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of Tom Merty’s Schooldays.
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CHAPTER 1. “ Let me soe,” said the Girammar youth reflectively; * wha
HA Deputation from the Grammar School. M]%litl,c':,?’t,urnni reddor
ERE'S Tom Merry?” i aEna PEES " e

AT RS ST Gratma et wankr gy o 0010 Mol o e Lo raped, [ Tt
i P Merry ?' e . i “{ believe I have seen you before,” said Monk. * Your

‘ Blessod if I know !” said Blake. “But if you've - y.10% Cake, or Snake, or something, isn't it?” ,
Biidons *:Ie,re-, kid, you can speak to me—as heud of My name's Blake, and I can wipe up the road with any
3 L e R LR kid in Rylcombe Grammar School!” said Blake, rather

" “Rats! Where's Tom Megry?" :
.:: Blake W;am%{_l’ed. s ' excitedly.
S Heowas standing in the ancient gateway of 8t. Jim’s, with

Heorrlos, D:g’ny, an(r] D’Arcy, his chums in Study No. 6 in r [ : o
the School House. Threo youths had just come up the road, boy. Where's Tom Merry?",
‘-Ehom Blake immediately recognised as Monk, Lane, and " Little boy; hey? I'll——
‘arboy, of Rylcombe Grammar 8chool. The chums of Study Where's Tmf‘ Merry? ~ 2 . .
Eo. 6 nntprallybp:egarec}‘ fcﬁ hﬁati%‘itieg at’ the sight of the o Wc:]ally," .gulduD’%'rcy, fixing h:s“ayeglﬁas into lnadn‘ ht
rammariang, but Fran on ved at i eye and soannin e Grammarians; “ weally, I wegard that
mission. was a peacefu!l one by elev:fi(:}‘;en ::or:,“:;cr"h:s‘;u&}}i)f‘: a: an opp{?ob\vﬁms expwession, Fwank Monk. Agd 1 eon-
“handkerchiof on the end of o walking-cane. Under cover of #idah that Blake would be justified i diswegardin' the flag
this flag of truce, the three Grammarians halted and de- ©of twuce and givin' you a feahful thwashin’ unless you

“Dear me; the child is getting angry !I”” said Frank Monl.
“ But, really, I did not come lmrp to argue with ‘you, little

;ha‘;‘nde information as to the whereabouts of Tom Merry. apologise.” .
: _N_owf look here,”” said Blake, wagging his forefinger “ (tood I" said Digby. * I'll hold your jacket, Blake.” .
warningly at Frank Monk; * it's all very well to come here Frank Monk waved his hand soothingly. !
-wu’:h 8 rag on the end of a walking-stick—" “ My dear kids "
’ :. Whete's Tom Merry?"’ ; o€ lexo are you calling kids?” '
But that flag of truce won't save you from a licking if “ My beloved youths, then,” said Monk. ‘ Anything for a
‘ou ohne_k a chaip like me, so I warn you.” quiet life. I want to see Tom Merry."” .
. Frank Monk fooked Blake up and down in a way that the “Rats! We oan't allow wasters like you into thé grounds

8t. Jim's junior found extremely irritating. of St. Jim’s,” said Blake, shaking his head. *“Dogs and
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tramps are not admitted here, and the same applies to
Grammar School kids!™

“ Yaas, wathoh!” said D’Arey. “ You had bettah twavel,
deah boys! We are not as a wule Qurticulah whom we spoak
to, but we dwaw the line at Gwammah cads! Pway
twavel 1" )

‘“ Where's Tom Merry?”’

Blake frowned darkly.

‘“ As head of the juniors of 8t. Jim’s, I am quite competent
to deal with the matter, whatever it is,”” he remarked.
“Thercforo you are not going to see’ Tom Merry.”

“That’s wight,” said D’ Arcy, nodding his head so emphati-
cally that his eyeglass dropped off. *“We absolutely wefuse
to let you see Tom Mewwy.” .

' We're going to see him,” szid Monk, *“if we have to stay
here all the afternoon!” E

“ What-ho 1" chimed in Carboy. “ We’'re the bearers of a
challenge from the Grammar School to 8t. Jim’s!” 5
L“An we're not going till we've had an answer!” sai

ane.

Blake’s eyes glistened with the light of battle.

‘“Well, whatever the challonge is, you can consider it
accepted " he exclaimed. ‘‘We can give you the kybosh at
football, or cricket, or hockey, or any other game you like to
mention !" '

“Yaas, wathah!”

“We'll meet you on\the footer-field, or the cinder-path,
with or withont gloves—"

“Yaas, wathah!”

“ We'll meet you—="" - :

“ My dear chap, I haven’t time fo listen to a catalogue of
the things you can’t do!” exclaimed Monk. *“ Where’s Tom
Merry?"

“ You're not going to see Tom Merry. As head of the
juniors of 8t. Jim’s, I am the proper person to receive your
challenge !

“You are not a proper person!”

‘“ Weally, Fwanlk Monk, do you mean to insinuate that my
fwiend Bf;ke is an impwopuf; porsont” demanded Arthur
Augustus D'Arey. :

‘“Ha, ha! No, but—"

“ Where’s Tom Morry?” said Carboy.

“Tom Merry's the head of the juniors here,” said Lane.
“It’s Tom Merry we've got to see, 80—

“That's where you make your mistake,” snid Blake
‘\]vgzrl,nll . “1 told you that I am head of the juniors of 8¢,

im’s I’

“Then you told him a fearful whopper!” broke in a
familiar voice, as Figgim & Co., of the New House, came up
to the gateway. “‘I'm surpriseé at you, Blake!”

Blake turned a glare upon Figgins.

p “?'V,tht’n that, Figgins? What are you shoving in your oar
or

 Bimply to correct your statement,” said Figgins placidly.
“You see, as chief of the New House juniors, fun natura.l{v,r
the head of 8t. Jim’s juniors; the New House being cock-
house at 8t. Jim’s!”

“‘The New House being what?” demanded four wrathful
voices. ¢

* Cock-house at 8t. Jim's.”

“Now look here, Figgins, I haven't time to wipe up the
sground with you now—

*“ That’s rather lucky for you, Blake, as you'd probably find
it a job a big bit above your weight |”

“But I'll find time,” said Blake darkly, “if you don’t
‘sheer off while I'm talking to this deputation from the
Grammar School 1

“'That’s right,” exclaimed Frank Monk heartily; “go for
him, Blake! Go for each other, all of you! It will be as

ood as a dog-fight, and will be quite worth the walk over
gere from the Grammar School I

“ Weally, Fwank Monk—""

“QOh, dry up, D’Arcy!" said Figgins. “If this is a deputa-
tion from the Grammar School, %:m the proper pemf’n to
receive it, and you School House kids can take a back seat !
Now, what’s it all about, Monkey "’ i

“We want to see Tom Merry!”

“ What do you want te see Tom Merry for?”

‘ Because he’s head of the lower school here.”

“¥our mistake; I’'m the head!”

“ Rats 1"

Figging's eyes sparkled.

* Did you say ‘ Rats’ to me, Frank Monk 1™

“Yes, 1 didd” )

“Then take your jacket off, and——"

““Flag of truce.” .

“That’s all very well, but—""

“Pway stand back, b‘xggma; you must wespect a flag of
twuce!” said D’Arcy, tapping the New House junior on the
chest. “Pway do not disgwaoce St. Jim’s more than you can
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-scrambling to his feet. *

help!  Of course, you New IHouse wottahs are a standin’
disgwace—-"’

““And you're a sitting one!” said Figgins, giving I’Arcy
a rap on the chest that placed him in a sitting position on |
the spot., .

“Bai Jove!” ‘exclaimed the swell of the School House,
Figgins, you wotten boundah, you
have stwuck me!”

* Go hon !’ said Figgins.

“ Yaas, wathah! Pway wemove your jacket, as I am goin’
to administah a feahful thwashin’!’

‘That's all right; I'll take it with my coat on!” grinned
Fxg%ma. B

* Pway hold my hat, Hewwies! Hold my jacket, Digby;
do not wumple it more than you can help. ﬁlukc, take my
tie, please.  Now, Figgin‘ul" '

And having divested himself of ‘hat, jacket, and tie, tha
swell of the School House rushed at the redoubtable Figgins.

[

CHAPTER 2,
Tom Merry Accepts the Challenge.
RTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY was in deadly earnest.
His dignity—or his *“dig,” as he would have called
it—had been cruelly insulted, and he was determined

; to inflict a punishment upon .Figgins which should
ring through the New House,

Heo djd .not stop to calculate that the chief of the New
House juniors was about twice his match. TFiggins was a
formidable opponent for Blake or Tom Merry, and he could
have dusted the ground with D'Arey without much trouble.
D’Arcy never stopped to consider a little oircumstance like
that when it was a question of *“dig.”’ with him, He rushed
straight at Figgins, hitting out with right and left, |

The * Co.” looked on, grinning, and so did Blake, Herries,
and Digby. The Grammar School fellows outside the gate-
way walched the scene with great interest.

Figgins did not hit out. )

He brushed aside the drives of the School House swell, and
then his arms were thrown round D’Arcy, and they
wrestled chest to chest. X

D'Arcy utrugﬁlod to get his arms free, but he could not.
Figgins's powerful grip was round him, pinning his arms to
his sides, and he was quite helpless to use his fists.

“ Wolease me!’ exclaimed D’Arcy, struggling furiously.
“Welease me, Figgins! I ingist upon bewn’ 1mnwdiatefy
weleasod, so that I can thwash youI”

“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Flf%ioma. “That's cool !”

“ Welease me, you feahful boundah!”

“ Will you promise to be good, then?” :

“Certainly not! 1 distinctly wefuse to be good! I am
goin’ to give you a feahful thwashin’, Figgins! = Welease me,
or I shall lose my beastly tempah 1"

‘ Ha, ha, ha !’

“ Welease me | *

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

““ Blake, lHe\rvwim. Dig—wescue 1" shouted I’ Arcy,

The School House chums left off laughing to go to the
rescue ; they could not disregard a call like that. But as soon
as they made a movement, so did the Co. Figgins's chums—

-Kerr, Wynn, and Marmaduke Bmythe, known far and wide

as the “Co.”—rushed to stop them, and in a moment more
there was a general scrimmage in progress.

The Grammar School juniors stood by and applauded,

“ Bravo!” shouted Frank Mcnk, clapping h-;slimndg_
it, Figgina!"™

“@o it, Blake!”

“ Buck up, Gussy !

“ 8tick to it, Fatty Wynn!" .

But the rivals of 8t. Jim's were too incensed to heed the
laughter and cheers of the Grammarians.  They were too
busily engaged to heed anything, as a matter of fact. They
did not notice three ﬁouthn, who came down from the direc-
tion of the School House and stood staring at them with
much amusement. But Monk did. |

“There’s Tom Merry V' he exclaimed.

Tom Merry it was, with his chums Manners and Lowther.
The Terrible Three stood lookipg on with great interest.
Frank Monk waved his hand to Tom Merry. .

“We can get in now, while those kids are punching one
another’s heads,” he said. **Come on1”’

And the three Grammarians entered the gateway.

“Hallo, what do you wantt” asked Tom Merry.

“We’ro a deputation from the Grammar School. You
needn’t tréuble to roll back your cuffs, Lowther; we've coma
under a flag of truce.”

Lowther grinned.

“ And what do you want?"’ =

“We're bringing you a challenge from the school.

Tom Merry lookeg at his watch.
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“Woll, we've got an engagement,’’ he said; “but we can
give you ten minutes, if that's enough?”

“Quite enough!”

“Clome up into the study, then.”

“ Certainly.”

It was a half-holiday at St. Jim’s, and the old quadrangle
was pretty full. There were man curious stares bestowed
upon the Grammarians as they walked with Tom Merry and
his chums into the School lfousc. But the convoy of the
Terribla Three was sufficient to render them safe.

Tom Merry opened the door of his study. A fire was burn-
ing in the grate—very necessary in the co d March afternoon.
The hero of the Fshc-lf waved hia hand hospitably.

“ Clome in, you bounders!”

Monk, Lane, and Carboy came in.

“ Please sit down!”

Three chairs were forthcoming. Monk, Lane, and Carboy
grinned, and sat down in great state. Tom Merry sat on the
corner of the table. Monty Lowther leaned against the
mantelpiece. Manners sat on the window-ledge.  When the
chums of the Shell had company they usually borrowed chairs
or stools from other studies up and down the corridor. But
this was n sudden visit.

“ Now, go ahead!” said Tom Merry. ‘' We oan’t stay long,
you know, as we have an appointment with a lady.”

Frank Monk stared.

“Eh? All three of you?"

“ Certainly !"

The Grammarians cackled.

“Ho you've been follewing Gussy’s exam le, and falling in
love—and all three with the sama lady! Ha, ha, ha!”

Tom Merry laughed.

“ Not exactly that,” he replied. ‘' The lady we are going
{0 soo is a widow of sixty-five, and deaf.”

W “,hrgly word! Have you many of that sort on your visiting-
ist?

“QOnly one, I expect you know her—most of Rylcombe
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¢ ere, 1 say, give me back my book ! exclaimed
Skimpole.

does—old Dame Humgln-c}'a, the widow of a soldier who was ‘
killed in Zululand before wo were born. — She's pretty

hard-up, you know, and has a hard time of it.”

Fran ﬂlnnk nodded.

“Yes, I know. They were talking of a subscription
one—"

“ But it was never done,”” remarked Carboy.

“Kxactly!” said Tom Merry. ‘‘And we've been thinking
that something might be done. I don't know exactly what.
But somothing ought to be done, that's certain. The War
Office ought to look after her, and if they won't, they ought to
bo made to. However, that's not business. ~What's this
challenge you've come about?”

“Tt's a challenge from the Grammar School to St. Jim's,
and it includes peniors as well ns juniors, if they care to come
l_tl.l‘“i saiqI Frank Monk. “You beat us once on the footer

old——-

“Twice!” said Lowther.

“Yes, so it was—twice. I don't know quite how it came
about—"" ’

“T could tell you. We were the better team, you know;
that accounts for it.”

“Rats! But never mind that. You beat us at footer, by
some peeuliar chance, and now we're going to give you a
chance to show what you can do in other lTinea. We want
vou to meet us in general athletics. Everything you can do
we'll meet you at—running, walking, jumping, anything and
cverything.”

“ Boxing and fencing,” ‘said Carboy.

“ Shooting and swimming,” added Lane.

“ Everything,” said Monk. “ We've thought it over, and
wo've come to the conclusion that it's about the best way to
put you kids in your places. You've got a curious idea into
your heads that your old school is equal to ours—""'

“ Nothing of the sort!” said Tom Merry promptly:

“Eh? Do you mean to say—""

A Doﬁbio-hnggh Tale of
Tom Merry’s Schooldays.-



7 pever said that St. Jim's was equal to the Grammar
School.”

“Well, if you admibthat it isn’t—"

“Of course 1 admit that it isn't. If 8t. Jim's were equal
to the Grammar School, the Grammar School would be equal
to 8t. Jim’s—which eer!linly is not the case. My dear chap,
St. Jim’s is superior to the Grammar School. That’s how the
caso stands.”, ¥

*Ch, go and eat coke!” growled Frank Monk.. “You
rofuse to admit that we are top school, and we reckon that
by licking you all along the line, at every kind of athletics,
we S]l]lf,l}I put you in your place, and make you sing properly
Small.

“['m afraid it will work out the other way,” said Tom
Marry Lhou?htfnlly. “It is the Grammar School that will
get licked all along the line.”

Frank Monk sm%'nd.

' We'li risk that, Merry. Do you accept the challenge?”

