madl Vil d’m\.. ovovor, hure 1 haif-voro

for o fortef Kindiy andlo thoco boxes o il mors

gins, with o gri

Mar-

T orii bumpiog cessed, and the boxen disspposcad
ona "°"A 3 Then Marmadulke ahook hands ail round with

ro glad to see sour old mug sgain, Marmuduke”

said Figgins. st forgotn 86" Jim's in. the
gorgeous mabsion  n Bk Laner rond

“Not at all,” said Marm: nnk», ‘With just the slight
tincture of superi ua'o bo baok agahe St

hm's o Sollier than having & private futor, though I expec
shpil i many of my fiife comforts
* Fou whl, xaid Figgins drily. “Bat, in com-
mmmm for that, sl ot o) tho ‘nonkense Tndcked out
u, Marm; will bo a great advantage.”
~ Marimaduke onlmu-d a lile.
1 oy enso_sbout me, Figgy,”
h you, o millionaire’s house

o a way of putting
oo ok s gt of “yeobhantic

g vt the homest trafh

ixgins moltod at once. : N
“Right you are, old lad!” he said, patting Marmaduke
affectionatoly on tho shouldor. *That's oll right; we under-
shnd possig) Aod Lo, fhat if wo sec any ro

generous offer. But he made'no reply, and the four com-
rades watked out of tho siation

The boxes wore being put pon the hack.  Mermaduke

stopy o abifnt ohils o enter T Fi

rpp:d bim o o shoul o
"Botior watle” he

ly muddy.
o it ok, old Kid " sid B

chotall " Bk e Soal pot oone i helF the ime. ofSie

ack, 45 'wo can faks tho short cut through Rylcorbe Wood
and across h roren.”

Wi oo walking: and I

“Warm enough walking; snd not 5o cold as sitting in
that drlugh‘ "%ld” bone shaker, ‘anyway. said Fxg?m-.
i o bocn sitting down' for sixty miles

o as Hhores & cclbrotan o8 ‘accomt

igging, wo will walk:
LAnd o mnmnﬁ:tnlrzed o ;m, stz msictions
+ing hoen Eivon for the lusgoge b bo sent on by ¢
Blgrmdilc oo s sclamation, i
“Thers, do.you sen thoso lellows— Tho
Gramnar sl v, Ty s e ed
oy Qo 1ot time 1 att dow
gt ool Yound iy Wh cnught sieht of Mok
a0 Calor” Lane v B Wi e Sk ook of hs
g e Sty Tyl o

# ou againt” ho cxclaimed. “ How are the
' geiting on, and the old Tolks at kome m Petiicont
a
Marmaduke gave the humorous Grammarian  freesing
stare.
iy fathor's mansion s in Pack Lano.! bo snid oldly.
Ix " said the ungbashed Monk "My “mistako!"
though it was Peiticoat Lane; you have the charming ma:
nersof  native of that saubrious Toeuity, vou know”
hiave nothing 1o say to you,” said Marmaduks

!, Taks that thing home and bury it Figgine!
“Of loar off " said Figgins frritably ; sad tho Sh. Fim's
Juniors walked on. KonL nd Corboy followed, keaping 4
‘dozen paces away. Thus they proccoded almot o, the. od
of the village siveet, Whore Flagins tarneq wound v

ou going to clear off " ho shouted. £ you follo
a5 any Turchor, we'll como back and wipe up the ground
with you!

Foak Mok gave |;:m ok of

<My dear Figgins, have you j Toudog brigadey”
b asked. - Surely nice, Toacsabte tetoms ke s b

ight to wall down o high road if we want

o i ey bte Grammarians

wore acting quite within m.n Fights, i o matter of fact

 injured aurp

But Figgins was_unes ondered where Lane was,
‘and bo sconted mischi
“What's the bothor?” asked Marmaduke.

pestinent ot S felloms, of sourse; bt 1 St soo bt B

attert wbout thoi folloving
" Perhaps you don’ by swid Figgion, - You werom't here
on Wedneiday, whon fhey cornercd us all in-tho tack sh

rhe v cam 10 mhoet Dighy at the station. We had o gk
Sid tme of 1, 1 can tll vou, T almest with we had broughi
Fom Merey snd Sho sest wlong now:
round iouly i tho gloon,
more of the rotters” b swid, I s
ove b g to Fotch . Bak coms on' 1o g
" %', o o hurring— began Mprmayie
o i ke Bl g et ¥ o
A Tou - ee8 T ateas thowe G
o S iseree. whh P e B L S
Sy milions
N T ol a7 nored Fsgins.
il ey v Bl
i Aehed. the ond oF the fighued I
S Bt e .h,.aw e Londing
kool Ty beforo thom: T st of the mosn
e o ark Caslo Wood, bt ho luno s deep i
Cavin. Mank and Carho wore heep:
Yhey smeped"lo B Skl St
s s unmasy: s o help Tor
0d i way into the Hoom o the cpentes e
with i Tong strides.
O e Pk, worro walking too fast
gigis 1 ot
e
LSSt seed Ko
%o was n patioring of feot in the dusky hedg,
or s Bgares eapod out and rashed upon Fibgine & Co.

But Um pretts

" said Marmaduke
ed fo this rigorous exertio
. then!” granted Figgins.

Five
A
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e same moment Monk sud Caoy quichened thefe pace, o1 ) id
u..m..a\.x e ra m).u tarily. e :
" suppose’ you can, if iU’s fhat sort of an
To g moment  opimion” sl Tom digrry Imediately. *Figgins 1 vot
e o (he mud gomgbom-ld
mach 1 said Figgins, T gy, lets get moving, or

ém an opinion, if I Iike,”

okt may come back in fore, and wipe up
o Eround with
‘Angd Trom tho Jmm o Ahc elum sido of the lanc the oo late!" a solly, ax 0 shout s beard
wérrible Threo yushad to the i, the darkness of e
he rese "The G o ano
i Sl oo Gt sl S g
12, o dawmed upon

obiained reinforcements.
at the S ere vory pmbnbl,y Dot in strong force.
urning 1o heie defear, wore
orce. Figey's sugestion came raher

CHAPTER
A Hot Chase, and a Cold Plunge.
OM MERRY como 15 complete surpris to the
Grammarians. The odds wero still on the Grammar

e, but the surprise was (oo much for then

" rang a voice through the gloom.
Monik and Carboy et esiing o the dich from stedgo-

Merry. _ * Soma of those soun

bamimer blows, delfvered sira im the shouldor by Tom < row for being out of Eates, o,
Merry and Low 4 e roled o Just with  funcy—so Shall woy av & matter of fact. Never mjid Wa;

rerd’s aris wound aflecionataly about hia neck. move on. Wo shall have to run for it

T eintorced, mnd. seljoved of their most formidablo 1 fosl hardly up to ruming” armaduke.
adversarier, Figgina & Co. * huckod up"” in splendid syle Righthol, Way and talk'to Monk und compagy, \bil

to"em 1" vellod Figgins. wo run,” said Tom mo on, kids!
And the ‘Co. *socked it to 'en’” as Figgins put it, with  have to take the short nnL Yirrough the woods and over the
o il ke, Lucky its frozen
5 hit out right aud left, and the Grammarians scattored ** Are you sure the ice i1 safe

i al At Lane tnicied himsel loose Teom Mannors, Na3 vou will very likely et drowned. Not much lows,
and tore o, Toaying s cap and mecktio a trophies of it Tm
victors s Junjors,  Monk  and - Carboy Tk bere: o, T'm ot going to stand—

: ;ﬁrlinlled okt s e Tnie e Bold, and et oF seroms
the Tagter.
"The whole thing passed in o minute or les

Sit down, “hen” Axe you. ey comine
o run. T was high (e,
for the Grammarians wera coming on fask, »

IT IS ON THE OTHER SIDE !

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry, as he slapped the de-  juniors of 8t. e-- ‘hopelessly au(n\mﬂ:eud, lnd IE
hghted Rl Rt Docditec g ol gl L it againi sch o
hep g PR A e (oo Tomongh
Jolly (hd lo hnr yau smile!” gasped Figgins. * Your the wood, sed along the footpath.
cackle isn't m ino as & rule, but I'm glad _The mgon was coming out over the woo Iver light
to hear it now. ﬁ.ltand through the branches, and thmznd on the_ lpnl\[
* Rather " snul Kur Ye\l came %m the nick of  green, ',umm it to gho LI, wh (e But where the bhnda
time, Tom Morry, o Tucky sou did. They had us o ol st
ata dl:lr.lvlnh!e." ade mw i ahle oo Taiten basghe and tralling
‘ame_ ed the hero of the Shell. ‘Do yi Awh ll they ran on.
;l;mk weo h:ppened o como along by chance, thed, you New  Marmaduke was soon ffing and blowing, The heir of
asterat millions was evident in Yor ondition. Lo in
e chimed in Mosty Lother. “Wo came out ~Jie s v oy Pork Lang Sok aeh om0 150
< to Iaﬁk for you, as we knew you would get into some sort of ing oneself ﬁ:, He had bellows to mend, and his bru:hmg
mischic S réw more heavy and Iaboured, his pace dlackes and slacker:
G vou i, did your” wid Fissin not vy graetily, i olhr 'of Sourse, had to slow down for him, and the
o Merry piscidly. “YOu  puseuimg Tooteieps of tho Grammarians cams cloter and
m;\t.: You :Su'ljd o iy Thing wiout us, bt v Sy,
inew better. Didn't VM:, cl ““Here, lhu mm t dq\" exclaimed Tom “ Take
Rl ohid Manoe ~one of his as and I'll take the nLher aod we'll get

5= s Sou 0 o the station ard saw

. h, o spotted % s
i e by and v cafie long quiet ‘m{—- i m:; Wt gaspod Marmaduke. 1 dow't
e ik tho. Crammarians were surbrised, and they N you
kit have.rom so Tast f they had kuown that there wers | “ Cant bo eipod.” smid Toy X mean, you must
e et bo helped. - Those wasters will make an cxample of us it
; S S i Myrmadut, rising to bis foct, Mo thoy colla ug nov, sitcs tha Liking e g hen. Come
s oy " of'the Cor bt had heen Knodked dowp,  an]
andho ws {MIU\K nnored P They are rough bruter 11 don't—
R Rt il e Toreibly Throp togee. ot the vord | Buck

“Thoy are rough brut

Eends “Theie"al ightt 1t you want to live in s e sl u“z. T, ey S ed
bandbos, wrapped p in cotton Wwool, it's no good your ogan. to ssim,
Coming back to St. Jim's, Marmy " B e wea’too Breathloss to mako further objection. Tho
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it fir were upning el cre Bty Wrmn puiog
ood oot forward, in spite of s plumprces
B S e ko ¥ el Tort
dnsling
e e, o
s  the wateys bubbled and sang
tne geoon Fushes, but now frosen n a great sheat of

whi
a8iide it1" said Tom Merry. < Don't sop!”
ware many trages on the ico where sl
one, “both by the villago lads . ‘the
lul!uns T S Jiove T - surfaco

o or o places the

cen hroken, showing that the icy Crust
mme, but thers
S,

e Jo A bR e

“1 cocan't elido

“ Right.ho Kid, or
the Grammarians wil give you o {aste of what they davo
e, vher you chme own
*Marmadike did ‘not reply.  He had very litte breath to
roply with, “rom Morey Ted i way uponthe Froven lakey
d wont on wifh the iocd and coriainty o an oxperionced
o scomed to whiz across tho o
liko  stono from a catapult; and ovon if th
ind boen weal“boneath him, e passed over it too ity
for danger to

fior him wont Mm, Lawther and Masnors, aqually

switt and reckiess. shot away in the moonlight,
Korr and Flggu\e Kaﬂewad on the came track, Fatty Wynn iy

o stood

£o8

white

leaning
weping

Tank: trymx o gt b
arians game out of &
. they saw him,

o ti

ack his wind, and the
e wood with a rush, and yelled

to linger.

Marmaduke slid out on the ice,

Kindly fill in this Form and

ards of {hin and croaking
. came the ominous soun

cof and under him aod round
& chill 'ran through Marma«

o ‘began to_roturn, bub af’evors movement the creal
ico grew moro ominous, and he stoppe
Frank Mook had turned deadly pale.
jaculated.  Ho'll b through, as sure
i thirty fect deep thers if it's an

om Morry and bis
and

him st in the
aid, thole oEings may he better mugmed than dex

gompanions had reached the shore,
ool round for Mrmaduke. “When they auy’
ice, far rmm their

Merry ran fo the ico
followed fast}
terrible.