“Rather I !

‘“That's settled, then. Now, about the time. A half-
holiday won’t be long enough for the sports; we shall have
to have a whole ane,

Tom Merry whistled. v

' We haven't another whole holiday this term,”

““But on a special occasion like this the Head would grant
you one, if you put it to him as an old sport.”

“Ta, ha!” We'll try! DBat if we can get it, can you fellows
get it on the same da.[y'i"

“T think so. I shall put it to my pater,” said Frank Monk,
who was the son of the headmaster of Rylcombe Grammar
&'h}?fo'l “T think I shall be able to bring him round all
right.”

“Good! We'll manage to get the whole holiday, if we
have to go on strike in the aciool,” said Tom Merry. "It
will have to be done, and Dr. Holmes will see reason if we
Hut it to him nicely. Now, time’s up, I'm sorry to say, I

nd your conversation extraordinarily interesting, and 1
should like to keep it up all the afterncon, but——"

“But we should be bored to death, I'm afraid,” said Monk
politely, “so we'll trot.”

“Oh, we'll sce you dewn to the gate! I don't want the
follows ta rag you, as you've come here specially to give us a
chance of shawing up the Grammar School.”

And the chums of the Shell escorted the three Grammarians
to the gates of St. Jim's. The disputing Fourth-Formers had
evidently reached the end of their tussle, for they were not in
sight now. But as Tom Merry said good-bye to the Gram-
mariaus, Arthur Augusius D’Arcy came from the direction of
the School House, and joined the chums of the Shell at the
gate,

Iy —

CHAPTER 3,
The Sad Case of Arthur Augustus,

OM MEREY gave a whistle of amazement at the sight
of Arthur Augustus D'Arcy. The swell of the School
House presented a most unusual spectacle, Round one

of his eyes was o dark purple patch, D’Arcy had a black

cye!

The Terrible Three stared at him, and broke into a
chuckle.

““Oh, Gussy,” exclaimed Tom Merry, ‘ this is too good!
Where did you get that eye?” L

“ Black, but comely,” said Lowther.

“It's bfack. but that’s no matter,” said Manners, chanting
the old song.

])'Arc{ tried to serew his e.yeﬁlusa into his eye, but in vain,
- The swelling round it prevented the rim from sticking there,
The monecle dropped to the end of its cord.

* Oh, ay don't wot, deah boys!” said Arthur Augustus
plaintively. Do I look vewy howwid?”

* Rotten I” said Tom Merry.

“ Shocking ! said Lowther.

“ Filthy I”” said Manners.

“PBai Jove, do I weally, you know? TIt's feahful, deah
hoys! 1 don't quite know how I got this black eye. Wo all
wot mixed up somehow, and it was eithah Blake’s elbow or
Howwies's knee that banged me in the eye and made me in
this awfulgstate.”

“Too bad ¥

“J'yve been huntin® thwough the School House for a waw
steak to put on it,” said D’Arcy miserably; ‘‘but they
haven’t one, you know. I'm going down to the village for
one. Isn't it feahful? I know that I look a howwid sight,
and it puts me quite into a fluttah.”

“Too uwfully ad! It must be so painful to be put into a
fluttah,” said Tom Merry gravely.

“Yaas, wathah! Are you goin’ down to Wylcombe? 1
will come with you.?

“Not with that eye,” said Lowther. “ We don’t want to
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be iﬁken for o lot of hooligans just ceming horae from a
row.
“(Oh, weally, Lowthah—"

* What-ho " exclaimed Manners emphatically. ‘ When we
get inte Rl\;loombe, they'll think you've just been chucked
out of a pub., or something.”

“Oh, weall , Mannahs—"

“ Rather ' said Tom Merry. * Respectable chaps like us
have to keep up appearances, you know, Gussy. It doesn’t
matter so much for a fellow like yuu." !

““Oh, weally, Tom Mewwy——"

“g8till, on second . thoughts we'll take him along,”’ said
Tom Merry. ““Of course, it’s really Blake's business to look.
after his own tame lunatic.”

“] wefuse to be chawactewised as a lunatic!”

“ But we'll take you along, 1’Arcy, on condition that you
agree to get behind a troe if we moet anybody we know.”

“T wefuse to do anythin’ of the sort!”

“ Well, we’ll risk it. Come along!”

“ Yaas, wathah!”

And the four juniors left the school gates and walked down
to the village. The lane was not a well-Irequented one, but
they were certain to meel a few people; and, as luck would
have it, among the few they met were i’ilcher, Craggs, and
Grimes, the willage youths with whom the St. Jim’s juniors
had had many a rub.

They stopped and stared at D'Arcy, The swell of 8. Jim's
hastily clapped his handkerchief to his eye hs he caught sight
of the vilﬂ.go trio, and Grimes, Craggs, and Pilcher were
naturally surprised to see D'Arcy walking along with a hand-
kerchief to his eye.

“My word!” said Pilcher.
the dear little infant?”

“ Perhaps he’s lost a ha’penny " suggested Craggs.

““ How sad to ses the poor boy erying I said Grimes.

D’Arcy turned crimson,

“You howwid cads!” he exclaimed. * How dare you sug-
gest that T am owyin'?"

“Well, what are you doing with that handkerchiel to your
eye, then?” demandad Pilcher,

“'I wefuse to enlighten you on that point1”

“ Weep, dear baby—weep 1" said Craggs.

“T weluse to weep! Pway pass on, and welieve me of your
pwesence "' aaid D’Arcy haughtily. ‘I wegard you as
feahful blackguards!™

“Weep, my pretty one——"

“Bai jove,” exclaimed D’Arcy, I'll— Oh, dear!”

In his excitement he had taken the handkerchief from his
eye, and the blackened optic was fully revealed to tho
astonished gaze of Pilcher, Craggs, and Grimes,

The village youths gave a simultaneous yell.

“ My word, a black eyel”

* Ha, ha, ha!”

 Gussy with a black eye!”
rimes scemed o be overcome by the

“ What is the matter with

Pilcher Crn.g?n and G
sight, 'f‘hey ell ageinst one another, and wept with
lnughter. D’Arcy, with a face like a peony, strode onward.

His companions were giggling hysterically.

wy weglly do not sce the causo for this untimely mewwi-
ment,” said D'Arcy stifly. “I must say that I wish you
would cease, you fellows. I wegard it as far [wom bein’ a
laughin’ mattah.’

“'Ha; ha, ha!”

1 fail entirely to sce the comic aspect of the mattah at
alll”

“Of course you do,” said Tom Merry. “‘But if we had a
looking-glass here, Gussy, you'd see it all right|”

“T wegnard that as a fwivolous wemark,” )

“ By Jove,” sad Lowther, ** we could make up something
on this for the * Weekly.” I’ll make my contribution a poem
on the subject.” -

“1 ghall wefuse to allow anythin’ of the kind, Lowthah !

« 1 sha'n't ask yon, kid. Let's see, how does this go:

“*There's a kid we all know well enough,
Whe's a regular hooligan rough,
The trophies he’ l‘rriu
Are thick ears and black eyes,
And he—""

T wefuse to allow you to pwoceed, Lowthah 1"

“ And he—"

“1 distinctly wefuse to allow you to compose anythin’
so extwemely diswespectful I” said D’Arey. “You thwee
boundahs nevah tweat me with pwopah wespect, but a
fellow must dwaw a line somewhere.” .

“Hallo! Here's the butcher’s shop ! said Tom Merry,
interrupting the dispute.

A fat and ruddy man in a blue apron came forward as
the four juniors halted outside his shop.

“ What can 1 do for you, young gentlomen{” "

«Phis chap wants a pound of beef to put in hig eva
said Lowther, indicating D'Arey.
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# “Nothin' of the sort!" said the swell of 8t Jim's, I
want a waw beef-steak to put on my eye, my good man, I
‘have had an—an accident,’

The fat butcher grinned.

“I'll get you o nice juicy one, voung gent.”

“But I say, are you going to wear it in the streeb?”
asked Tom Merry, “We shall have all Rylcombo following
us if you do.”

“I am afwaid I cannot considah a minor point like that,
Tom Mewwy, when it is a question of a black eye."”

“Ha, ha! Well, I don’t mind !"

“Powhaps, though, it would be beltah to go back to the
school in a cab,” paid D’Arcy thoughtfully. *Pway, call
me a cab, my good man!”

The good man grinned.

The only cab in_Rg_inombe was the ancient station hack,
and that was a good distance away.

“I am afraid it oan't be done, sir! Shall I fasten on the
steak for you?"

“ Weally, this is most annoyin’! Tom Mewwy, will you
go to the station and fetch that cuwious old go-cart there?”

Tom Merry winked at his comrades.

“I'm afraid we've no time,”’ he said, looking at his
watch, “ We're late for our appointment as it is, and you
wouldn’t like us to keep a lady waiting, Gussy.”

o “Wathah not! I should wegard such an action as un-
¢ Justifiable undah any cires.”
~ " “Bo, you see, it can’t be done. But we'll take you along
with us.”

“1 shall look a shockin' sight.”

“Never mind ;*it’s only five minutes' walk to the station.”

“But weally-—""

“I'm afrnig there's nothing else to be done, Gussy, Give
meo the steak, please; I will fix it on. Give me your
handkerchiefs, you chaps.” . v
. " Pway, do not use my handkerchief, Tom Mewwy! Tt is
a silk one, and I am afwaid you will spoil it. You can use
your own "

“Certainly I said Tom Merry, jerking . CGussy’s hand-
kerchiof out of his pocket. * But I'll use yours ficst! Naw,
is that your eye?” "

' You wottahi ! You have jammed the beastly steak wight
in my eye!"”

0 Wﬂll. where did you want it—on the back of your

““ Weally, you need not be so wulf! I am afwaid T shall
not like that stickin’ there, Tom Mewwy. Pewhaps I had
better take it to St. Jim's, and fasten it on there.”

““Tt will be too late then to do your eye any good."

' But I shhll look such a widiculous sight 1"

““ Not much worso than usual, you know !”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—""

“Here you are! Keep your fat head still while I tie the
handkerchiefs ! I think that will be all right.”

““You have covahed up both my eyes !"

-4 That's all right; the bandage wouldn't be really quite
safe, unless it went right round the wood —round your head,
mean !”’

“Rut I weally cannot see now!"

‘ Not necessary; we_are going to guide you,”

.~ *““But weally, Tom Moewwy--—""
 ““Oh, come along! Dame Humphreys will think we have
- forgotten her, and it will be all your fault, Gussy.”
- And Tom Merry paid the grinning butcher, and led the
- bandaged swell of St. Jim's from the shop.,

CHAPTER 4,
. | Monty's Littie Joke—And Tom Merry's Brilliant Idea,

G TARCY'S appearance, with a big, bulging steak
fastened over his right eye with four knotted hand-
kerchiofs, was sufficiently remarkable, and it was

not long in attracting attention. The children of Rylcombe

toolc a great interest in the matter, and began to follow the

_juniors, and the old folk came to their

out, and grinned at the curious sight.

D'Arcy heard the
e Racaly” d a beautifull

andages, gradually assumed a beautifully crimson hue,
The chums of the Shell maintained a gurfact gravity of
countenance as t};e{‘ marched Arthur Augustus onward,

. “Weally, T thin you had bettah move this bandage a
little, Tom Mewwy,” said Arthur Augusius. “I would
wathah be able to see where I am goin'.”

““Oh, what rot,” said Tom Morry, * when we're taking all

. the trouble to guide you! I really think Fon're rather

th‘ruwl'ul. Gussy.”

I don’t want to be un

F\yateful. but—""
. “Here you are!” exclaimed Monty Lowther. * Here's
| your earriage "

Lowther signed to a youth in a small grocer’s cart, who

b,

oors and looked

remarks -that his appearance called
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was looking on at the scene in wonder. The grocer's lnd
had often delivered goods at the school, and Lowther knew

him by sight. Ho halted his cart, and Lowther whispered
to him, and a half-crown changed hands,

““Where is the hack, Tom Mewwy ?"'

. ‘r'”Comu on!” said Lowther. “Let me give you a hand
n:d

“Thank you vewy much! T shall be weally glad to get
out of sight of thesc wude people who are passin' wemarks
upon me.”

“Of course, you will,”

“Here, | say—"" began Tom Merry dubiously, ns
Lowther assisted the unsuspecting swell of St. Jim’s into the
grocer's cart.

“Bay nothing !” retorfed Lowther. “This is my jape—
I mean, I am going to do my best for Gussy, who has been
honourably wounded in the cause of the School House by one
of tho New House rottors!”

“Weally, I think it was Blake's elbow, or else Hewwies's
knee—-""

““ Nover mind; I've paid your fare!”

“That is wnufly vewy good of you, Lowthah! Pewwaps
you z;m lr_l‘ol: such a wotten boundah as I have always taken
you for !

*Oh, sit down! Don’t move that bandage at all, or the
beef-steak will come off, and then you'll probably have a

black eye for a week.”
“I will be vewy careful. But I weally wish that I could

ol

“What rot! What do you want to see for, when you have
a reliable driver to take you straight to St. Jim's and deliver
you there ?”

“Yans, that's vowy twue.”

“You'll take tho best care of your passenger, driver ?"

““Certainly, sic I grinnod the grocer’'s boy.

“ Deliver him at the School House at St. Jim's."

““Yes, sir.”

Lowther had hurriedly written a few words on a shoet of
paper with a pencil. " He pinned the paper on I'Aroy's
goll?lr. unseen and unsuspected by the blindfolded swell of

t. Jim’s,

Tom Merry and Manners broke into a chuckle as thoy
road the message.

“Damaged goods! Quite useless! To be delivered to
Study No. 6, School House, 8t. Jim's! With the compli-
ments of Merry, Manners, and Lowther "

“I say, Lowthah, this hack fecls diffewent somehow. Thae
seat is vewy hard,” said Arthur Augustus, who was sitting
on a box in the grocer’s cart.

“Never mind that!" said Lowther.
taken the stuffing away.”

“But I say, you know, it's vewy dwaughty.”

“Well, you can complain, and no mistake! Gef on,
driver, and get him to the school as quickly as possiblo !

‘*Certainly, sir " -

And the grocer-boy whipped up his horse, and the cart
dashed away, with the swell of the School Houso sitting
in it, and & yell of laughter from the gathering crowd
followed it. The Terrible Three shrieked. The unconscious-
ness of Arthur Augustus was the funniest part of the
matter.

“But’.it‘s really too bad,” said Tom Merry, gasping. “I

“I suppose they've

Bay——

“Oh, rats!"” said Lowther. *“It's one up against Study
No. 6, anyway. Now, let's get on and se2 Dame Humphreys
—we're a quarter of an hour late.”

“By Jove, yes; buck up!” : "

And the chums of the Shell made their way to the eottage
tenanted by Mrs. Humphreys, while the grocer’s cart
vanished down the lane to 8t. Jim's. .

Dame Humphreys was a well-known character in Ryl-
combe. She was a soldier’s widow, and had a small pension
—so small that, as Tom Merry had put it, you required a
microscope to see it with. Bhe was always in want, and
subsisted chiefly upon charity; an extremely uncertain
source of income.

The casc appealed to Tom Merry. He had determined
that something should be done, though exactly what he did
not know. But when Tom Merry, of 8t. Jim's, set his mind
upon anything, it usually came off, His present purpose
in visiting the dame’s cottage was to bring her the proceeds
of a “whip-round” in the School House at St. Jim's, to
meet her current week's rent, the dame’s landlord being a
hard man, who would have turned his own grandmother
out of doors if she had been his tenant and had not paid
him_regularly. . ; i

“Here you are!" exclaimed Tom Merry, halting before
the cottage. .

The little place faced the south-west, and the old dame
was seated in the doorway to enjoy the glimpse of spring
sunshine. She did not hear the approach of the boys, but
she smiled amiably when they appeared before her.
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“How do you do, dame?” asked Tom Merry, as the
Terrible Three raised their caps.

“Yes, it's a nice day,’ agreed the dame, who was
extrer'nely deaf.  “Very nice for March, young gentle-
men.”

“ Are you well to-day " :

“(3ot ‘anything to sell to-day? No, Master Morry; I
don't keep a shop. I did. Let me see, it was fourteen
years ago come Michaelmas that I closed it.” .

“T hope you are well, dame?” bawled Tom Merry.

“Yes, I'm trying to tell you.” qred T S R
T“ B«};: word,"” ‘said Lowther, “ you nced a megaphone here,
'om ! <

“Wea thought we'd come to seo
said Tom, in his loudest tones. .''
[ would come this afternoon?™

“Yes,. it's a sunny afternoon for March.”

“We've brou{ht you a little* present.”

“Yes, very pleasant indeed,”

“1 say we've
school.” o 5 3 i

“Tha cald is indced somothing cruel at times, Master
Merry." i

Tom Merry gasped.

*‘ Better ﬁiw it up,” said Manners, “Try dumb show.”

And the hero of the Shell thought he had better.

He took out his little leather purse, and poured the con-
tents into the dame's lap. Mrs. Humphreys looked amazed.

“It's for your rent, Mrs. ITumphreys,” shouted Tom.

“I can't quite hear.”. . . 2 : ¥

“It’s for your rent on Saturday.” '

“ A little louder, My hearing is not so good as it was.”

“It’s for your rent.’ T e < :

. Yes, 1t shall be spent, certainly. It is very kind of you,
Master Merry. I must pay my landlord on Saturday, or he
will turn.me out in my old age.” ,

“Phat’s what we've brought it for,”

“* Yes, he is very hard on the ) Tigd v

“My hat!" gaid Lowther. ' This will kill me! - Say good-
Hye, Tommy; ‘and- let'a travel before you split my ear

rums. ol - ; Y

Tom Merry looked rather exhausted. Fle-had the kindost
heart in the werld, but Dame Humphrey's deafness was cer-
tainly a little trying to the nerves. '

* Good-bye, dame I'” he shouted.

“You aro right, Master Merry, it is a shame.”

" (lood-bye "

“Oh, no, I'm not going to cry; this will see me over till
n:xtrlw’&:eek, at least, and perhaps the clergyman will help me
then

‘*Good-bye! I say, goodbye!”

“Oh, yes; I am always careful to keep my feet dry, on
account of the rheumatics!”

Tom Merry gave it up.

“Dumb show does it,”” eaid Monty Lawther, “ We'll all
bow together, and then she’ll sce that we’re taking our
leave.”

 Good wheeze!” .

The threa (i:.miorl stood in a row and took off their caps
solemnly, and bowed to the old lady. Then they went down
the street.

“(tood-bye!” shrilled the old dame. *Dear me! They
are very kind lads, but they. might have said good-bye! But
nobody cares for an old woman like me.”

The Terrible' Three strolled nwu]y towards St. Jim’s. Tom
Merry’s brow was very thoughtful,

“I say, chaps!” he exclaimed.
about Dame Humphreys.
her.” c

“ Right-ho!"” said Manners, “'But I really don’t seo what
we can do, beeides raise s small sum every now and then.”

“The Government ought to be m to do something."”

“Good!” said Lowther. * Ask Dr. Holmes for a day off,
and go up to Whitehall and make ’em!”

“Don't be an ass! The thing is to draw Public attention
to the matter, if we could think of a way.

“You'll have to appeal to tho Press,” said Manners.

“Jolly good wheeze!” cxclaimed Lowther. * We'll
appeal to the Press—have a leading article on the subject in
the next number of * Tom Merry’s Weekly '—"

“ Look here, Lowther, thia isn't o Inughing matter—"

“T know it isn't, old kid; and if there were anything to

ou,’ Mrs. Humphreys,”
ou remember I told you

brought you a little present from the

L YIts & crg‘i;lg shame
Something ought to done for

"be done I'd do it like o shot,” said Lowther; ‘' but there

isn't,”

Tom Merry pushed his cap on to the back of his head and
ran his fingers through his curly hair; a trick he had when
he was trying to think things out.

* By Jave!” he exclaimed,

Manners and Lowther looked at him.

“Hallol What's got hold of you now, Tom?"’

. “D'ARGY THE
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“TI've got an ideal?

“ Your ownt’

“Yos, nss! It's a way of raising a fund for Dame Hum-
phreys—"

5 &0 ahead ¥

“You 'Eemember that challenge Monk has brought over
to !

“What's that got to do with the washing?”’

“This much—it’s a way! We'll get up the sports’ compe-
tition, with prizes and so forth for the winners, and charge
an entrance fee for every chap who goes in for any-
th:iug——”

“Suppose he goes in for a wash—""

“Ass! Every chap who goes in for one of the contests
Say a bob for a ﬁunior, two bob for a senicr, and five
for a master—" . ‘¥

“Yes; I can see the masters entering into the thing.”

“1 don't sed why not. We'll all write home to our rela-
tions for things to give as prizes. My old governess, Miss
Fawoett, will send thinigs'down by the barrelful if I ask her,
It’s a ripping idea! ¢'ll rig up all kinds of contests, and
everybody who likes can enter, whether ha belongs to St.
Jim’s or to the Grammar School, or to the village, or—
picallalr

“QOr Jericho——"

“T tell you, we.shall raise quite a sum that way, and it
will be ripping fun, too! We'll leave the next number of
‘the ‘Weekly’ till after the sports, so that we can chronicle
our victories in it—"" . !

“Suppose we don’t have any?”

“¥m not going to suppeee anything of the kind, We're
going to lick the Grammarians all nlong' the line. Wyg'll
send down the copy for the ‘ Weelkly ’ to the printer as usual,
8o that he can get it set up, and toll him to leave' a page
for the report on the sports. Then we can write it out
after they're over, and a chap can cycle down with it. It's
a good wheeze, And look here; with such a giddy, laudable
object for the holding of the sports, the Head can’t refuse
us a whole holiday.” ;
it Ton;n’\’y, my som, you have some good ideas some-

timeace

“It'sia" ripping wheeze,” oxclaimed Manners heartily,
“and, i ing our idea, we shall be able to crow over Study
‘No. b, and Figgins & Co 4

“ Exactly. We come out on top, as usual.”

“(ome on,” said Lowther, “let’s get back to St. Jim's
and talk it over with the fellows. It's too good an idea to
lose. We'll strike while the iron’s hot!”

And the Terrible Three hurried to the school,

CHAPTER 5.
The Return of Arthur Augustus.

Lo WONDER where that young ass has got to?” Jack
Blake, of Study No. 6, remarked to his chums,
Herries and Digby.

“ Blegsed if T know!” said Digby. *He had a black eyo
last time I saw him—"

“8o he had when I eaw him,” eaid Herries.

“How remarkable!” said Blake sarcastically. ‘It must
have been the same black eiye, you know "

“1 suppose it was,” said Herries, who was rather dense,
“He got it in the scrap with Figgins & Co. at the gate, you
know. Thoe young ass said it was cither your elbow or my
knee that did it, or ¢lse your knee or my elbow, I forget
which—"'

“It doesn’t matter much which, so long as he got it,”
Blake remarked. * But the question is, where is het”

“ Perhaps he's gone to do something for his bluck eye.”

1 Shculgn’t. wonder,” said Digby. I advised him to go
and bury it. Perhaps he's gone and done it. What do you
want him for, Blake?" o

Blake turned his trousers’-pockets inside out.

“QOh, I seel”

= &till, if either 128
feed at the school shop, I'm willing
head,” said Blake. - )

* Stony I"” said Herries, with Spartan brevity.

“ Busted 1"’ said Digby, with a sigh. . e

Blake surveyed them with a glance of patient disdain,

“You're a nice pair of duffers for a chap to chum with
he exclaimed, Eoth of you stany when a chap fecels just
inclined to foed on a dozen or so tarfs, and when the mil-
lionaire of the family has bunked off gsomewhere with a
black eye! Aren’t you ashamed of yourselvea?” ]

““Why, you bounder, you're broke yourself—""

“Oh, don’t argue!” said Blake hastily, ‘‘Let's go and
look for Gussy. 1f he's gone out, we may spot him from the
gate.  Hallo, there comes old ‘Sandysugar’s cart, and—
and—— My only ancient aunt! What's that in it?"
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{ ““ Who says fowl?"” asked Tom Merry.
] “Fowl!” came in a chorus,

“THE GEM" LIBRARY.

One Penny,

The three juniors stared at the cart in amazement. It
was the vehicle belonging to Mr. Banders, the grocer of
Ryleombe, playfully nicknamed Sandysugar by the 5t. Jim's
juniors. The grocer's boy, with a smile that apparently
wouldn't come off, was driving, and behind him in the cart
sat Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, the swell of the School House,
bandaged and blindfolded.

There was a rush of boys round the cart at once. Figgins
& Co., who had finished football praetice and were strolling
round, were the first on the sceme. A universal howl of
laughter greeted the swell of the School House,

Figgina stopped the pony, and the juniors were packed
round the cart; and Blake and his chums had all their work
cut out to get near it.

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Figgins. ‘‘It's Gussy, the one and
only ! '\\'here did you get that funny thing, young SBandy-
pugar?’

**There’s a label on it,

“ By Jove, so there is!"

“Read it out, Figgy!" cackled Fatty Wyunn.

“Right-ho! *Damaged goods,”” read out Figgins.
““Quite useless. To be delivered to Study No. 6, School
House, 8t. Jim's. With the compliments of Merry, Manners,
anc} Lowther.' "

*“Hn, ha, ha!” roared the juniors.

* Weally, deah boys—-"

Blake fousht his way through the crowd, and reached up
and seized I'Arey by the arm and gave him a shake,

““You utter mss!” he shouted. * How did you—’

“ Pway let g) my arm! I do not like to be touched so
wuffly,” said. D’Arcy. “I cannot see who it is, but unless
I am_immediately welensed I shall stwike him.”

* You utter idiot——""

“1 wefuse to be called an uttah idiot—"

“ Who fixed you up like this—"

“Tom Mewwy vewy kindly fastened a waw steak ovah
my eye, and Lowthah genewously placed me in this hack
and paid my fare to the coll,”

said Kerr.

TH‘FEFBXD?AY H
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‘““He placed you in what!"”

“In _this hack!”

“You—you—you howling -ass—"' .

“T distinctly wefuse to be wegarded as a howlin’ ass—'

“You not in a hack, you're in the grocer’s cart from
Rylcombe!” roared Blake; while the juniors shrieked with
laughter.

D’Arcy gave a jump.

“ What's that, dear boy!"

Blake snatched the bandage from his eyes. The beef-
steale dropped into the cart. D'Arcy gazed round him in
utter bewilderment.

“ Bai Jove!" he exclaimed. ' " Bai Jove!” y

“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Figgins & Co. ‘' Hear us smile!
Ha, ha, ha!” )

D’Arcy’s almost idiotic look of bewilderment. was dis:
tinetly funny. He seemed so surprised to find himself in the
grocor's cart that the boys simply shricked.

“ Bai Jove!" exclai Arthur Augustus. * That feahful
wottah Lowthah must have played a twick on me!”

“ You—you—you—you unspeakable ass!”

“I cannot wegard myself as an unspeakable ass. I was
blindfolded, you see. Tom Mewwy said the steak would
come off if I wemoved the bandoge—"

The juniors roared again.

“I thought the seat was wathah hardah than usual,” said
D'Arcy, " and I cortainly found .it vewy dwaughty, but I
nevah——"

‘‘ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Pway don’t make that feahful wow, Figgins! I think
that if you want to make a feahful wow like that you ought
to go into some lonely place—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Dear me!l” said a voice on the edge of the shricking
crowd. ‘‘ What is that?”

It was Mr. Railton of the School House. The boys parted
respectfully for the housemaster to approach. Blake hastily
snipped off the label and put it in his pocket. The Terrible
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Three had ** japed” Study No. 6, but Blake was not the one
to get them into hot water over it.

Mr. Railton’s brow was rather severe as he looked at the
swell of St. Jim’s still sitting in the grooer’s cart.

“ What does this mean?"” he demanded. i

“I have unfortunately met with an accident, sir,”’ said
D’Arcy. * Eithah Blake's elbow or Hewwies' knee—I can't
quito make out which—stwuck me in the eye.” ;

* How could Blake’s elbow or Herries' knee strike you in
the eye, I’Arcy?” asked the School House master, staring
_at him. “ Don’t be absurd!”

“It's quite cowwect, sir. We were havin' a little scewap.’

‘“Oh, 1 see! But it is not that disgolouration of your eye
that I am referring to. hat do you mean by coming here
in a grocer’s cart?”’

“1 weally did not feel up to walkin’, sir.” said D’Arcy
ialﬁguidly “1 should have found it most exhaustin’,”

r. Railton could not belp smiling. . a

**Well, get out of that ridiculous position at once!” he
said. " And den’t let it happen again, or you'll hear from
me, D*Arcy 1"

*Certainly, sir! I assush you that I shall nevah let any-
thin’ of the kind happen again, if I can ibly help it.””

And Arthur Augustus jumped out of the cart.

The grocer’s boy, having delivered his goods, so to speals,
drove away. Mr. Railton went into the gchool_Houae. still
with a smile upon his face. e guessed that it was some
;uninrs’ai'ok.e, and he was not the kind of master to inquire
too closely into the matter, unless real harm had been done.
D'Anﬁowu glad to go inta the School House, too, to
escape the torrent of chaff from Figgins & Co.,'ami the rest
of the juniors. He sank down, ping, in Study No. <6,
and his comrades gathered round him with grim looks.

“ I am weally gwatified to see fuu look so sewious, deah
boys ! said D¥ unsuspiciously.  *“This ia a sewious
mattah. My dig. been outwaged.”

“I'm not thi.l:h'n: of your dig., you ass!” said Blake.
* What I'm &hmlmf is, “m;ofw,“ made; this study look
idiotic in the eyes of the school.” J

“Wats! How could I help it?”

“'Well, I sup| you can't help being an ass——"

e c'b{ect to that term 1" ,

“You're going to get romething else you object to, too.
You've shown up this study before all St. Jim's, and you're
going to be ragged!”

“ Rather I’ said Digby. “ Are you ready, Gussy?”’

“Right-ho!” exclaimed Herries heartily. * That exactly
meets the casel” ™ A
h.D‘Arcy looked alarmed as his three chums closed round

im,

“1 wefuse to be wagged!” he exclaimed.
and uttahly wefuse to go wagged |

* Are you ready?”

‘“Pway be weasanable, deah boys! It would be vewy much
bettah to wag Tom Mewwy and Mannahs and Lowthah!”

** Well, there’s something in that,”” agreed Blake, pausing,
‘“Where are the bounders? We'll teach 'em to make a
glggnr, fool of you than Nature did, though that wanted some

oing.” .

“ Weally, Blake—"" .

“ Let's ﬁet them into this study if we can,” said Digby
thoughtfully. “That treacle we had the other day from
Dame Taggles is really no good, you know, since Herries
spilt his can of cycle oifinto the basin.”

“ Well, I thought it would do for visitors—""

‘*No, old chap; it's too bad for that. I tried some on
Gore, and he mads a foce like a gargoyle. It will come in
handy just now, though, if we can get the Terrible Three
into this room, They can have it applied externally. We
:ngt to give them a lesson when they start showing up our

udy.” 3

““Of course! ID’Arcy, being such an ass—""

“I weally object—""

“It's a temptation to them to jape him. Still, we must
stand up for our own, even if he's o howling jackass!"