‘Anoiior croak came from the oo bencath him. Ho shud-
dered at tho sound, aud me ard again. A long,
rending erack, "and the ice part

“Tho “other ,u..m
bt Marmaduke's peril wos immediate. and

SPamomacike was battling with the chilling water the next

moment; and one moment more, and Frank Monk b

el forward, und was in the whter beside him, support
'z him with 2 firm grip on his col

CHAPTER 15,
Un:xptclld Guest:

oM not long_bohind Monk. He yas
.md..,. awaras, tho. gm S fhe-som oa st 53 e
rammariay ‘eador, but Monle was newsee
ached i for Monk's prompt aid, it was pro.
Lot hat the exhousted Mermadike would have gous to
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god dashed along after bis comrades; but e dropped

behind fest. ot in good condition, and ho was out
Dractico for any' athistic oror
e shall hasehim e ed Frank Monk gloofully
o Faster, ids!I{ wo cllar bim, the others will come back
to,_resous b

«*And ) Auu bag ths loti” grinned, Carbor

i and tyo, and
arely o 8t Jnma, likatheanimsls goiog into the
Ark"' nh cifed Mo

T’ t on a epurt. Marmaduke heard
them clos his comeades drawing further and
further away in front. Ha wonld have sho iggine,
bt T had o broal tor”w shout; aad” ho Junicrs ahead
did ot look back. The ice was rough, and they neoded ll
Sheir eyee to avoid comi ng to griof on

Marmaduke laboured was a_ewift breath

bohind him, and an outstreiched hand marzowly missed hir
o 15 drection, and shok oF the I, and
5 went Hhooting on past him.
i

armaduke had escal o i to pansnt i
tho noxt moment. It struck him for the first timo that Tom
Merty had o robcon for choosing the route he bad taken
noros

“The ice under Marmaduke'
Tom Morey had followed the
rmaduke

oot was cracking ominouls.
th of safety from knowledge
Liincly run oo dunger

hy el Tl
ack—crack! There was a yell from the Gram-
Inunm
“Como back—come back 1"
Marmaduke would gladly havo gono back; but his oould
ot o Nl for Gon moms hen bo came o » balt
at last, ho was soparated from the Gramma a score

the bottom in o fow m o hung almost helplesely~ -
upen, the gallant Ind, u Foans: seaspod Eim wiih oad bia
‘out with the other.

£y was coming on liko an arrow, but as ho st
on'he siackened down,” and

me on, kid

juniors understood, a

iy ibined hands to mako s long

lightedt cropt umlmn!ly aiong the ice, and gave one hand
Th b

iy o i e i ""ﬂ’i."'"ﬁzor it m
soriminnsly - isking o 80 i 1 Lhongh of (b e
Tow baing, of conrso, bnm’;had at such o t
i non was o e St
ey o T eroated, but beld firm
57 gk 0 Srsahed "ok b Tight band ard Brippod hokd
of Mon
iack ok, s hilding Marmadl, was draws o e
o of ¥ Toud crack of the fee, and
B Yo

§

Tho'junicte bld tight, and it was needed. Tho fco broka

‘om Merry and Korr, and they spiashed in th water.

oot iho vast of The line wia frm, and: the Juniors held on
st

Rext to K camo Figgive, and ho never slackoned I

aip on te ol partaer.  Under Figgios
e war'e fcker, an i el e
s iggins,

o ay Rore 0" the e o, with Figay's help,

scrambled. out n\:s Tom Merry. Figind

Db e o of the e aod Kers gt

Away, shivering, to
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“ Come on!” suid Figgins cheerily

He helped Tom Mersy on the ice. Then the two of them

3ided Frank Monk and Marmaduks, and o them clear of
still held, though it cracked in

asped Tom Mer;

The juntors Hid away towards the frmer vo

minutes had not passed since. the first glu e of AfSmadate
into the froten mere, but in ace of time &

hing auate 5o pincky 1M y"n’\’%"f“‘”

saw anyihing quite so piuc) “only hat, thovigh, 't

sow anhing plucky 1 My only &
“Yee, rather,”

aped it o e e e o, e
“Hight o1, We shall have to et you chaps go, uder tho

it
exclaimed Carboy_indignantly, “You
mem\ gt 8 Y ey i M g

d Monk through hie chativring teeth.
i the

¥Gh, e momt quarrel ovor o word.” said Tom Merry
i TR Tt ou whet, o0 b, sourve saved Ma
inadel it and wilhout eyl (i v very saliabis
e

i 2
N giinga vipping feod f St Jius, in honous of

Man o “want on Tom ‘comman
or " yon 1 i
ciged, non-skidding feed, with sbout overthing s
Can by o0 the tablo.”

ightho!” chimed in Figgins. “And if sou'll como
“AIl three of you!”
“Monk, Lane, and Carboy !
“It will show ths

at we're_grateful,-and can_ap)
pluck even in an enomy,”

Tom Nerry gracefu!

NEXT
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“MISS PRISCILLA'S MISSION.”

Qne parcel of sousases i
of BatnP W, whic: f‘ﬁg‘ e Bebhed
Tiel with, Tematncd, e Test wa

FTied off by the Gramumar School Juniors..

1l nleo givo us the unaccustomed pleasurs of entertaiing
throe gontiomen for wiom we enter

*Ha, hal We'll come. o 7o goine, o it u feod
Jike thit.  What time is ' Wo shall have

to-break bounds, but that's nothing.”
K

had el it for ceven, b
 allrat, o el be

o ow cut llmvt, of 3oyl cateh

ur doath of oold, und get P oothaa

*Au resoir, th

yoy

al
Kerr, and Murmaduko wero wet to the

wover, soon- sestored the circalation
et BT T 105 “entved a tho daies of
st Jiate o gow ot wermih "7 T 5
Togsls the porer, grunted sp b came dom (o the gl

Ho ‘lnaw’tha. Figgins & Co. b d ho- o
tho gatee, and us soon as they wers open’ Fi .
mardhed in with Marmaduke, tho Tetrible g Keeping

Bagi i e Shadowe ™ [
ol ato ot been i’ bhf1” depanded Tagels,
oticing Marniaduke’s wet oo 'P ice goin’s hon, T

et sk 1 Why - what what uﬂnl

as three whisking the
Floom o quiekly et betove b Could ark b Lantern uson
chom they were gonc

ere was oibers with gou, Master Tiggina!” ox.
They has

2 been out without
i ooally; and bo marched on it
’ me R e ke 1o 10 e gt Wi

? chuckled, Figgine, joining Tov
Merry s he s ¢ tho qu}d B doten's ke w:;
i thing of a3 quick a3 Sou can, an

o oo sver "B Mo g ¥
‘Snd” Fiewins htered their own quaters, tho

A Double-Len,
Tom Merry's Schoo

h Talo of
ldays.
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Terrible Three going on to the Sobool Hous. Four stares

them in the passage, prooeeding the four
cnhem of Study No. p e P i
Bl ¥ou To keeping it up

ou've been
Blgke. afh with your clothes on, nim g
Ve somthing e it sutd Tom i

Aad o hurriedon, o change his et guriien
T ey, bt the mton, anoit aked Dlghy
m:imusly, and Mannrs and Lowthor condescended to stop
ity
Bal Jovor” excaimed Arihue Augusiun D'Arey, when
ho Bae housd the e, ociet. Bt Yoo, sosh Sovs
that chap Fwank Thonk e’y weal howo, 7o, now. O
r35, 45y of us would have dons it—or, walhh, of course
1 shu\n\d e dam lknow about you fellowe. Sh, it was
T higtehe sl Horries, *T'm glad he's coing to the

Sy, vathah! Such couago. do
and i ou Tl wond )

Txjumubal ot i e boxroo
! fata ™ axelaimed Mannors and Lowther, and thoy

e long the pasa
it "Couthiht  Pway— But Tom Mereys
chume o pone D Arey tumed with 4n 24 of &
iy "o raning BourtFarmerst: 1 .
ieflows if sou wiil back me up dertalins T il

1 udeness ith kb ou wbeion g bellans

i in tho New House

el ard

rveswecognition.
p, wo might wig up &

EX

g A twiumphal arch

Throw some. ik over his wais says another

Mo 00 fooat 3 ho says anothe

Thi threat was euf with o of
withering at hie ot Sameatas” Sitonsd
into indignant silence.