‘* Blake, I distinctly wefuse to——""

“8o I think the treacle idea is all right. We must got
them into the study, though, and be all ready for them when
they come.”

“T will mannge that for you, deah boys,” said D’Arcy.
“1 must go an chanfa mi; beastly clothes, you know. I
feel vewy wotten, and I think I want a wash, too, But leave
that mattah to me. I'll contwive to twap the Tewwible

hwee.”

‘‘How are you going to do it, imaget”

. weally do not know yet; but a fellow of tact and
judgment is wequired for a thing like this, and so you.had
certainly bettah leave it in my hands.”” »

And D'Arcy left the study.
. “D'ARGY THE

“1 distinctly
I considah—~"
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CHAPTER 6.

A Slight Mistake.
LAKE, Herries, and Digby were still discussing the
B matter ten minutes later, when Arthur Augustus
burst into Study No. 6 excitedly. The swell of tle
School House had changed his clothes and washed his face
in that—for him—rcmarﬁubly short space of time. His black
eye was as much in evidence as ever, and it gave a peculiar
aspect to his aristocratio visage; but D’Arcy had forgotten

it for the moment.

*1 say, deah boys, they're comin’!”

**Who are coming?'’ asked Blake.

“Tom Mewwy, Mannahs, and Lowthah,”

“Coming here?”

*“ Yaas, wathah!”

Blake 10se from the corner of the table. e looked sus.
piciously at the swell of the School House, but D’Arcy’s ex-
citement was evidently genuine.

* 1 say, you're not japing, I suppose?” asked Blake,

‘* Certainly not, deah boy! They're weally comin’ I'*

“ How dijyou manage it1’ asked Digby. .

“ As o mattah of fact, I did not manage it at all,” said
D’Arcy. ““I just found them comin’ here, and huwwied on
like anythin’ to tell you to be weady.”

4 you mean they're coming here of their awn accord ¥’

‘* Yaas, wathah! They're comin’ down cowwidah, and
I heard Tom Mewwy say that they would come and see Blake
first_before goin’ ovah to tho New House.””

* There's something on, I suppose,” said Blake, grinning.
“‘There'll be something more on scon—tresele, for instance.
It will be on them. Ready " '

The chums of Btudy No. 6 were sdon ready to receive the
enemy.

The jar of treacle, which was unfortunately net good
enough even for visitors, since Herries had spilt his cycle
oil into it, was placed in readiness upon a chair, and the
four chums gathered just inside the door., Blake turned the
gas down to a mere glimmer.

* Don't make a sound I whispered Blake. * They'll !hinﬁ
theze’s nobody bere, but they'll look in to make sure, an
then——"

““Yaas, wathah!"

“Not a word! I can hear them in the passage!”

The footsteps of the new-comers could be heard outside.
D’Arcy’s information was evidently correct. 5

In the gloom of the dim study the four juniors waited
breathlessly.

There was a knock at the door.

* Don’t weply, you fellows,” said D’Arcy, * They—oo00—
gooo—oooo —"  He broke off, as Blake's hand was jammed
upon_his mouth,

** Shut up, you ass!” whinfaerad Blako fiercely.

“1 wefuse to—oooooooo I

The knock was repeated on the door.

Silence reigned in the study.

Then the door was opened, and a face looked in.

Whom it was the juniors, of course, could not discern in
the gloom, but Blake immediately guessed that Tom Merry
smelt a rat, and was not going to enter the study until be
had recounoitred.

There was evidently no time to be wasted. Blake sprang
forward, and in a second his arms were round the neck of
the dim figure, and it was draggcd headlong into the study,

“Quick!” yelled Blake. ““I've got him!”

He went to the floor with a bump along with the visitor,

“Quicknthn treacle !”

““I've got the tweacle|” shouted I’Arcy excitedly.

He snatched the jar off the chair, and sprang to pour it
over the new-comer. Blake, being so close to the enemy,
naturally received a full share © it; but that the swell
of 8t. Jim's was too excited to take note of.

Blake gave a fearful yell as the horrible, sticky compound
smothered over his face, and his yell was echoed by Lis
opponent, who received a generous portion round his neclk.

** You young rascals!"”

D’Arcy gave a jump.

The voice was not the voice of Tom Merry, but of Kildare,
tho captain of 8t. Jim's.

““ Bai Jove!"” gasped DArcy.

“My word ! ejaculated Digby. * Kildare!”

*“ The captain | exclaimed Herrics.

“ What—what does this mean?1"

Kildare was really angry for once. Ile tore himself loose
from the amazed and scared Blake, and staggered te his
feet, The treacle was clinging lovingly round his neck.
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D’Arcy, in his amazement and terror, stood like a statue,
the treacle-jar in his hands, still pouring out its contents
over Blake. i

. Digby turned up the gas. Blake squirmed away and
jumped up. He was treacly from head to foot. The juniors
stared at Kildare. He was treacly, too, and his face was
crimson with anger.

‘“Bai Jove!” exclnimad&)'.e\my. the first to find his voice.
¢ Bui Jove, Kildare, we're feahfully sowwy, you know."”

* How dare you—"

“Tt was all a mistake!” said Blake ruefully. ‘ We had
turned down the light and prepared this little reception for
Tom Merry—" .

# Yaas, wathah!”

“ And then you came in instead. We really couldn’t guess
that it was you in the dark. I hope you—you don’t mind.”

“Don’t mindl” roared Kildare, “I'm smothered with
treacle!” :

8o am I! That ass, D'Arcy has given me more than
you—" *

“ Accidents will happen, deah boy!"”

“You utter ass!”

* Weally, Blake—""

481111 deal with you young scoundrels presently!” ex-
claimed Kildare. 1 came to speak to you about the foot-
ball, and oh, it's too bad for words! Any other Bixth-
Former, I verily believe, would skin you for this!”

“Vou're such a jolly good fellow, Kildare!”

“Yos, 1 know, when you want me to let you off | - I—oh,
confound you! This stuff is running down the back of my
neck!"

“Ha, ha! I—I mean, I'm so sorry—"

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's the matter here?”

Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther, a[lagaarod in the door-
way. They stared in amazement. Kildare brushed past
thom, leaving a trail of treacle on Lowther’s sleeve, and
disappeared. The captain of St. Jim's was blessed with a
true kriuh good temper, but it had been put to a severe
strain this time by the little mistake in Study No. 6.

“You howwid boundahs!” exclaimed D’Arcy. “A nice
fhess you've got us into!  1f you had been more punctual you
would have got that twoacle instead of Kildare.”

“Well, that would have been a ripping reward for punctu-
ality; so, of course, we're sorry we'ra late!” said Tom
Merry. *'I can see you kids have made another bungle, as
usual. If you'd take my advice you'd give up japing. You
can't manage the easiest sort of a jape, for toffee.”

Bloke was too busy trying to get the treacle off his face to
reply. D’Arcy looked round at his chums for support.

“The wottahs are here now, deah boys!” he exclaimed.
“There i8 no reason why we should not cawwy out our
owiginal inténtion, and wag them.”

“Rats!" growled Digby.

“ Weally, Digby—""

“Tt's pax now!"” exclaimed Tom Merry. ‘‘We've come
'hfarn fg talk over a most important subject. We’re thinking
of ——

“0Oh, go and eat coke!” groaned Blake ‘Don't talk to
me! I shall never got this treacle out of my hair, T know.
If you want to do me a great favour, take D'Arcy into a
quiet'corner, and kill him."”

“‘Blake, I wegard that as a fewocious speech.”

“I regard you:ns a ferocious ass! It's not fair that we
should have you here all the time. Tom Merry ought to
have you in his study for a bit, and then the New Iouso
ought to take a turn. You'll make me an old man before
my time, I can feel my hair turning grey already.”

“ Now, Blake, don’t be widiculous; you know—""

“ Here, have some ®f your confounded treacle!” yelled
the exansperated Blake;
clasped him round the neck.

“ Welease me, you howwid wuffian!”

“Not till you've got your share of the treacle,” said
-Blake, rubbing his st?cky countenance over D‘Arc-y‘a' aristo-
cratic features. *'Is that all right?’

“It i:!_ n?t alltwig‘i]ta” e):ic!nti‘mlsd D"‘z}jrlcyk. bolaring hiimscli
away, his face streaked and sticky. ake, T wegard you
benst—a feahful boast!” : ' - ¥

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

*1 shall no longah tweat you as a fwiend.”

“ Well, that will be a comfort. I don't know what you've
como to talk about, Tom Merry.” .

“It's a great idea——"" -

** Good ! I'm going to get a wash, and you can talk
while I'm gone. If you can get it finished by the time I
‘get back, I shall take it as a personal favour.”

“ Look here, Blake——""

But Jack Blake was gone.

‘“ Yaas, bai Jove, and I think T want a wash, too!"” said
D'Arcy. “I shall have to change my collah, too, and my
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and he rushed at D'Arcy and,
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waistcoat. This one is quite wumpled, and there is tweacle
on it. I wegard it as vewy inconsidewnte of you to be ao
late, Tom Mewwy, and to cause us to malke such a fearfal
blundah by your beastly unpunctuality.”

And D'Arcy walked away indignantly. The Terribia
Three burst into a laugh.

“Well, we've got an important matter to talk over, but
we want-to talk to gou all together,” said Tom Merry,
addressing Digby and Herries. “ Will you fellows come
to tea in our study? We've got something rather good.
My old governess has sent me a hamper from Huckleberry
Heath, and there’s a fowl and some other things. Will you

coma?”’

“Will we?' said Digby. ‘ Rather!”
¢ Riiht-hul" exclaim Herries. * We'll oome,
bring Blake and I)’Arcy. When!”

“Ten minutes.”

“GGOd [H

And the Terrible Three walked away to their own
quarters. Ten minutes later tea was rendy in Tom Merry’s
study, and a fragrant scent groeted the nostrils of four
Fourth-Formers as they came up the passage.

and

CHAPTER 7.
A Feed in Tom Merry's Study.

OM MERRY'S door stood hospitably open, and Blake,
Herries, Diiby, and D’Arcy looked in, and smiled
sweotly at the sight of the tea-table.

The fowl occupied the place of honour, and it was flanked
by delicacies which showod how generously the hamper .
from Huckleberry Heath had been packed. S

“Bai Jove,” said D'Avey, ‘““this looks weally wippin’,

you know! I hear fwom Dig. that you have invited us
to tea, Tom Mewwy.” X
“ Exactly.”

“We are vewy pleased to come, although, as a wule, wa
are wathah turticuluh whom we mix with.”

Digby kicked the swell of the School House. D’Arcy
turned his eyes upon him. b PR ke

“Pway what was the wenson of that wuf action, Dighy "

“QOh, come in!”’ said Tom Merry. ‘‘Bit down. e've
bnr,r’owod four scats from Gore’s study. There's room for

“BdS Jove, that was decent of Gore, as you are not on
voewy good terms with him, you know, deah boy I”’

o 6]1, we didn’t ask him!” said Tom Merry coolly.
“When it's a question of getting in seats for a tea-party,
you can't afford to stand upon ceremony.”” *

“Bettor to sit on a form,” said Monty Lowther, the
incurable punster of the Shell. : \

D'Arcy put up his eyeglass, holding it with finger and
thumb, as he was not able to screw it into his amaged
eye. He looked round the study. .
«'Where is the form?” he asked. I have not the slightest
objection to sittin’ on a form, if it would add to the genewal
convenience of the honowable company.”

“There isn't any form.”

“ But Lowthah said it would be bettah to sit on a form.”

“Oh, that's Lowther's way! Here's a chair."!

“But, weally, I am quite willin’ to 8!t on a form, if there
is one. What did you mean, Lowthah, by sayin’ it is bettah
to sit on a beastI{ form, you know, if there isn't a form in
tho beastly study?"

“QOh, rats!" said Lowther. ‘ That's one of my best puns
—stand on a ceremony, sit on a form. See it?'

“No, I weally do not see . it, and Tom Mewwy says there
is not a form in the study at all, and so—"

“ My only hat! Anyquﬁ got a hammer and chisel? I
shall want "em to get a joke into Gussy’s head.”

“T fail to see where there is any joke in sayin’ that there
is a form in tho study if there is weally not one in the
woom at all. It seems to me more like an untwuth than
a beastly joke, you know.”

“ Agai” howled Lowther. “I tell you—-"

‘é‘Don‘t tell him,” said Tom Merry; ‘‘the tea’s made,
and——""

“PBut he can’t see the point.”

“Well, it's not necessary for him to see it, is it?”’

S But U'm going to explain.” - ’

“My dear chap—"

“He's got to see that gkn.” said Lowther determinedly,
“if it takes all night. Now, you young ass, here—
form is another word for ceremony, and therefore there
is a pun involved——""

“Vewy much involved, T should think, deah boy, as I
weally cannot see it at all,” said D'Arcy, shaking his head.

“Will you let me explain?”’ :

“No, 1 think not, deah boy, T would wathah take your
word for it. If you say you have made a pun, I have no
doubt that the statement is quite cowwect.”
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““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Blake.

*“1 tell you—"" shrieked Lowther.

“Pway don’t, dear boy! I am quite weady for tea, and
{ weally have no time to listen to any silly punnin’. i’way
wefwain fwom explainin’.”

Lowther made a rush at D’Arcy, seized him bF the
shoulders, and pinned him wriggling agaipst the wall.

* Now, listen, you utter ass! Form being another word
for ceremony, and also the name of a thing you sit on,
there is a pun involved in the use of the two words—thus,
to stand upon a form—that is to say, to sit upon a form
and :\'taud upon a ceremony—or, rather, to stand upon
P

“ Pway weleage me, Lowthah!”’

“Can’t you see it yet? If you stand upon & form—-"

“I have not the slightest intention of standin’ upon a
form. You are wufflin’ my collah and disawwangin’ my
tie., I I were not a guest in this wespected study, I should
stwike you violently. Pway welease me.”

“If you sit upon a form——"

“Tom Mewwy says that there isn’t one in the study.”

D’Arey fj)rked himself loose and rearranged his collar
and tie. wther was red in the face with his efforts to

enetrate the apparent stupidity of the swell of the School
House. Blake, Herries, and D);gby were shrieking. They
had a suspicion that Arthur Augustus was not nearly so
donse as he pretended to be,

‘*Here, pit down!' exclaimed Tom Merry, down whose
cheeks the fears were trickling., * You two fellows would
make an Egytll)ltia.n mummy cackle. Sit down!” .

*Yaas, wathah; but am I to sit upon a chair or a
cewemony—I mean a form?’ asked D'Arcy, looking round
tranquilly.

“Of all the utter idiots!” growled Lowther. “ That’s
one of‘n}y best puns.’

““Bai Jove, I shouldn’t like to hear the worst one, then.”

“You dense ass!”

‘“ Are you always as polite as that to a visitah, Lowthah 1’

‘Oh, really,” said Lowther, looking confused, "I forgot.
I beg your pardon.”

“ Gwanted fweely, deah boy, on condition that you don’t
make any more of your hout;y puns. They take too long
to explain.”

““ Who says fowl?”’ asked Tom Merry, clicking a carving-
knife, borrowed from Kildare's study, upon a steel surrep-
titiously Purioined from the kitchen.

“Fowl!” came in a chorus.

Tom Merry carved well. He had been taught to do so
under the careful eye of Miss Priscilla Fawcett, and ho
had often found it a useful accomplishment. The way he
made a not particularly large fowl go round among seven
juniors was a miracle. Fortunately, there was ham and

eef, there wero sausagoe-rolls and tongue, to supply any
deficiency.