L glad Mok I coming o the feed”

il Blake,
ho rosa from the tabls prosently, and put bie 3
' o decont cort, m he haen't Iumg
his proper place, and " erstand that S, Jomeis the
p "sciool. 1t must b pratly mewny time for the eed
“Quite time,” said Tom
#5508 sy, pempten

oungsterst”
Yo R e & et
s

Morry, looking into tho study.

Digby, waving his hand be-
. mat this fostive and. Josous

ing one another?” Shut up i y
"Fhit T3 mo. time for waggin’, Blake.

Tom Stswns 1 o
om Moy, T ain surowised at your”

o you kids
BRI R kb e

“Go hon'!" snid Tom Merry.
oan oade—thai s

rinned Blake. “Take your face

No. 6 walked out of the

)
Prep. coutd stand
i .; guid the New fious
arr L waiting for sou
meet ‘ 7 the

g. it we'vo loft him in the
d duoking, and he .xmmmm

e had s

to be very fit._ Fatty s looking aiter tho grul
gl the misey st mmhm
than

'And Korr led the way thro

wards the Tumiliar spot whore'the juniors had mors

once crossed the school wall into Rylcombe Lane.
CHAPTER 16.

thing Like a Feast!

,( That you, Monkey!”

ht-ho!
Tho deadly iends now, for o

the duskc of the s waintde e tom
Eavioy and Lano mare with Monlt
in conts and searves against

ast & curious
Mone arch. " The gates woro closed Boy
for the night.

glance up at tho big bronco et
v i 10oked

PLEASE FILL IN TI|E ORDER_FORM IN THIS ISSUE.

How are w o ot in?” b sk
o e e T A o s Y, 1 woutd
g e iy U e Bttt cards, you

“Ha, hat T suppose not.

1 imagine hat vou kids o
allowed o ropone.ten-parties from outside at
ing?

4
T R e i‘

" Exuatly!  Afir logking up, nobody goss in o
excopt ' masters ‘wad profects. Biit we have a way of ouf

F"And s0 have we, at the Grammar School,” chuckled
" sappos o
p

e il bo

ay, gontlemen. We get over this
tolling off 3 roof, 30 even you Grammar
abig to manage it

ey, 1 should be gorrs to bave to uso my

hu!pxuble nm asa :-;_- ot
* fald Figgina: 1 forgot.
o uaui',‘m“aua}rl'v"’b i
3ot whoro a bi tree shadow
i ilods 7o out of the shadows . it dar
oot s beandt Lh.mﬁwuhung the wall sbove, A dim

Sorry.”

=

el i the oo of the ShAL
s arrived?”
S8 R they are, an large
o the mni e e hogai: some of the
e s Y b tometbing

* Thats like them,” growled Figgins; *always
e R AT
Tum Mury chuckled.

ciroumstancos, seemed fo
fekenhold f the o

Girboy Tollowed an tho Figgin:
: kit ,u.,m.‘iw in"the darinoss of the

caps over your ears, and your sarves
found ynnr‘wwh 00w Figgins: i you o seen they won's
now you thon.

R Crammarians obeved. Thoy crosed the qusd &
bady. As they came into o g fro e o

Fiodie, " favo 1n s mortar-board ioomed up. 1t was Mr.
jusemaster of the New House.

s they him.  The house-

it the mist and e mufling up

Srimmari fon Geliton 1 s
$irhaldils mind that Gramomas Sl boys might enter
ol o1 8 Jim's e ol assad on' ot

oo hay went 'apaiai
B PR o

e seplod Fgig ot o
Fons theFond of the mi

house, and b
trow thave 1 murmured Fra

e ghmner of ight uner the
e B oo i tho second flor.

avoury odour ai once ot ot
‘box-room had fallen into disuse, partly o
was usually an extremcly

{Fing:pan.
B 5B g away, cheortally Huminating the

e ooteed S with - welosming gHn on. his plump
RIS rends” b i kkmxlhﬁplﬂnuﬂ'lh fire. “Glad
e for in safely, ou or?
TN Pl Figgind + Wo,saw the Hght undor he doo:

" Better. er Loy womething along it

A lig m. % the, window would give us

vy il o ot 5 son it Fropy cutids
2 eatly ’n... Tooks oxtwemely cor 4 D' Arcy, look-
8 st congwatulate )o
Highiony” s gon a ed,” said
b S T bl and ereryihing
ey i oyl Eeelall righe, Marmy
P uid Marmaduke.
noes Lo mhoet ou. again, Smythe,” said D'Avey,
shaking Bands with Marimaduke, an example whicl v

Toflowad by the rest of the chums of No. 6. * You are lookin’ -
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watnah wotien, poso that was. the duckin'? T
am afwaid you muat bave T the-watah warhah cod, dea

o Grammar School
ausages. s;lem.z by, myselt "nd cooked by Faiy Wy,

rime s oo khMenk
pping 1" said Carbos
Gt L e
The shasngos wore certainly excellent.
e bt oSt s T bacon

Wynn was
L beapti

ineq
ully done as the tausagos; the potatoes were flour

melied ' the mouth” Andthe ot was ot only el

up, it was endloss in var e Jungors had, mbscribad

erally tovards it and ih vesult was fully satisfactory in
e the bt

The Grammarian guest:
e B e Seiminms of vesy
To was preity ".dem fhat Monke Lano, and Cacl

cpioying themselves. | Their lacet beariod, ‘merry

 chattor an unconsingly throughy the bow.room, and, as
foust progrossed, all thowght of mastors and prefcets. was
banis

Thpﬁmmn was somewhat remote from the inhabited parts

of tho fouro, wid the bod roqums near at hand wero uat Lkely
o bo oocu Tatoe Bour.Bo. long 08 thoy did nor
e e e o Jwmiort wive peeiiy mals troms

heoer
Tt under tho inflaczoe of & good meal and gonal good.
sollowid, ety howed ‘ick ‘and foss caution. . The
s % Fingerpap and coreant wine, and voicon
e anconseionsl, 1w sapdued
Shis's Jolly 1
e 0 something o e
" 4540 the Grammar School 1 said Frank Monk.  One
oot et o ves wnether. By dove, T giad Bm3the foil
Tt the lake " :

by, “Wo shall have to
& Skiool Houser”

Qh, are yout” said Marmadul
rathor; or elso w 't have been nvited to
this Juﬂy party i gnnned Frank. * Yes, another glass,

Mgrry, o

T the tarta a

- ¢ Righthol, Sznr) h: Tt o
LV e ‘AnhaBA\mm"m.

“The jam pu A o, DR

“ Yaas but .

- Don' say ihing, old chap; just pass along the jam

yvnb’;..nuw Piignhee ey

o sgmeon in the passa

X ' Riggine jumped

n.vr'he[u'rv)«lm( Pt

way !
ing to his feet.

% Why couldn't sou

< ilence all1” whispored Figgin
The feastors woro all upop el oot now. A doad silence
roigned in t glence folstops could be

T heard i e passags outei room.
" Sorry, " whispered Figgins; ateaiafherell bo &

ank Monlk grinned.

e race s | nght; aone worey about, ue. 10l in the
day's work,
I Turn tho lights Tights ut " said Tom Merrs.

Tl shove his b box i front of it, and—"

and turned tho ges out.  The

Merry slammed  big empty box

o was- hidden {roin viow:

x, but Tom Merry

o juniors to closo up round 1
owding round, tho box.

ardly a 1oy
S facker cor e

foll into the. room. o dprend |
o8 of B i Tox-to elos the Tast it
in dense darknesa. In the darkness

the Goor was. heard to open, and. there was. & murmur of
vojegs. "Tho juniors remained breathleply silent.
T suppoes we wore on.” ras tho

don't kne Kildare's voio that replied.
Kildaro, the opiain of St g had g Mon-
th T the Now House (o falk over matters connected with
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One Penay,

the St Tin's fies cleven.
row,

'm pretty cortain there was a

 gone, then)

1 Lsupiieeo so2”

" slence. The Juniors hardly breathed.  Would the

profocts o before anything was overed? In e dead

slgnce a.low voice, fuh of m(hguu on, suddenly heard,
are tw foo!” It ‘was the toice o

Arthur A

Figgins |'mchcd {ho awell o the Scliool House viokntly
bt S was g Tato. Tn fact, it only made matters worics
o e Tagured D rey. stasilad by tho pinch, gave a sugden

'ro ore, thon 1 said the vojeo of Monteth; snd
there was'a chuckle from ih: New Houso prefect. '~ Id

"oico. anywhere. o follows from your

idune, up o some mischiof hore.

daro lnughod s ho folt for his matches.
you're right, Montcith.”

A muecy flared out. Kildare, “Nolding advanced
om, od h, Gnteith. " He looked £rimiy

at, the jun
“!Quite'a Tamily parts,
The juniors looked exlmmdy s)\wpuh but made uo roply.

“Tight the gas, pleaso,
fhe juniors moved from the

Monty Lowther pulled the box awa

he two looked ‘over the srowd of juniors and
fho remaine o tho Toust. They exchengad  smile, end
Tom Morry’

™} “ay; Kildare

“You'had betreh le xcm e akin to aid
Arthur” Augusius; T can explain tho Taah b

PRef (UL api” P explain—r
4T Voo to gy up. T wil explai
these G rammar School boys deu.x lmm.
o Carboy, 1
SRR e

o pene. Y. ldare and Mon-
this is how it hl,ppsm that we_erg

oser "Wo woro givin
0 "woturn_of med fiend
 Hocasy boupdais prelotein 8

of o vtumplal” arch.” Tiio ,mdy oam's
s e bawmon

ing esmsmon?
ildas

big enotigh, .n
¥ Without, aski
it on firo?” demand
T weally object to th
L propeh skpwseion o cne gestlomen to 0% to anothah,

g e =L
e Lo oy e

e e o g
oty B B B Rl

indah the circs.
‘i That will do. wmy

dignity.

atall, deah boy 'L havon' xplained the cire. vet

1t you kne .e n. Monk s into a fwozen fako

wisked his Marm: , you would not
o tndod 10 3o homow 0 & Bwave action.”

Kildare starte
s hat the fact?

Merry. *Marmaduko would very
i for him,

% oamed Tox. Bringing v
mmmly wter " locking ups BT adumit that. the cireur:
Stances are peculiar

et .3" said Montei 1 think,
tances—"

with o .smile.

, ou're 1
e pecaliar clmumuhncuho o cmﬂ rm.I don't
"ot Bave ot off <o lightly

ad found sou, 1 can tell you
By Jove, thats ot Sid Monteidy S, A Rt
oliff 15 with tho Head n o’ st yot.
il s gt e bunncss ﬁnulmd. Kitdaro ' fook
i Hofa. o Lalf an hours timo to make sure (hat (heso
rascals are gone.

A Double. h Tale of
Tom Merry's Schooluays.




PLEASE FILL IN THE OR

A tho Sigth Tormors Lt the
orry, * Monteith’s s good sort!
You kniow what he meant by (hat Jagt remark” We're sato
for, half an hour, to finish the feed.
, watheh! Montcith used to be a wottah at ono

ho used fo be a wottah at one time, but

T b, ated
heisa wrnlly wippin’ fellow now, and I appwove

of him.
Lum vy giia T able t5 gt o al out of this sevape,
got us into it, you mean,” growled Figgins. *If
oo Spaen iy ould hevor ave'| [\m,f., e wero

! Someone twod on my beastly ¢
1'd Raro trod on you all over," suid Dis things
m.\. Tirmed ot o meil Bar’ 1ot et the” fead Gorng

#in"high spirits the juniors ren
the!‘goodl things. Bat ’m o

4 thoie attacks wpon
ings come o

Mc'\trvn looked
ol clapsod, b found
o romains of tho Bre,

DER FORM IN THIS ISSUE.

body the juniors crossed the quadrangle, and ezcorted
their guests to the wall, and climbed over it into the lane
£o sco thom off. With many expressions of mutual goodyill
they pumd 20 the e’ Grammarians disappeared into

' ..,..m xeentored the grounds and pasted
q Jd to to their respective hous They

bl
o 31 ogother again now,”
circle compllet . -
ogular gathoring of the clans,”
eyt A now werro going to show you Schocl
Howse hwndm that wo're the cockhouse at St Jim's; so

®'Rais?" said Tom Merry. “ As head of the School House
Juniors, T acoept the chalienge, and T11 olly soon——

SMoro rats 1" said Blake. - We'ro the head o tha School
Hoase Juniors, ‘and, we'll soon put you bounders in your
laco, botl of'you:

Avthaz Augustus chimod in

said Figgins; “ family

Korr remarked

o
(Anotiar doublo-lonith  tale dealing with To

Morry & Co. ‘noxt. Thursday.  Please fil In the ord:
Torm in this seue and hand It 0y our nOWSagent)