“Ripping!” said Blake. *If you ever want to swap,
Tom Merry, I've got a couple of old uncles I'll change
for your governoss.”

““Yaas, wathah! I wegard Miss Pwiscillah as a weally
valuable person to have about the house,” said D’Arcy.
“Tom Mewwy's feeds are always quite the thing, I must
say, but this one is extwa wippin’. I weally think that,
aftah bein’ tweated so well, we can afford to make a sacwi-
fice, and so if Lowthah likes he may explain his pun.”

‘““Rats!"” said Lowther. ‘‘Go and eat cokel”

VT should certainly not do anythin’ of the kind, when
there is such a wippin’ feed as this on the table. I wegard
the suggestion as widiculous.”

There was a tap on the door of the study as D’Amg‘ spoke.
It opened to reveal Bkimpole, of the Bhell. Skimpole
looked in, and hesitated to enter as he saw that a tea-party
was in progroess,

Tom Merry made him a hospitable sign.

* Come in, kid!”

Skimpole was a rather curious lad. His enormous fore-
head, which seemed to occupy nearly half his face, denoted
vast brain power, or else the presence, as Blake had put
it, of a reservoir, Bkimpole was a fellow with theories,
and his latest was Socialism. His peculiarities formed
pndless topics in the Shell, and furnished the juniors with
food for laughter; but he was so good-natured and obliging
that nobody could helE liking him. Even Gore, his study-
mate and the cad of the Form, half liked Skimpole.

“Come in, Skimmy

1 didn't know you had an thing on, Merry.”

“ Thought he was taking a bath?’ asked Lowther.

“T mean, I didn't know there was a party on,” explained
S‘kimpole, who took everything with absolute seriousness.

P

I looked in to ask you if you knew anything about the
chairs belonging to our study. They’re gone.”
‘““By Jove, are they? What can ﬁave ecome of them?”’
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“I really don’'t know; I suppose someone must have
borrowed them.”’ . 3

“Ha, ha! I shouldn’t wonder if you are right, 8kimpole.
Are these chairs m:ly_thing like them

“They are indeed, Merry—remarkably like.”

““ Well, come and sit on one of them, S8kimpole, and join
us at tea. We've borrowed Xou*chairu, old kid; but, as a
true Socialist, of course you don’t mind that, and you would
regard it as a mere matter of form to ask permission,
wouldn't you?" 7

*“Oh, no, Merry; courtesy is a great point in the creed
of every true Socialist,” said Skimpole, ‘' But you are
quite welcome, of course. I don’t know what Gore will
say, as I think he is going to bring Mellish to tea, and
they will probably want something to sit upon.”

‘““Bai Jove, they had better sit upon a form!’ 4

“ But I shall really be glad to join you,” said 8Bkimpole,
coming in and closing the door. ‘' You ece, I'm rather hard
up. Gore says that he wants all the grub we have in the
study, as he's got Mellish coming to tea, and: he eays that
a true Socialist ought to be willing to give away anything
to anybody. Of course, that's carrgin{z the thing too far;
but he saye he will punch my head if I object, and, os a
Socialist, 1 object to violence. 1 should really have to go
without my tea."”

“Here you are, old kid. You can have half a chair, if
you don't mind sitting next to a bloated aristocrat.”

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy—-""

“1 haven't the slightest objection,’ said Skimpole, sittin
down between Lowther and D'Arcy on half the chair of
each. ‘I hope to convert D'Arcy to Socialism some day.”

‘“Bai Jove——-"

“Don't start now,” said Blake. * You'll spoil the feed.”

“* Ah,” said Skimpole, ‘‘ when I lock at these happy acea
and this well-filled board, and think of the toiling millions
and the famished children—"'

“Shut up!' shrieked Tom Merry.

“The famished children—-"

““Shut up, you ass! You'll take my appetite away; and
?eli.diig”n ripping fowl. Can’t you keep your mouth shut, and

“ How on earth is he to keep his mouth shut and feed?”
remon’atnted Lowther, ‘' That's really asking too much,

“The famished millions—"?

Blake skilfully hurled a frasgﬁmant of pie-crust across the
table, catching the eloquent Skimpole in the open mouth.
Skimpole gasped and gurgled, and turned crimson, and the
flow of his oratory was cut short on the epot. /

“ Feed away,”’ said Blake, '‘before he gets going again.
If he starts on that topic any more we shall have to gag
him. There's a time for all things, and especially a time
to shut up, Skimpole. Hallo! Here's some more of them!”

The door was kicked open; and Gore and Mellish glared
into the study. :

“I thought so!’ roared Gore. *'Here are our chairs.
You rotters!”’

“Couldn’'t be helped,” said Tom Merry. '*We had. to
have them. Don't ge e cad, Gore—I mean, not a bigger
one than you can help!” 4

“Give us those blessed chairs!” . '

“Wouldn't you care to stay to tea?”

Gore ca.lmes down with remarkable suddefiness,,

““Oh, that alters the case, of course,” he said, surveyin
the well-spread table with a hungry eye, and glancing a
the fresh supplies waiting on the window-ledge and the
shelf.h“vl?hab do yi)u say, Melhs‘?l?" A i

*“Oh, of course, I'm always willing to accept an invita-
tion from Tom Merr_y.” said Mel.hguh, grinning amiably.
“We'll be very pleased, Merry.” '

‘““What are you going to sit on, though?”

“ Bettah sit on a form, bai Jove!”

“Qr on Skimpole,” said Blake. ‘‘ Whenever he staris on
the toiling millions gag he wants sitting on, you know,"”

“Seout in some of the studies, and commandeer a couple
of chairs,” said Tom Merry. * You can look in any of the
Shell studies. Bring ’em along.”

“Right-ho!” :

And Gore and Mellish vanished, and soon refurned with
a couple of chairs, the property of some individual at thet
smoment absent from his quarters, Gore had a couple of
plates, too, and Mellish carried cups and saucers.

Tom Merry's study was the roomiest of any in the Shell,
and there was reom for the company, with a little arrang-
ing. The fowl was gone, but there was plenty more, and
Gore and Mellish received liberal helpings.

Under the circumstances, both of them were inclined to
be agreeable for once in their lives; and, the happy feed
being in full swing, Blake remembered him that Tom Merry
had asked them to the study specially to communicate a
brilliant iden, and that nothing hed been said about it so
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far; and it was Blake who generously broached the
subject.

“What price that idea?’ he asked.

“What idea?” said Tom Merry.

“Why, the idea you were going to tell us about.”

‘“By Jove, I'd forgotten! es, I've got a ripping idea—
one that will have to be'taken up by the whole school,”
said Tom Merry, laying down his knife. “I'd have asked
Figgins & Co. over, too, but wa want it clearly understood
that the idea started in the School House, of couree.”

“Yaas, wathah! I dare say it is a vewy wotten ideah,

ut-—-""

“ Silenoe for the ohair!”

“Wenlly, Tom Mewwy—'" .

“Shut up, Gussy!” said Blake. “You're dead in this
act, Go cn, Tom Merry!”

CHAPTER 8,
Carried Unanimously,
OM MERRY glanced round at the juniors. There was
interest in every face; almost as much interest in
what Tom Merry wans going to say us in the feed,
_which is saying a great deal. Even D’Arcy refrained
from interrupting.

“It's a rather important matter, kids,” said Tom Merry
—“ @ matter in, which the country having neglected its duty,
Bt. Jim's is going to see right done.”

There was a general gasp of amazement. Tom Merry
was known as & junior with ideas, and some of his
“wheezes " had been sufficiently startling; but as yet he
had never proposed any undertaking of national import-
ance. Tho juniors waited eagerly for him to go on

“En laa.mlJ expecta overy man to do his duty,”” went on
Tom Morry; “but England does mnot always do her duty
herself, as in the present case.’

“Bravo!" exclaimed Skimpole. “I understand, and I
am awfully glad, Merry."” '

" What on earth are you glad about, S8kimpole?”

‘;!I cun see it all. You have been converted to Bocialism,
and-—

“Rats! Nothing of the kind.”

“Oh,” snid Bkimpole, looking disappointed, ‘‘go on1”

“Bo I will, if you give me a chance. As for Socialiam,
I don't know much abeut it, and I have a very hazy notion
as to what it is; and so 1 funcy you have, too.”

“Let me explain—""

““Not much! What I was going to say is, that there ia
an old lady in the village of Ryloombe known to you all—-""

*“Mother Murphy?” asked Blake, naming the old ladr
who kept the village Luck—nhc:f). and who was certainly well
known to the juniors of 8t. Jim’

Tom Merry laughed.

!*No, Dame Humphreys, the widow of a soldier who was
killod in Zululand before we were born.”

* Poor chap! 8o he never saw ua!" eaid Lowther sadly.

“Shut up, Lowther! I say, Dame Humphreys ought to
be provided for, and she isn't. 8he has some measly rag
of a pension, about enough to keep her in toffee.”

“Toffee! Scott! She's rather old for toffee !”

“ Ass, I am speaking figuratively. About enough to keep
her in toffee if she ate toffes,’”” said Tom Merry. “‘She has
s hard landlord, too, which comes rough on an old soul
who hasn't any tin. You see, if an old lady of sixty-five is
turned out of doors it is a serious business.’

“1 should say so!'' exclaimed Skimpole. " That's where
Socialism comes in,” ’

“It's where you go out if you don't keep quiet

““I can wee that you're on the road to the light, Tom
Merry,” went on the enthusiastic Skimpole, unheeding.
“Under Bocinlism every old man and old woman would be
supported on an old age pension.” :

“Bai Jove, that would be wippin’, you know! But where
would all the beastly money come fwom, deah boy 7"

‘Bkimpole sniffed, .

““Out of the taxes, of course—taxes on the bloated rich.”
“ My deah boy, I have met lots of wich men, and I mevah

noticed them to be in the slightest degwee bloated. My

governah is vewy wich, but he is quile slim, and I am

a.wfullir awistoewatic mysell, and you see that I have a

slendah figah."”

* When [ say bloated, I don't mean bloated—"" -

“Bai Jove, I wondah what he does mean when he says
bloated? .

ST don't
“1 mean—-

““Nevah mind what
tewwuptin' Tom Mewwy.”

T mean meta,phor.ica{l.y bloated ! ”’ shouted Skimpole.
““Bai Jove, what a benstly shockin’ state to be in!” .
‘‘Bloated with $he loot of the toiling millions! " hooted

Skimpole. “T could talk on this snbject for hours.”
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One Penny.

“1 should be surpwised if you found any listenahs.”

“Money!” snorted Skimpole, *‘ There's lots of money.
Taxes, my boy. Fellows like you would have to do with
fower fancy waistcoats and less champagne.” ;

“ But. weally, deah boy, I have only fifteen fancy waisi-
coats, and I weally don’t sce how I could do without a
modewate vawiety {iku that; and as for champagne, there
woally isn't any in Study No. 6 at the pwesent moment,
and I think the Head would be guite angwy if he evah
found any there.”
. “Oh, he means
Lowther.

“If you don't shut up and let me get on,’”” bawled Tom
thgggrg. “T shall postpone the mecting, and adjourn tho

metaphorical champagne!” grinned

“Order!"” shouted Blake. ‘Order for the chair!” =
“¥yuas, wathah! Shut up, Skimpole, like a good fellow !
“Bilence! "

“ Certainly! Don’t talk any more, Lowthah.”

“Shut up!”

“I'm shuttin’ thom up, deah boy.” :

“Dry up, D’Arey! You go on like a gramophone. Get
on, Tom Merry!”

“T was saying,” said Tom Merry, * that Dame Humphreya
ought to be provided for somehow, and if thore isn’t enough
money in the country to pension an old woman, it’s time
the country shut up shop and retired from business.

““Hear, hear!” ,

“But as the case stands, Dame Humphreys hasn't any
tin, and so 8t. Jim's is coming to the rescue. We're going
to r&i:a a fund—""

woht

“Not in the usual way of a whip round, Frank Monk
came over from the Grammar School to-da with a challenge
10 us to meet them at all kinds of athletic sports, and we

»

accepted. ;
“’{}uu. wathah! It was thwough that I got my black
8,

“But it has sinoe occurred to me that it would be a rip-
ping wheeze to make a big affair of the thing, and charge
an entranoe fee, and €0 on, and make the events open to
allcomers,” said Tom Morry. “By that mesns we shall

et a heap of fun dut of it, ?mve a high old time, lick the
Erununan:ma. and raise a tidy sum of money—all proceeds
in cash to go to Dame Humphreys.” k

“By Jove, what a ripping idea!” exclaimed Blake,

““Well, yes, I thought m;self it was rather rlppmi. _eu.lild
Tom Merry modestly. “I'm glad to seo that you like it.

“It's stunning ! "’ said Blake. ** What puazles me, though,
is how you came by the idea? If it had been mine, or
Digby’s, ‘or even D'Arcy’s—-" < g ¢ ‘

“Well, you see, it required a brain to think of it, eo it
couldn’t very well start in Study No. 6,” explampc{ Tom
Merry; “but if you think jt's good, and are willing to
lend a hand to carry it through—"

“Yaas, wathah!" = .

“There's no reason why we shouldn’t make a big sucoess

“lIE.‘s a good wheeze,” said Gore. “But how are you
going to hold a big affair like that without a whole holi-
day?”

“We're going to get a_whole holiday.”

““Have you asked the Head?' queried Blake. ;

“ We're going to ask him. I wanted to suggest it to you
follows. with the idea of getting up a deputation on-tho
subjfict to w‘ait on Dr. Holmes—-"

“Ripping! "’

“Ar pl?t it to him (W an old 'YML" 2

“I shouldn't use those words if I were you—"" began

Herries. N T g

“Fathead! I don’t mean to, T believe he will give us
the holiday for such a jolly, purpose. en we shall
have to form a Sports Committee to get the thing up, and
we'll ask Kildare to be chairman.” 4

“Good! Kildare's a jolly good fellow, and having the
captain of the school on the committee will give the thing a
tone,” said Blake thoughtfully. .

“That’s how I look at it. We don't want to confine this
matter to the juniors. Some of the Grammar School seniors
will be ready to take part, and some of ours must do the
same. The more that enter for the events, the more cash
we shall raise for the fund.” : ;

“But I say, old son, if we let the seniors into it they will
lv;ua.n‘:]t to take the management of the matter out of our

ands,”

“Waoll, come to think of it, I should think a committeo of
the Sixth Form could look after the affair quite as well as
we could,” Monty Lowther said seripusly.

Tom Merry laughed. d

“1 shouldn’t wonder,” he said. * Anyway, we'll have
gﬂdgge in, if he'll come. But about that deputation to the

cad?”
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“1t's a good wheeze, and we'll all go!” :

“T think the New House ought to be represented,” said
Tom Merry. ‘“If we settle the matter now, I'll send a note
over to Figgins on the subject.” . s

“(lood! But when is the deputation to lget going "’

“ Bettah stwike while the iwon's hot, deah boys! Why not
let the dep. go to-night?”’

“Good 1" said Tom Merry, “1I think we may as well lose
no time. I’ll see what Figgins has to say about the matter,
and then we'll make u&) the deputation.” X .

And so it was agreed. And when tea was finished in Tom
Merry's study, a note was sent over to Figgins, in the New
House, which was promptly answered by Figgins in person,
and he hrought the Co. with him. Figgins & Co. simply
jumped at the idea, and the united juniors were not long in
waking up the deputation.

CHAPTER 9.
The Deputation.