A SPLENDID NEW SCHOOL

READ THIS FIRST!
o eltx%am"nnd is a large sohool standing in an exposod

m s raging outside, when Cyril Con
ol Hm re e, who 1 taking e o Torman, st

black boy. Ho
o a 'l:ntﬂ :i 5 he‘.lmo“'l;l. of 100w
cst .t may bo wsed for his up-bringing
i, A medical man ex i aiager, un and \,. nds the

fors o so-afuct ol
el whie Adon\\y Ve
uily. o pay out Mopps,
ing offences, Tyeil Conay

o et it rightening
e i

‘makes Venus go with

B S Tepving the darmory, Conne L
ofwier orer S and tolls R that be snd Ve w18
gols a forribla

ing on 4 swimming
ER o e honk il
thelr way back bo the dormitor
0 go on with the storyd

Vanishing Trick.

ose de doctor forgets "bout dat clock!” ssid Venus,

tisfied, Cre and. he make

B

. fosge,” ropled Cyril. 1 ofton
s, Dat o had g0t the o

Junotio 5 fnor
ke o oot of mistake 1§ ho could bt

© xlhn o the oo
P Had's tlegrarm somo for ms, Mopps t” inguired sril

TALE.
By S. CLARKE HOOK.
“No, it ain't, and I dunno what a boy of your time of life
can be'expecting ‘o folegram Tor. 10 looks ery suspicious
and so I toll Loofis to ms’vory much s though you

4 fook 10 bating, and T mn ‘make it my dooty o speak
to, the dostor ah st

Have sou lost another

ko oy ot fo7
vt oo Tl o
1 Seulot it B foor mgested Cyril.
Mosps gas3q ad i Wik 5 e

was wondering whether he hnd lc[t it m lhc dmr, fm'
B dose et otaen s biancH an's b

B b G ot i are o e walic 1o th ek osr
ek e s

ReTE ‘titaeing 1 tort of things e ltt i rostor abing
particular_care to lock the door after him. He was nbsm\t
Il i, S b A" VL nl el

‘hung it up

o’ e had ot Tound the but doubtiesy
el gran ocause e s i hs. v A
o0 ain't put it up, 4o chirtbley: or any ob dose placos,

e oy be o ey i

mout, or usod it as a watohk
ob, your watch.”
“You empty headed varmi

in do works

You ain't got the souse of

o Hon aggor > howied Sop

3l T ool Tetping 30ty 80 dn ke, Moppe, and
o win gt {omper s % et
Bt o bl o wil ki ascianon: Dors oo do dostar’s
ball, too. Lum.m..z wondor if dai man wants to know if
You'heb Yorgoln
Eoam tal
Sowput it

& G pou bk varmint, T ke fo bave tho fogging
P anct holp being black, Moppr, any moro dan you con
help bong bod and mit 0 fat

P o “help botng 8 huitor demon t” bowled Mopps,

PLEASE FILL IN THE ORDER FORM IN THIS ISSUE.
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burrying awsy to sce what the ringing was about. It was

about what Cyril had expected. It anncyed the doctor
when the clock was allowed to run down, especially aa Mop
generally made & mess of getting the hands, and threw ita

- -etriking pear out of order, which necessitated sending for the
. elockmaker.
For these reasons the doctor alwaye made a point of reminding
“Mopps, and that worthy said that he was on the point of going
.+ when the bell rang, '
The doctor looked as though he did not believe him becauso
ﬁlluppﬂ alwaya said that when he forgot all about it. =
- Mopps re-entered his room in an ier state of mind than
er, and continued hia gearch for quarter of an hour,
nd this brought it up to the time when Billy, who was already
an the tower, would expect Mopps® arrival, so Cyril decided on
g o little real assistance.
¢ ' I suppo#s yon did not take it off the hook and put it inte
iyour pocket by mistakey "
. Do you take me for ns bip an idiot as yourself, you silly beaat
= of a boy 17
& " Well, Moppa, T must admit that I think you the silliest
i mas that ever walked in shoeleather ; but I dow't blame you for it.
- Yom can’t help not having any braing. ¥ expect you were born
- thet way. No,my poor dear ereature, I don’t mind you, becanse
you are a harmlesa sort of a lunatic. Of course, if you were a
= dangerous maniac, it wenld be a different thing ; ﬂ]ffhe- saIme,
i I feel sure you have got the key in your pocket.™
tltell youlaein'tt Why, bust me, here it is ! " eried Mopps,
diving his hand into hia side-pocket.
* Yah, yah, yah! Who's de idiot now, Mopps ? " inquired
Yenma, 1 must Bay you ain't got such a good memory as you
uﬁht Lo hab. But just po and wind dat clock, else I shall fecl
it di -child'a duty to report you to de doctor.”
7 “"¥You black ;
! puiting on Kis ha
iﬁ “This way, quick1” exclaimed Cyril * We can waich
,

]
1

ile, get ont of my way!" roared Mopps,

proceeding® from the top of the tower, and we shall find Billy
somewhere about there. I hope he has lishted up the ghost.

i L l]-':_l.lluw the howls from the talking machine will come all
right.”?

he chums gained the college roof, and entered the tower
hy the turret door. Then they descended the astep ladder, and
fonnd that RBilly had done hia duty.
Mopps had brought a laniern, and placing it on the ground
he vnlocked the door of the clock-tower.

. . His jaws gaped open, and his eyca started in their sockets.
Heo did not yell for the simple reason that he was strock specchless
ot the gight of that monstrous form with its grinning jaws, all
illhymined by the flickering red glow. This was bad enough,
but when it arm moved and it began to howl out all sorts of
things, it was rather more than Mopps could stand.

Yelling ** Murder ! at the top of hia voice, he fled at tho

4 greatest pace that he could command, and never stopped till

1 he reached the doctor's study.

That gentleraan was- well accostomed to most surprises, but

‘ he was considerably startled at what followed.

“ Wooliooh ! Murder ! ™ howled Mopps, nearly knocking the
> “netor over in bis wild terror,  * Bave me, sir ! Kecp it horf !

"Have you gone mad, William 1" demanded the deetor,

“The ‘apnted tower ! The ghost ! Woohooh !

“ Lo stop that absard noise |

" Oh, it's the horfullest demuon you ever saw, sir.

shock o my system &s 1 shall never get over.’
* ﬁcr.-auu.s&l I suppose some foolish trick has been played

I've had a

- Ot
; ’ *“Thern worn't no trick about it,” groanad Mopps, sinkin
4 intoan eay chair, and mopping his brow with a red handkerehief,
2 * Oh dear,oh dear? I |H|E.§:}1;'ﬂ I'm dying. The demon had got
i horrid, gZrimming jaws, and it'a all fiery, while its howls was
suthing ngitful. I never did hear such howls in all my life.
worn L human,™

* You aretalking utter nonsense. If you saw anything, no
doubt it was : boy dressed up.”’