R. HOLMES, Head of Bt. Jim’s, was seated in his
study, busy with examination-papers. He had re-
turned to his study after dinner to deal with them,

) and had just finished one section and stopped for a
little rest, when a tap came at his door, !

‘“Come in!” said the Head, thinking that it was probably
only Mr. Railton, the housemaster of the EchooP House,
with whom he greatly liked an evening chat,

The door opened, but it was not Mr. Railton who entered.
Dr. Holmes glanced in some surprise at the junior who
presented himself,

““ Merry I he ejaculated.

“Yes, sir; may I come in?"

““Oh, certainly!"

Tom Merry entered tho room; and, to the doctor’s amaze-
ment, he was followed by Blake, Herries, D’Arcy, and
Digby.  But that was not all. = Following them came
Manners _and Lowther. Then came four New House
juniors—Figgins, Kerr, Wynn, and Marmaduke.

Eleven Lower Bchool boys were there in all, and the doctor
naturally looked amazed nt this invasion of his study.

** Close the door, Fatty,” said Tom Merry, looking round.

Fatty Wynn obeyed.

“ Dear me,’? said the Head; ““this is a most singular pro-
ceading, Merry! May I ask what is the meaning of it?”

Yes, sir. e are a deputation—"’

“Yaas, wathah!”.

‘“Shut up, Gussy, old chap!”

“1 wefuse to shut up, \vﬂen our wespected headmastah
eri‘shuhforda.!h.ex;t:ul;nﬁ_tion‘!" said D’é\my, with riignity.

, +he Head ndjusted his pince-nez and stared at t -
tion of the Lod'er Schnol.p SRR i

“ You are a—a what?’ he asked, hardly knowing whether
to believe his ears or not.

A doputation, sir.”

“ Yaas, a dep., sir, fwom the Lower School.”

‘“ But—but what—"

:"Il you will allow me to explain, sir—"

“Please do, and at once, Merry. I should be sorry to
think that you have done this from impertinence "

:'Oh, sir! T hope——"

‘:Well, go on, Merry, and explain yourself.”

Pewwaps it would be bettah if I explained, sir. 1 can

ut the thing much more clearly and concisely than Tom

ewwy can, as I have more tact!”

"1 think Merry is quite capable—"

“ With g:ur_ permish., sir, I we think—'*

. Pray be silent, D’Arcy. You™ay go on, Tom Merry.”

Certainly, sir. We have come in a deputation repre-
senting—reprosenting—""  Tom Merry. paused for a
noment.

: Rapr‘esqntiqg both houses at St. Jim's,” said Figgins.

That’s it, sir; representing both houses at St. Jim’s; to
ask whether you would have the kindness to grant the school
a whole holiday——""

““What!"” exclaimed the amazed Head. * What did you
say, Merry?”

A whole holiday, sir, for a special purpose,’

A weally vewy laudable purpose, sir.”

“ 8hut up, D’'Arey!”

“You're not makin’ the thing clear to our wespected
headmastah, Tom Mewwy. A little explanation is
wequired.”

“There’s an old dame living in the village, sir,” said
Tom Merry, ‘' who ought to have an old-age pension, and
hasn’t one—-"

“It's Dame Humphreys, sir,” said Figgins,

‘“ And she’s howwibly stony, sir.”

‘' We're thinking of getting up some sporis in conjunction
with the Grammar School,” went on Tom Merry, “and de-
voting the proceeds to the relief of Dame Humphreys.”
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* Yaue, wathah!” : :

 And that will set the old lady on her feet again,' said
Blake. *It's a good chject, sir, and we're going to get
Kildare to take a hand.

“So we want you to grant us a whole holiday for the
purpose, sir,” said Tom Merry.

The Head rubbed his chin tﬁnughtfu]]y.

“Ahem! With whom did this idea originate?” he nsked.

‘It was my idea, sir,” said Tom modestly.

““The object is a laudable one,” said the Head. *“I have
heard of the case of Dame Humphreys, and regard it as a
hard one.”

“We wegard it as a cwying scandal, sir!"

‘“ Exactly. I should not object to any reasonable plan
being devised to help the old lady,” said the doctor. ‘' But
a whole holiday granted to the school is a very unusual
request, and-——"

“We hope you won't refuse, sir. Dr. Monk is certain to
give the Grammar lads a holiday for the purpose if you
grant St. Jim's one,”

“ Ah, that would make a difference, of course! But I am
iaf;a.n,r;l you have not reflected very long over this matter, my
ads,

“Oh, yes, we have, sir; it's about two hours since the idea
first came nto my mind!” gaid Tom Merry ingenuously.

he doctor smiled,

" There are many difficulties in the way,” he remarked.
“There will be a certain amout of expense in holding the
affair—""

““We shall have a whip round to cover that, sir.”

“Yaas, wathah! A whip wound!”

“Then if the whole school is to turn out, and the
Grammar lads are to come over, there will be a tremoendous
crowd—"

“The more the merrier, sir.”

““ Perhaps so, in & sense, but it may lead to disputes,”

“Not on such an oceasion, sir.”

“My dear lad, you may have the best intentions in the
world, but I know how disputes between the New llouse
and the School House have a habit of breaking out at all
times; in season and out of season.”

Oh, sir, we'd make it pax for the day; and when we
make 1t pax we never break it!” said Tom Merry. And
Figgins nodded an emphatic assent, h

“Yes, 1 believe you; but I have heard, too, that there is
a rivalry in the School House itself, between two studies in
the Fourth Form and the Bhell.”

Tom Merry and Blake coloured. !

“Qh, sir, we would make it pax with the bounders!” said
Blake. 1 mean we'd have a truce with Tom Merry for
the day.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

The doctor stroked his chin, * p

“Well, well, I know I could trust you to keep your word,”
he said; * but could you answer for the rest of the juniors?"
« “If they made a row when I told 'em not to—"" began

" Figgins,

“QOh, that's all right, sir,”” said Tom Merry; *‘they have
to hop' to our tune, sir, or get their heads punched! We'll
answer for them.”

“Yaas, wathah! If they made any'bothl@h on such an
important occasion, sir, I should considah it my duty to
give them a feahful thwashin’ I

The Head looked directly at Arthur Augustus,

“ What have you been doing to your eye, D'Arcy:"

“ Nothin’, sir.”

“It is quite black!" said the doctor severely.

“Yans, but I did not do it myself, sir,” said D’Aroy
innocently. v

Dr. HoYmes coughed. )

“1 did not mppqaedynu did, D'Arey.
been fighting, instea
younger boyst" .

“Yaas, wathah—I mean it was quite an_accident, sir,
1 wegarded it as impewative to thwash Figgins—"

“Ring off, you ass,” whispered Lowther. i

“1 wefuse to wing off, Lowthah! I am explainin’ the
mattah to our wespected Head, and I shall be obliged if you
do not intewwupt! I wegarded it as impewative to thwash
Figgins, sir, and that led to a wow.”

“Led to a what?"”

“ A wow, sir] We had a feahful wow—"" ol

“(Can any of you explain to me what a wow is?"” asked
the doctor, looking utterly puzzled, I have heard of a
bow-wow, but really—""

““He means a row, sir,” grinned Lowther,

“Oh, a row? I seel” .

“ Yaas, wathah! We had a feahful wow, and either
Blake's elbow, or Hewwies’ knee, stwuck me violently in
the eye, sir. -It was weally an accident, and—"
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“That will do, D'Arcy.
fighting.”” »

“ But I was not fighting with Blake or Hewwies, sir!”

“You were fighting with somebody. i

5 But.”weaily, Dr. ilolmna, if you will allow me to point
ont—

““You need not trouble, D'Arcy.”

“For your own sake, sir, I must insist upon speakin
said D’Arey.

His companions gasped, and Dr. Holmes fixed upon him
a glare that the basilisk might have envied.

‘D'Arey!”

“Yaas, Doctah Holmes, I must weally insist——  Stop
tweadin’ on my foot, Tomn Mewwy ! ou are hurtin’ m]\{l
toes, and I am sure you are spoilin’ my boot; I am watha!
particulah about my boots!  If you poke me in the wibs
again, Blake, I shall stwike you!

“You may go on, D'Arcy.”

“Thank you, sir.
wuff boundahs keep on jostlin’ n fellow and intewwuptin’
him. 1f 1 were not a weally patient chap I should wefuse
to wegard them as fwiends, considahin’ their wolten tweat-
ment of me. They vewy seldom tweat me with weally
pwopah wespect. But, as I was sayin’, I should not like to
‘see a gentleman whom I wespect so highly do anythin' dis-
honowable——""

You will take fifty lines for

1y

“D'Aroy1”

“Yaas, wathah, sir! I don't mind doin” fifty lines, or a
hundwed for that matter; but, weally, that is not the point.
In comin’ here T wan the wisk of your spottin’ my black

eye, and it was weally twustin' to your honah, you know.”

“ID’Arey! I really—" .

“That i1s how the case stands, sir,” said D’Arey firmly.
“1 twusted to your honah, and as one gentleman to
anothah.”

“You need not do the lines, 1VArcy.”

“Thank you, sir. I thought that you would see the
mattah in a pwopah light as soon as I pointed—— Tom
Mewwy, you are hurtin’ my arm! Leave off pinchin’ me
at once, or 1 shall qat. angwy and thwash youl!”

. “That will do, D'Arcy. Morry, 1 think, upon the whole,
#t holiday might be arranged, iut the proceedings would

be of too extensive a character to be left in the hands of
boys of the junior Forms."”

om Merry’s face fell a little.

“You see,” went on the Head, kindly enough, ‘‘there

would be so much to bo seen to; and even if the rivals of
8t Jim's keep the peace, the Grammar School boys might
quarrol.” .

« Tom Meiry scratched his curly head thoughtfully.

“Well, yos, sir, but we'd appoint somo fellows to act as
‘policemen.”

“Yaas, wathah, o lot of fellows who don’t entah for the
events,” said D'Arcy. ‘‘There’'s Wynn, for instance; he's
too fat to entah.”

“ And there’s
indignantly. *

"]'.; wefuse to—'

“ Silence, D’Arcy! It is a good sugT:sLion, Merry ; buf,
all the same, if the affair takes place, I shall have to place
it under the control of a housemaster, with a committee,
perhaps, of boys in the Sixth Form.” :

The deputation looked at one another in dismay. This
was taking the matter out of their hands with a vengeance.

o Wnll,‘i dare say you know best, sir,” said Tom Merry.
“Perhaps it would be a bit above our weight. So long as
it comes off, and wo raise a fund for Dame Humphreys, it
really doesn’t matter in whose hands it is.”

““Yans, wathah! And it will weally save us a lot of
twouble, and we shall bo fwee to have a wippin’ time.”

“Homething in that,” said Figgins. “1 was rather
uneasy all alomit at the idea of having the thing 1nenaged
by you School House fellows.” :

“And I felt a bit nervous at letting you New IHouse
rotters have a hand in it,”” Monty Lowther remarked, in a
thoughtful way.

_*“Bilence, boys! I-will ask Mr, Railton or Mr. Rateliff.”

“Mr. Railton, please, sir,” said Tom Merlr\?l eagerly ;
“he is much more fond of sports than the New House
master, sir.” X -

“That's so, sir,” said Figgins. “We'd all prefer Mr.
Railton to take the head in a matter of this kind, sir, if
you will allow us to say so.”

“Perhu’g; it is moro in Mr. Railton's ling,”” assented the
Head. * Mind, I do not promise, but I will speak to Mr.
Railton about it this“evening, and we will see what can be
done. That is all I can say at present.”

“Thank you, sir,” said Tom Merry gratefully. ‘I know
you'll do the best you can for us, sir, and if you decide the

"D’ARGY THE
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thing can't be done, we shall know you have a good
reason.’” - N

“That is a very proper view to take of the matter,
Merry,” said Dr. Holmes, more pleased than he cared to
show by the implicit faith in him the junior’s words uncon-
sciously betrayed. “I shall certainly do my best to help
you in the matter, especially as the object in view is suc
an extremely laudable one. You may go, boys.”

““Thank you, sir. Good-night!"”

“Good-night "

And the deputation withdrew, and the Head of St. Jim's
was left to his work again. =

CHAPTER 10.
A Special Prize. -

HE juniors of Bt. Jim's waited anxiously for the
rosult of Dr. Holmes’s consultation with Mr. Railton ;
but the Head did not keep them waiting long. The

next day it was announced to the school that a whole
holiday would be granted, in order to allow sports to be
held in support of a fund for Dame Humphreys, the procise
date to be fixed later.”

“Good " said Tom Merry. ‘‘The Head is a brick. Of
course, he will have to communicate with Dr. Monk before
ho decides upon the date. It will have to suit the Grammar
School as well as ourselves.”

“ Yaas, wathah!”

_“It’s a bit rough taking the matter right out of our hands
like this,” Blake remarked. “It seems that Railton is
going to manage it, and Kildare is to be his henchman.”

‘““Never mind; it will induce many of the Upper Form
fellows to enter, who wouldn’t have come into the thing
while it was under junior management,” said Tom Merry
sagely.

“Well, there's aomethinﬁ: in that, certainly.”

“You are quite wight, Tom Mewwy: The Uppah Form
fellows would have cut the whole beastly mattah, you know ;"
but with Wailton and Kildare at the head of it, they can't
vewy well do anythin’ of the sort. We shall wope in a
feahful lot of entwance fees.”

‘“Rather! And tho rules we've made will be adhered to,
you know—the seniors pay moro than the juniors, and the
mastors more than the seniors, if they enter. We'll have a
ﬁg:ﬁl,guriﬁ. And now the question of prizes is to be dealt
with.

“Yaas, we shall have to have some wippin’ pwizes. 1
think an especially valuable pwesent ought to be pwovided
for the winnah of the high jump.”

‘I don’t see why."” 4

'“Oh, yaas, you know, I am pwotty certain that T shall
win that, and—"

“I can kn,ym doil it,” Blake remarked. - “ Why,
Figgins could boat youn@h‘i foot or more. Fatty's about
your mark." .

“Then there is the quartah mile; T am pwetty sure of
that,” persisted D’Arcy. ‘I shall want a new jiggah this
summah, so I think the pwize ought to be a bicycle.”

“You young ass! Kerr could run you' off your legs.”
"Then there's the obstacle wace,’’ 8aid D'Arcy. ** That's
a dead cert for me, deah boys, and I shall want a decort

pwize."

“You're going to enter for all of them—eh?”

“Yaas, wathah, to say nothin’ of the water jump, and
the swimming contest, and the shootin’ and fonoin’."”

“You'll have your work cut out, then,” said Tom Merry,
laughing; ‘“as everything’s got to be crammed into ona
day, some of the events will have to come off simul.
taneously."” i

D'Arcy shook his head. i

“Oh, no, Tom Mewwy, that won't do at alll” he said.
“T ghall insist upon bein’ given time to go in for evewy-
thin’ I entah for.” ‘

.““Rats! As you wouldn't win anythin® in any case——-""

“ But I intend to weally twy, and when T twy hard enough
I always succeed, deah boy.” :

“Try not to be an ass, then.”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy——"

“I say, what about the prizes?’' said Monty Lowthor,
coming up. *‘We ought to get them ready, Tom. Beme
of us have things that will do, of course. Blake can put up
his Eunnhing-ball." ]

“(an 17 said Blake emphatically. g

“ (ertainly, my dear fellow, and D'Arcy can offer a set
of fancy waistcoats.” z

“I shall wefuse to do anythin’ of the sort.”

‘‘ Herries can subscribe his cornet.”