“*'We've got some awful looking boys in this eollege, I will
adrit, but we «dn't got one so frightful as that demon, and we
ain't gpot one wih & veice like it, either ; nor vet one as stands
forty feet high.™

“Absurd ! Cowne with me to the tower, and we will see

=what it really is.”

* Not for a pensinn, sir.”

WE 1"::.!.1'- “.I.__'ll-‘ ﬂtﬂ-}' '4']":!1.:1'51 }"l}'ﬂ E—T'F'-."

“ U, don't leave me, sir ! That horna demon, miglit come
ﬂ-fl;_d l]_:::ll me. It said it wes going to do so, or words to that
eliech.

** I cannot understand 3 an being go eowardly ! ** exelaimed

“the doctor. T am going to the clock-tower. You can pleaso
rourself whether you will come with me or stay where vou are.”
] Mt.umﬁ hesitated for & moment, then decided to follow the
doetaor,

. There! Where ia vour ghost $ " demanded the doctor,
picking up the lantern end entering the place,

NEXT
THURSDAY :

a

“THE GEM” LIBRARY.

“MISS PRISCILLA'S MISSION.”

One Penav.

“Gormn ¥ i "

“ I supposea gome silly trick has been playea on you.

# It worn't no trick, sir.”

* Wind up the cloek, and don't be so foolish '™

“ Gorn | ¥ murmured Mopps, obeying, though every now
and then he gazed around as though to make sure it really had
gone,

It had, for the simple reason that the comrades had hauled
it up, and they had followed ita example, in case of accidents.

Cyril ﬂﬂl-;l’ljl"l Remorse.

Dr. Buchanan was busy in his study; this was not at all
unusual, because he generally was Euajr either there or
somewhere else; but he was particalarly !hus;r on this par-
ticular evening, and the woodpecker-ike tapping at his
door did not please him. He sighed, raized his eyes from
the examination-papers he was preparing, and said as
gently as h&l:-u::-ulg, *Come 1n!”

There were some whispering voices outside, and then the
tapping recommenced, while there was some laoghter that
was unmistakable.

“¥Yah, vah, yah!"

* Do come in, boy !"* eried the doctor.

* Good-evening, sir!"” exclaimed Cyril, entering the study
and making a most polite bow, while his chum Venus stood
at the door with a grin on his face that did credit even to a
nigger. A nice evening, sir!” murmured Cyril, bowing
again.

**1 am glad to hear it,"” observed the doctor, gazing at him
sternly through his glasses; for at that moment o gurt of
wind from the sea swept some hail upon the window panes.

“1 mean—er—it 1a rather an unpleasant sort of evening,
but probably this is a clearing-up shower.”

“ Diid you come here to discuss the weather with me?"’

“No, sir 1" )

“He's sort ob breaking de ice, sah!" cbserved Venus, Ly
way of helping his chum out of his diffigulty,

“1 was not aware that Cyril Conway was so nervous, ar
that I am so formidable that it 1= necessary to break the ';-;_:ne:r
as you call it; unless you ave sent here for punishment !

**No, sir; not at all.,”™

“1 am very glad."”

“Bo am I, sir;
Moppa's birthday."

“ 1 presume you mean William the porter?”

“ Yes, sir. We call him Mopps for enphony. His birthday
is to-morrow.”’

**So you have just remarked, and, as I am very buay, 1
would be glad if you would come to the point.”

" Quite so, sir. Er—as his birthday only comes once a
T ——

b He is not singular in that respect!™

“ No, sir, but he is singular in every other respect! Now,
we have the feeling that Mopps was E‘iﬁhtﬂnﬂd by a certain
ghost, and, seeing that to-morrow iz his birthday, and ae it
is also a half-holiday, that we would like him to go for a
little outing.™

“ Ia this remorse for the trick of the ghost

1 should be sorry to say anything about that ghost, sir.”

“There I think you are wise, for I have the conviction that
vou could tell me more about that ghost than I am ever likely

I'm extremely glad. To-morrow is

to learn. Do I understand that you wish me to give
Mopps—""*

“*William, sah! Yah, yvah, yah! Dat man's name i=
William. Waohooh 1™

The doctor locked round so sharply that the daring Venus
bolted ; but he came back again, a.m]?thu doctor did not look
very serious as he met Cyril's lamb-like gaze,

“ Do I understand that you wish me to give William a
halfi day off”’ continued the doctor, glancing sideways at
Venua's grinning face;, which onee more appeared round the
half-open door.

““* A whola day, sir, if you please.”

“Well, your request 18 granted. Good-evening

“ Thank you very much, sir! No doubt you will give
him permission in the usual way, and, if you see no objec-
tion, I would rather ha did not know had asked the
favour. Er—I also wished to know, sir, whether you would
extend your favour to Venus and me?t You sce, zir, I
thought we would like to go with Mopps and sort of cheer
up the old gummage."

*“1 do not fancy he will care for the sort of cheering up
as you call 1t, that you two would give him " i

**Oh, if he would rather not come with us, sir, of course,
we could go alone!” -
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Tt seems to me that you are asking for a day’s holiday
in & very roundabout manner!”
“ﬂ. half-day, sir. Not mugh doing on Ssaturday morn-

ng. : ]

“Then there should be. T spoke to all the boys, saying
that I should expect them to work hard for the coming
examination." ’
: “Yes, sir. I remember your . -words very well. Thera 13
always extra work before an examination, and—"' -

““ Have you been working hard, and doing- extra work?

“ Why—no, sir—er—not yet."”

“I spoke to you all three weeks a 0.
days before the examination.
commence working hard?"

Cyril did not know, so he did not tell. :

“1 tink de boy means to begin on Monday, sah,” said
Venus, by way of smoothing matters over. * Baturday 1s
a bad day to begin, 'cos you'm bound to forget what you
learn on de Bunday. He will start quite fresh after de
holiday." : .

“ Have yon done any extra work, Conwar?" demanded
the doctor sternly.

“ No, sir; not yet.™

“Go away, and shat the door.' : .

“ Yes, sir,” exclaimed Cyril, bowing again and obeying
the order, which was s very peremptory one; but ere he
had quite closad the door, tha doctor called him back.

“ Conway,"” he execlaimed, * your request is granted! I
am exceedingly annoyed to hear that you have not been
working, and you thoroughly deserve to be punished for it.
But I will not allow. your veracity to cause vou disappoint-
ment. Hnd‘yﬂu'tuli me you had been working I should
have let you go, I therefore allow you to go now that you
have spoken the absolute truth. I am pleased to say that

have always found you 20, and have not the slightest
doubt that I always shall. Good-night, my lads! You may
get up to some mischief—I fear you will, and that no words
of mine would stop it—but I have the feeling that there will
be no vice about it.- When 1 ‘asked you to look after the
welfare of—of Venus, Cyril, I had the assurance that ha
would learn much good f’rqr_n you. Truthfulness and
honesty form a grand foundation., The building on such
foundation will not be perfect, but it will be such that no
one necd be ashamed of.” :

You have now three
When do you propose to

“ It's very good of you to spaak lii::z that, sir, and I don’t
deserve it. I hope you.are right, sir, and I rather fancy
vou are utterly and entirely wrong.”