“No fear!” said Herries. “If you like I'll arrange
mupi’u,al honours on the occasion, and give a cornef sclec-

tion, ;
“Will you?t” said Tom Merry. “There'll be a suddon
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death in the Herries' family if you try it on, that's all I've
got to say:”’

“You haven't heard me practice lately,” said Herries.
“I'm getting a rcally wonderful tone in that cornet. If
you heard me doing the Grand March from ‘Tannhauser’
as a cornet solo, it would make you open your eyes.”

“ And ehvt my ears,” said Tom Merry. * Grand marches
as cornet olos are barred. The best thing you can do with
that cornet is to bury it. About the prizes, I suggest that
every_ fellow writes home to his relations, and asks them to
send him everything they can that would be of use. I know
Miss Faweett will turn up trumps on an occasion like this,
1 shall only have to write.”

“@Good!” agreed Blike. ¢ And we'll all do the same.”

It was a good plan, and it was acted upon. Tom Merry’s
old governees, Miss Priscilla Fawcett, replied to his letter
at once, promising to do everything, and also undertaking
to come down to St. Jim's on sports day, to see her ward
distinguish himself. Her brother from india, Mr. Francis
Fawcett, would bring her down, she said, and the boys of
the School House, who had already made the acquaintance
of the Anglo-Indian, were glad to hear it.

Bai Jove, how wippin'!” exclaimed I’Arey, when he
heard the news. * We ought all to have our fwiends and
wolations down here to see the fun, and I'll ask my cousin
Ethel to come.
as she did before.”

“Splendid !’ exclaimed Figgins enthusiastically.

“Yaas, it will be wathah splendid,” said D’Arcy, looking.

-gomewhat coldly at the New House junior; *“but I weally
do not sce where you will come in, Figgins. Lthel is my
couein, you know.’

“8he can’t help that,” said Figgins, ‘“and I'd be the
last to remind her of an unpleasant thing like that.”

D'Arcy screwed his eyeglass into his eye, which was by
this time nearly well, and gave the humorous Figgins a
stony glare.

“1 wegard that wemarl as distinctly wotten, Figgins.”

“ Never mind, old kid !” said Figgins, givin him aﬁmnrty
#lap on the back, which made the swell of the Bchool House
stagger. * You can't help being an ass, you know.”

“If you stwike me in that wuff mannah again, Figgins,
I shall quawwel with you, and be sewiously angwy.”

“Qh, don't!” said Figgins. ‘‘You know how terrible
you are when you are angry. Tornadoes are not in it.
'm not going to ask my governor down.”

“I think you ought to do so, Figgins; I do weally. He
would take it as a mark of wespect.”

“But I cen’t very well—"

“ My deah boy, make it a point to do it.”

“ But he couldn’t come, you sce; he's in India.”

“Oh! That makes a gweat diffewence, of course.”

“No reason why we shouldn’t all have our pcople here,
all of them that can come,” Tom Merry said thoughtfully.
“The description” will make a fine article for the ‘ Weelly,”
when it's all over.”

“ Yaas, wathah; I8l w'ite it up for you.”

““No, you won't, Gussy; that's my business.”

It hae often stwuck me, Tom Mewwly, that you have too
good an opinion of your iitpwawy abilities,” said D’Arey,
shaking his head. “1 should be the last fellow in the world
to wun anybodi down, but weally I think you are wathah
conceited, you know.?’

“We can’t all be as modest as you are, Gussy. But I'll
tell you what—1I shall write the article, but it will have to
be taken down to the printer's office afterwards, and you
can buzz down on your bike with it, like a godd fellow.”

“Certainly, Tom Mewwy; anythin’ to oblige.”

“Right-ho! FEqual division o¥ labour, you see,” smiled
Tom Merry. “I'm going to write some letters now. You'd
better all do the same, and we'll have a big crowd down
here on the great day.”

*“Yaas, wathah!”

The idea caught on. Half the fellows wrote home and
askod :heirlpeop]a to come down, and most of those invited
accepted. There was certain to be a strong feminine con-
tingent on the day when the Grammar School met St. Jim's,
adorning the playing-ficlds of the old college. =~ Among
others, Cousin Ethel promised to come down with Miss
Fawcett, and the School House chums were delighted.

The arrangements for the meeting of the rival schools
went on apace in the capable hands of Mr. Railton and
Kildare. As a matter of fact, the juniors were scarcely
old enough to manage such an aflair as this had now grown
into, and it took up a great deal of Mr. Railton’s time.
But the School House master was good-nature itself, and
he was-heartily in sympathy with the object of the sports.

Wednesday, usually a half-holiday, was fixed for the
occasion, after letters had passed between Dr. Holmes and

She can come down with Miss Pwiscillah,

the Head of the Grammar School. The two headasters
were old friends, and so the matter was easily arranged.
All St. Jim’s looked forward to the date, and so did the
Grammar School, for that matter,

Frank Monk came over with Lane and Carboy to talk
the matter over on Saturday afternoon. ‘“Pax” had been
established between the two schools till after the famous
Wednesday.

“It’s all going on awimmingliy;," said Tom Merry, as he
shook hands heartily with Monk, “We are going to give
you the licking of your lives.” .

“QOr roceive the licking of yours,” said Frank Monk, with
equal geniality,

Tom Merry laughed.

“We ghall see,” ie remarked. "

4 Yaas, wathah!” said D’Arcy, with a wise shake of the
head. *We shall seo what we shall see, deah boy.” ‘

“@Go hon!” said Monk. ‘“Did you work that all out in
your own brain, Gussy, without the aid of a net 1"

“ Weally, Frank Monk—"

“We're getting the prizes down now, Monk,” Tom Merry
went on.  “ Miss Fawcett has sent a lot of things nlreudly—
skates and footballs and ericket bats. No; she didn’t select
them herself, so you needn’t look nlarmed. Mr, Dodds, the
curate of Huckleberry IHeath, saw to that, and they're all
right. She's going fo sond down something. clse to-day,
and she said in her letter that it would be better than the
other things, but I'm blessed if I know what it is."

Thore was a thump at the door of the study, and Taggles,

“the school porter, appeared, with a box on his shoulder.

“This is for you, Master Merry.”

“8tick it on the table, Taggles.”

“There you are, Master Merry,”

“Thank you, Taggles; you needn't wait!"

“ Them stairs is very tiring, Master Merry."

“Yes; I've found 'em so.’

“That box is a 'eavy weight, too :

“Vou'd find yourself able to stand a heavy weight better,
Téﬁfleﬂ, if you gave up drink,” said Tom Merry solemnly.
*That's a valuable tip, but Ifiva it to you for nothing !”
_Taggles frowned darkly, and turned to the door.

“1 say, Gussy, aren’t you going to give Taggles a tip ) o
said Tom Merry.

Arthur Augustus stared,

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy—""

“(ive him threepence, and tell him not to squander it in
filthy liquor,” said Tom Merry. ** As n matter of fact, I'm
stun{v, but I'll settle when Lowther comes in.”

“¥aas, wathah! I'm afwaid I could net give anybody
¢0 small a tip as thweepence, Tom Mewwy. Ilerc's a
shillin' for you, Taggles, and mind you do not squandak
it in filthy liquah, deah boy.”

“ You're a gentleman, you are, sir 1" said Taggles, slipping
the shilling into his waisteoat-pocket,

“Thank you, Taggles!” said D'Arcy languidly. I
weally. did not wequire any information on that point, but:
1 am glad to have the opinion of a well-informed person
like yourself; I am, weally!”

Taggles stared at Arthur. Augustus, as if he could not quite
make him out, and went away.

Frank Monk giggled.

“Well, you are a holy ass, Gussy I'” said Tom Merry. “I
owo you & shilling now. And Taggles didn’t even say that
1 was a gentleman.”

“Too bad 1" said Frank Monl.

“This box is from Miss Fawcett,” went on Tom Merry,
cutting the string. “I dare say it contains that valuable
article I wus:geu ing about, We'll see I”

He soon had the box open. It contained several cricket
bats, and some articles of personal attire for Tom himself.
He put the latter aside hastily. Then he found what ho
was in search of—a neat little box, with a lock and key, and
a note tied to if.

He glanced at the note.

**This is it ! he exclaimed. * The special prize, and Miss
;‘uwmtt’thinks it ought to be awarded for the biggest
cat—'

““Bai Jove, then, Figgins ought to have it! He's got
the biggest feat!”

“['.e-a-t, ass, not f-e-e-t P’ said Tom Merry. * This must
really be something special. It doesn’t look like a dressing-
case. I wonder what it is? I'll soon eeo.”

He lifted the little box out, and unlocked it, the juniors
watching him curiously. On tho inside of the leather-lined
lid was an inscription in gilt letters, ““The Boy’s Own
Medicine Chest.”

Tom Merry stared at the valuable prize in dismay.

“My word,” said Frank*Monk, “lct's have a look at it
Boxes of pills, jars of cold-cream, bottles of medicine!
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Hallo !
Persons ! Dr,
only Panama hat! I

What's this? Dr. Bones's Purple Pills for Pink

Bones's Terra-cotta Tabloids for Tiny Tots ! My
LA should like to take this as first
prize

‘“Ha, ha, ha !” howled Carboy and Lane. “You'd better
send that La.ck, Tom Merry,” went on Carboy, ‘‘and say
you'd prefer some toffee or a balloon !”

Tom Merry shook his head.

“Can’t be did! Can’t look a gift-horse in the mouth!
Miss Fawcett has the kindest heart in the world, and I
wouldn’t refuse anything she sent for anything.”

“But you can't offer that awful thing as a prizo!”

“Yes, I can, If you win it, you're not bound to eat the
pills or drink the medicine, You could use the box to keep
white mice in.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!"

““ Yaas, wathah!”

And Miss Fawcett's epecial gift figured in the list of
prizes,
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D'Arcy fixed his monocle in his eye, and
stared after Figgins and Cousin Ethel as
they strolled away. * Well, bai Jove!” he
murmured,

CHAPTER 11,
D'Arcy is Not Left Out.
HE idea had certainly originated with Tom Merry,

” but as time passed on he could l.uurdl,%1 recognige his

own idea, #o developed and amplified had it become.
The management had passed out of his own hands, and the
scheme was extended on all sides. The committee of *umoru
was left with nothing to do, while the arrangements for the
fote were in tho hands of the School House master and a
committee of seniors.

It was, in fact, a great deal like the progress of a snow-
ball downhill, gathering snow as it rolled, till the snowball
grew to be a regular avalanche. The affair filled every mind
at St. Jim's, and was discussed and discussed again from
the top boy in the Sixth to the youngest fag in the Third
Form.

Mr. Railton, an athlete and a sportsman to the finger-tips,
took a great interest in the affair, and under his able
management it went ahead swimmingly. Tom Merry ar}d
his chums had to acknowledge that the affair was really
too big for them to handle alone. But the 8chool House
master was tactful. He asked Tom Merry to join the com-
mittee as representative of the Lower School, and that set
matters rizht.

Of course, the selection of Tom Merry as Lower School
member did ‘not pass without shakings of the head among



_l(_lndly fill in the Order Form in this issue.

the juniors, Tiggins, Blake, and D'Arcy, at least, were
convinced that they would have filled the post better. .

“ You see, deah boy,” D'Arcy took the trouble to explain
“what is wequired is a fellow of tact and judgment, an
though I wouldn’t dweam of puttin’ myself forward in any
way, yet for the sake of the coll. I think I ought to be on the
comm.

‘To which Tom Merry's cheerful and elegant reply was
‘Rats |

“0f course, what Gussy says is all rot!"” Blake observed.
“I am the cl‘mp—"

D'Arcy turned his eyoglass upon Blake.

‘* Pway, pardon me, Blake, but what were you ploased
to woemark ?"'

“T said that what you said is all rot!"”

“ T wofuse to have my wemarks chawactewised as wot 1"

“Blake's right,” said Tom Merry. “ Anyway, the ques-
tion’s sottled now, as Mr. Railton has selected me.”

“Yans, but that can be awwanged all wight; you can
wesign "

“No fear!"

“T put it to you for the sake of the coll., Tom. Mewwy.
A fellow is called upon to make small sacwifices for the
ood of the coll. You know that T should make a fah
gottah mgmbah of the beastly committee "

“Oh, cheese it!" said Blake. ‘' The question is—

o § your intewwuption as distinctly wude,

“Well, you never leave off, you know.
talking rot. Why can't you cheese it ?"

‘T uttahly wefuse to cheesc it!” i

Tom Merry walked away laughing, and left them still
arguing. The hero of the SBhell had no intention of resigning
his seat on the committee in order to secure the valuable
services of either Blake or D’Arcy. Figgins had something
to say on the subject, too, but he found Tom Merry as
immovable as a rock.

The juniors had made a list of events for the fete-day
which would have taken up something like a week, and Mr.
Railton cut them down with a merciless pencil.

Kildare had been made treasurer, and Tom Merry & Co.
?onatitutcd themselves canvassers for entrants and entrance-
ces,

**You see, you can entor if you like, without turning up
for the event,” they explained to cverybody. “The
entrance-fees swell the fund for Dame Iumphreys, and it’s
all for the good of the cause.”

“Yans, wathah!” said D'Arcy, when Tom Merry ox-
plained to him. *“But I shall weally insist_upon all the
events bein’ wun one aftah anothah, so that I can twy my
luck in all that I entah for."

“Can't be done, kid 1" \

“But you have not yet awwanged the ordah of the
events.”

“We shall settle that in the next committee meeting,"
said Tom Merry. .

“My word!” said Digby. “Tom Merry will want a
larger size in hats if his head goes on swelling at this
rate !” '

“Yaas, wathah!”

Tom Merry moistened his pencil. i

“Never mind that! Am I to put you down for the
obstacle race, I)'Arcy?”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“ And the quartor-mile?”

““Yaas, wathah!"”

“ What about the eycle race?”

“J am goin' in for that, deah boy! T weally think that
there isn't a juniah in this school or the Gwammah School
who wides a igl.mh as I do!”

“ Quite right!” said Lowther, grinning. * You've hit it,
D’Arey. Of course, the spectators may mistake it for a
comie entertainment—-""

“ Pway, don’t be wude, Lowthah! What is the next, Tom
anwyg"

“The swimming contest. Aro you going in for that?"

“Yaas, wathah!” .

“ But you can’t swim,” exclaimed Herrices,

“T have been learnin’ lately, since the time T was nearly
dwowned in the wivah,” said D’Arcy. “You womemba!
that fearful time, when Tom Mewwy so hewoically jumped
in and spoiled his clothes Lo wescue me.”

“ What about the fencing 7" asked Manners.

“Put me down for that, too, deah boy.”

¢ And the boxing?"

“Vans, wathah! I fancy myscll with the gloves on.”

“ IIa, ha, ha!"" roared Tom Merry.

D'Arcy gave him a frigid look. X X

iy wnnﬁy do not see anythin’ to gwin at in that wemark,
Tom Mewwy. I can wemembah an eccasion upon which I
gave you a feahful thwashin’ in this vowy study.”

Bosides, you're

NEXT
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“D’ARCY THE DUDE.”

“8o can I,”’ grinned Tom Merry. It makes me shudder
yebt when I !.hinirof it. Very well, you're in for the boxing;
it's all for the good of the cause.”

“8top a minute,” said Lowther; “I want to ask you
something.” e

“Got on, then! What is it?" .

“Why should a réok take lessons in volce production "

“ Why, you utter ass, is this a time for conundrums?"” :

“It's a jolly good pun,” said Lowther; “one of the best
I'vi ever made, and that's saying a lot. Why should a
rook— ;

“ Oh, blow your rooks! The next item is the wrestling.”

““You haven’t answered my——""

“And I'm not ﬁoing to. . Are you going in for the
wrostling, D'Arcy?