Y Yah, vah, yah! De bay is telling his master he's utterly
and entirely wrong! Must be de extra experience dat boy
has had in life! ;

“NiS8 PRISCILLA'S MISSION.”

becanse he will receive the -letter tellin

the door, Venus, and—

" have got a day off to-morrow,

right.

A Double-Length Tale of
Tom Merry 'sngahonldnrs.

conversation, so I will ring Ludvig's bell. That will bring 4
the idiot this way, and when he sees a light in this study
and hears our voices he will listen, so as to have something -
t':. m[j{lttl.” 1 T = 7 "|
““ Don't you tink he had better do de day’s reporting after
we come back from de outing?”’ g
“ Why, I sha'n't say anything that he can report. I want-.f
him to know that he is going to have a holiday to-morrow, ¢
him of his good?
fortune by to-night’s post. Here goes. Nip into that othes
study and light the gas." : S
Venus did so, and Uyril, having rung the bell, followed::

him. They soon heard Mopps coming along the corridory™
then Eyrif commenced to speak in a voice thai he koew
would be audible. -

“ Fancy the doctor giving Mopps a yrimle holiday for tos
morlru&u juatdbm?]uaﬂ it’s c::ia blrth:::;ﬂ}': 5& . _%
“1 dunno dat de man deservesa it eider. o
“ Funny thing that we should have got the day off, tao ;4
but it shows vou that he knows boys when he sees?
them. We will row up the river as far as the Swan Inn, =
have dinner there, and then row back. That will be about
ten miles, and quite enough for one day's work. Just shut®,

Cyril gave that door a kick that sent it flying against the~,
top of %l[ﬂppﬂ'ﬂ het?ld. and he uttered a furious howl and\.{;
me rushing into the room.
S ou yarmints!” he hooted, rubbiag his head. ' “ What{
did you want to slam a door like that for?” 4
“ What door, Mopps?’ inquired Cyril, glancing round as ¥
though there had been half & dozen doors in the recm. =
“ Why, that 'ere door, you worm! You've kni ﬂ!..if_' .
against my 'ead!" L : 8
“ That wasn't at all edifving! But, look here, Mopps, we
and I don't think it waa very
nice of you to go and ask for the very same day off just
because it is your birthday. Are you going to take cooky
out with you? .
“ Who sjrﬂ, % a8 I've asked for a day off?"
“ Oh, we know all about it! Look here, you can go to the
doctor now, and he will confirma it. You ecan say that we
have told you we have got a day off, and ask him if it is
That will be an éxcuse for going to him."” -
“Van will get yourselves into trouble if it ain't true,
nd so I tell you.” = . i
a “Oh, it's tfue. eunu?'u! We will go into your lodge, and
you can come and tell us what he says.” We are going for
a quiet row up the river. The fact 13 we want to ask Job :
the landlord if that ticket you sold us has won a prize m-
the raffle. The drawing was yvesterday, you know.”
“1 can take the ii’[:!:iE-E- and ask him, if yvou like. I've got |
i f my own,” ; S .
™ :L‘.?ﬂﬁ?f ﬁ-}ut. v?::u miglit find that yours had won a prize an
ours had not! Vou see, wo should never khow the diffe
ence. Besides, think what a fearful walk it would be f
vou. - We sha'n't feel it as we are going in a boat, and
there is-a hamper, why, we can bring it back in the
No, if you like to give me your ticket, I will let you
whether either of us happens to have been a winner.
““ No fear; I'm not trusting my ticket with youl
go and make sure as you ain’t up to any of your

" t — k !I'|

ah, vah! Tink we 1"'-‘a-l':.j:.i:r::i' : ﬁiﬁ:ﬂ{}lﬂ}ii}i{}l{}l{bl-ﬁ.}l{“;}lﬁiﬁi{}l{}l{}i{}l{}' i ﬁn'a as soft ns Putter I
Letter go after dat bittl - . Q  exclaimed Cyril, ¢ Mopys
lﬂt"fﬁ'-‘ go after dat lliltle g e e ? . - waddled away. 91 rather

: : L : i fancy we shallffind our
_Eﬂl l].ll]. E\l’llh ﬂﬂ.l] thfif * J{ow da ou da ~ [ lfl.i._:h_f thﬁﬂ]ﬂ g.r!; au
went ; but the doctor only tight, and thal we shatl”
niled. because he yncer o el & little our  own
stood  his extraordinary Enuk il o Thix
m:ml%mean_l:‘:lg 15” Jﬁtﬁiﬁ """ = : E way, my grinping lump of
i ull:' l??uﬁq e u&m’#ﬂ? WEI{EET'I}.‘}']I;I;: ﬁii::’ loveliness, he poskman
m"r:'? v, liviea fo me, il ; : Carmelite Street, London, who will be is m't*ll'flufr and I}E pas:

 Now, list " - : i r £t s
chunk of black stupidity,” Pl pleased 1o hear freim you, Lwuterly WA %0 o

gaid Cyril. * Buster won't
be in his study.” Buster
wasz the new master. His
name wai Rolls, a fact
that has been previously
mentioned.

“Numno!"”  exclaimed
Yenus dubiously. “ Dat
man won't be in hiz study
now, and T dunno dat he
will care for us being in
it

“Well, that doasn't
matter; he can’t have
everything he likes. You

soa, want Moppas fo
overhear a little of our

i [ —

i

Judging by the batch of letters received this morning,
expressing the desire that the “ Gem "' should be permanently
enlarged to One Penny, I feel every confidence that you will
all be pleased with this our first number.

Personally, I econsider ‘"The Gathering of the Clans™
one of the best yarns Martin Clifford has yet written,
excepting, of course, next Thursday's story :

«MISS PRISCILLA'S MISSION,”

which, if not better, is equally good.

However, you ¢an judge for yourself, and I hope that
vou will not fall to send me a posteard criticism.

THE EDITOR,
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Mopps whgn he opens thq :
letter that'he wil 1ooeive”
“ Yah, fah, yah! Makes

mo laugh to tink "bout dat
letter | ‘Yah, yah, yah!”
Spagt! I vish . you

vould;/ laugh mif ;
noise!’" growled Herr Lud-
vig, coming towards his
gtudy. -** I hope vou have
not een up to any "ﬁi;i'
chief in my room t" -

“ Mischief, sir?” ;
claimed Cyril.
{Another fong ingtaiment of th
aolendld school tale next Fhur

ay. Kindly fll in the ordar for
and fand it o your newsagent.y :
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