“Yaas, wathah!
you know.”

“Good! The next is—""

*“Why should a rook—""

““8hut up! Then comes the high jump.
like to seo you enter for that, Gussy !
gods and men and little fishes!” .

‘“If that wemark is meant in a dispawagin’ scnse, Tom
Mewwy e
*“Not at all. Shall T put your name down?”

“ Certainly, deah boy!- I wathoh fancy myself—"
“ Why should a rook—-"" .

“ What about the water jump?”

“Yaas, wathah! I particulahly fanoy myself pt—-"
“Rather!” exclaimed Digby. *‘Gussy is bound to make
splash at that.”

“Ha, ha! Next—"

:: Why should a rook——""

Are you going to shut up about your silly rook, Lowther,
or are you not?"

“Not!" said Lowther obstinately. “It's & good pun
wasted on feeble intellects, but you're going to have it, all
the same.”

‘“Don’t wasto it on us.”

“ Why should a rook-—-""

“1 tell you—""

* Why should a rook—-"' .

. 9h, let him get it over!” exclaimed Manners. * He
won't be happy till he gets it. Lowther, old kid, buck up,
and have it over as soon as possible.”

““Why should n rook take lessons in voice production?”
demanded Lowther victoriously,

*“ Blossed if T know,” said Tom Merry.

“1 weally fail to see any special weason why a wool
should take lessons in voioe pwoduction,” said D'Arcy
thoughtfully. ** Is there an answah, Lowthah?"

“Of courso thore is, fathead!”

“I object to the term fathead, as wantin' in pwopah
wespoct——""

*“Why should a rook—"
“Give it up,” said several voices,

“ Bure you can’t guess?”’

““Yaas, wathah! Pway get it ovah as quickly as poss,
Lowthah. We all give it up, wenll;v. deah boy."”

*‘ Why, for the good of the caws,” said Lowther.

Not a smile was visible in Study No. 6. Bix grave faces
looked at Lowther in stony silence. Lowther’s genial grin
faded away.

“Can’t you sce it?” he demanded.

“ See what?'"’ asked Manners,

““The pun,” said Lowther, turning red,

“ What pun?"’ :

“Why, the conundrum. You see——""

“ Blessed if I see,’ said Herries. ‘‘First you said it was
o conundrum, and then you said it was a pun. I maintain
that it can’t be both.” .

“Quite imposs., deah boy.”

““You utter asses, can’t you see? For the good of the
caws—see? C-A-W-S, caws—that's the row & rook makes
when he'’s cawing."” )

““Yaas, I've heard wooks cawing in the twees behind the
chapel,” said D'Arcy. “ But I don't believe any of them
ovah had any lessons in voice pwoduction, I don’t believe
it"is poss. to teach a wook as you teach a pawwot.”

And Arthur Augustus D'Arcy shook his head gravely.

“C-A-W-8, caws!” bawled Lowther, and C-A-US-E,
cause. Ior the good of the cause—see?! For the good of the
caws !, [t's a really ripping conundrum1” .

“It may be,” said Tom Merry, with the air of one mak-
ing a concession. ' Lowther made it, so he ought to know,
We'll take his word for it.”

“You utter asses!”

“1, for one, object to bein’ called an uttah ass, because T
can’t seo why a wook should have lessons in cawing," said
D'Arcy. “ Lowthah had bettah ask it over again. Let mo

I wathah faney myself as a w'estlah,

I really should
It will be a sight for

seo—why should a wook have lessons in caws—"

A Double-Len

h Tale of
Tom bierry’'s

chooldays.
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“Ass! Why should a rock have lessons in voice——"

“Rats! Why should suffering humanity be bothered by
Lowther's rotten conundrums?’ demanded Blake, ‘' Can
you find an answer to that, Lowther?”

:‘ Is it & conundwum, or a pun?”’ asked D'Arcy.

1f I told you what I think of your brains—-"" began
Lowther.
Y Pway don't, deah boy. Let's get on with the washin’."”
That’s what I think,” said Manners. ‘' Blessed if I see
why' wo should stop talking business for the sake of a dis-
cussion upon the habits of rooks and things. This isn't a
natural history lesson.”

“Just what I think,” agrecd Herries. “If Lowther
wants to talk about rooks, he ought to choose a more appro-
priate time.” :

‘;’i’)h, you asses!” growled Lowther. ‘' 8hut up, and go
an

YT don’t sce how we can shut up and go on at the same
tinie, Lowthah.”

“Throwing the hammer next,” said Tom Merry. ““ Are

ou going in for that, Gussy "

“VYaas, certainly., I wathah fancy myscli at thwowin’
the hammah, deah boys.”

Tétn Merry ran through a very long list of events, and
Arthur Augustus entered for all of them. When he had
finished, the others put their names down.

“Twenty-one shillings, please,” said Tom Merry, with a
businesslike air.

*“Bai Jove! Are you talking to me, Tom Mewwy "

«Cortainly! You've entered for twenty-one events, and
it will stand you in a guinea, so hand over, and I'll give
you a receipt.”’ -

“Well, it's ell for the good of the cause,” said D’Arcy.
41 am goin’ to w'ite to my governsh to come down, you
know, to see me weflect glowy upon the family, and he can't
wefuse to stand me a fivah on such an occasion. Here's your
guinea.” ; 3 ’

And D'Arcy paid u{l promptly. Herries, Dlgbr, and
Blake raised twelve shillings among them, so that the con-
tribution from Study No. 6 was a substantial one.

—

CHAPTER 12.
Mr. Railton Enters for the Mile.
R. RAILTON took his pipe out of his mouth as a
M tap came at his study door.
“ Come in,” he said, in his deep tones.

Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther came in. The
Torrible Three were looking their mildest and gentlest, by
which the experienced housemaster knew that they had
something in their minds, and were rather dubious about
their reception. :

“(Come in, my lads! Can I do anything for you?”

“ Yes, sir,’ said Tom Merry. *‘It's about the fete.”

¥ thougilt all matters connected with that were settled
at the committes meetings, Merry,” the housemaster re-
marked. 5

“This is an unofficial matter, sir.”*

“ Well, go on."” )

+'We've just learned something anbout the Grammar cads,
¢ir—I mean, about the Grammar Bchool fellows,” said Tom
Merry. ‘' They're going to try to do us. We picked up the
information almost by chance.”

“1 had my eyes u})cn you sce,’”’ Lowther remarked.

“Yas, it was really Lowther who scouted it out.”

“ Well, well, and what is the information?”’

“ ¥ou know, sir, that the events are open to all comers,”
said Tom Merry. '‘Seniors and juniors can enter alike,
‘and so can the masters; if they want to. Some fellows from
the village, too, have ontered.”

Mr. Railton smiled.

“1 don’t suppose the Form masters are likely to enter,
however, Merry.”

* That's_where
score, sir,” said the hero of the Shell.
that we expect to score—or did expect.
enter, and, of course, Kildare could run an Grammarian
off his legs. Their best man in that line is Dibson, and he
can't run with Kildare for toffee—I mean he can’t put up a
run anything like Kildare's.”

“Then 8t. Jim's ought to score,”” the housemaster re-
marked.

“QOnly Frank Monk has done us,” Tom Morry said, rue-
fully. ' He's taken advantage of the fact that anybody can
enter, and persuanded one of the Grammar School junior
masters to enter for the mile.”

Al 1" said Mr. Railton, rubbing his chin thoughtfully.

“The chap is Wimpole, sir——quite a young man nncr in
good form. He was known as a runner at Cnmbriégo, so 1

“I'ARCY THE

the Grammarians think they are ﬁoing to
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hear, and, of course, he will be able tor walk aw
K s bt oy e e ay from even

:'l suppose 80.” i

‘It’s rather sharp business on Monk’s part,” went on
Tom Merry. ‘‘As the case stands at present,  the
Grammarians are sure of the mile. Of course, it isn’t the
prize we care for—""

Manners_and Lowther grinned, rather to Mr. Railton’s
surprise. He did not know that the prize for the mile race
was the medicine-chest sent down by Miss Priscilla Fawcett.

“It’s the honour of the thing,” said Tom Merry, with a «
frown at his chums. ““We're not going to have $t. Jim's
colours lowesed like that.”

‘1t would be rather hard.”

‘‘Bo we thought, sir—""

Tom Merry paused.

:: We thought——"" said Lowther.

That's it,”’ said Manners. *We thought—"

The Terrible Three came to a dead stop. A humoroud
twinkle appeared in Mr. Railton’s genial eyes.

“Well, what did you think?” he asked.

‘“We—we thought that we would—-""

Tom Merry paused again,

‘" Go on, Merry."

“It seems like a cheek, sir.”

“I am sure you would not mean it that way.”

“Oh, no, sir! Well, sir, we thought that—that we would
try and get a 8t, Jim’s master to enter for the mile, 80 as to
catch the Grammarians—a master who was a jolly good
athlete, and could make rings round their man.'?

Mr. Railton looked gravely thoughtful.

““Do you think there is such a one at Bt. Jim's, Morry ??

#Oh, T know there is, sir 1"’ said Tom Merry promptly.

“Rather I”” said Lowther.

And Manners said: ** What-ho!”

“Then I should advise you to ask him to enter for the
mile,” gaid Mr. Railton, *'I suppose it is my advice you
want 1"’

““Would you, sir? Will you enter, then?” asked Tom
Me”? eagerly. .

“17 said the housemaster, laughing.

“Yes, sir! You are an old Blue, and you could walk over
Wim ole if you liked, and it would make the Grammarians
simply green.” ) "

“1 really don’t know, Merry, whether it would ‘be quite
in accordance with my position to seek to make the Gram-
marians go simply green,” said Mr. Railton, with perfect
gravity,

Tom Merry blushed. .

‘1 don’t mean exactly that, sir.
Jim’s colours, and we all want to do that.
to see the old school licked.”

““That is quite true.” L

“¥You have played for St. Jim’s First Eleven, sir, €0
there’s really no reason why you shouldn’t run for the mile,
is there?”’ )

“No, I suppose not.”

“Then you will enter, sir?"? : 0

“Ahem?! I suppose, under the circumstances, I must,
said Mr. Railton, smiling. ‘‘ Of course, I may be beaten.
I haven't seen Mr. Wimpole run.” .

“T have, sir, and I know he’s not up to your form,” said
Tom Merry joﬁful]y. “Wa shall go one better than the
Grammarians this time. If you should get left, it can’t be
helped; but I am sure you will win. ank you so muchl
Then I may put your name downi”

* Certainly.” ;

And the housemaster turned towards the fire again, as a
hint-that the interview was closed. But Tom Merry was not
quite finished.

“There’s another little matter, sir.’

Mr. Railton looked round.

““Well, what is it now, Merry?”

“ About entering for the mile, sir.”

“But we have already settled that.” y

“Yes, but there is one point—we are going to put your
name down as an entrant for the event.’

“Exactly! I have given you permission to do so.”

“ And so the—the—="

“ Surely that is all, Merry?”

“ Well, no, sir, there’s the—the—""

“The what?”’

“The entrance-fee, sir,” said Tom Merry.

The housemaster burst into a laugh. -

“I had lorgotten that, Merry, and it_was quite right of
vou to remind me.” He put his hand into his pocket.
T understand that you are collecting fees for the com=
mittee. 1 think the amount is a shilling?”’

“ A shilling for juniors, sir.”

“ Ah, and what is it for seniora?®

D un E.” &Douhle-hu‘:%‘;&nlo 14
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* Half-a-crown, sir.”

Mr. Railton took a half-crown from his pocket. = The
Terrible Three exchanged expressive glances, and 'Tom
Merry retirned to attack. A i .

“The fact is, sir, the entrance-fee is fixed higher for
masters than, for seniors.” |

‘“Oh, indeed!” : : '

“Yen sir. But," under the circumstances, as we have
asked you as a personal favour to enter, we don't think
that you ought to be dished for half-a-sovereign.”

« ‘‘Dished, Merry?” ;

“ Exouse me, sir, I mean done—that i» to say, 1 don't
think we ought to screw a half-sovereign out of you, as we
asked you to enter; so if you stand half-a-crown, we want
to make up the rdst of the entrance-fee ourselves.””

““That's the idea!” said Manners and Lowther at once.

Mr. Railton laughed good-humouredly.

“I quite understand your view of the matter, Merry, but
I cannot allow you to pay my ontrance-fee,” he said, putting
the half-crown back into his pocket and opening his
sovereign purse. ‘‘I must certainly pay up myself. It is
for a good cause, at all events. Can you change a sovereign
for me?”

He laid a sovereign on the table. The boys looked doubt-
fully at one another. .

*If you please, sir,” said Tom Merry diffidently, ‘' we'd
rather—""

“ Ahem! It is really not a question of what
rather, Merry, but of what I would rather,”
remarked. : 4

“Qh, sir, if you look at it like that——""

“IL do, Merry.. Can you change this sovereign?”

“'We'll see, sir.”

Tom Merry went through his pockets, and produced ninc-
pence. Manners_[ollowo suit, and turned out a shilling
and a ball of string. Lowther's product was one-and-three-
pence, with the addition of a  penknife and a bag of
caramels, e .

“1'm afraid we haven't quite emough, sir,” said Tom
Marv. ; : n
‘“Not even with the caramels thrown in,” murmured
Lowther, ;

A voice was heard passing the study door, which was ajar.

“Weally, Hewwios—""

" Hallo, that's D'Arey!"” exclaimed Tom Merry.
giye uﬂtc'npi;ﬁ. Here; D'Arcy! May I call him in, sir?”

rtai

D'Arcy came into the study, Herries waiting for him
outside. The swell of the School House was.alwaya rollin

ou_would
r. Railton

in wealth, so he was pretty certain to have the required-

coin. about him.

“What do you want, Tom Mewwy?"” ho asked.

‘‘We want a half-sovereign to give to Mr. Railton."”

“ Bai Jove, do you weally?"’ asked D’Arcy, in amazement.
It did not occur to him that Tom Merry wanted to give the
housemaster change, and he was really surprised to learn
that_the housemaster wus borrowing a half-sovereign from
the juniors. ‘

“¥Yes. Have you got one?”

“ Yaas, wathah, and I shall be vewy pleased to lend it to
Mr. Wailton,” ¥
. “Ass! We don't want you to lend it,” said Tom Merry,
in a fierce whisper, not knowing exactly how the houso-
master might take D'Arcy’s absurd misapprehension.

“I dare say you don’t, Tom Mewwy, but I don't see why
I shouldn’t lend it as much as you, as I esteem our wespected
housemastah as highly as you do, deah boy.”

* You utter idiot!”

*T wofuse to be called an uttah idiot. I am vewy pleased
to oblige .you in this small mattah, Mr. Wailton, and I
should F!ad to make it a soveweign, if you like."

“ What!" e{;!cul.u.ted Mr. Railton. 7 L

“1 should vewy ploased to make it a soveweign, sir.
I am tiuita flush just now, and I am always willin’ to oblige
a gentleman whom I wespect so much,”

r. Railton stared at D’Arey.

“Ia it possible, D’Arey, that you imagine that I want
to borrow money?"” -he asked.

“ Yaas, wathah, sir, and I should be weally delighted to
oblige you with a loan; and I should take it as a weal favah
if you would wemembah mo whenevah you are stony.”

“1’Arcy ! I supposd you do not mean to be impertinent ?"

I wegard impertinence, sir, as a failin’ no gountleman
could possibly possess,’”” said Arthur Augustus.

“Then—well, well, explain to him, Merry.” .

“We want to give Mr. Railton change for a sovercign,
ass I bawled Tom Merry. )

“0Oh, I see! I weally fail to perceive why you could not
tell me that before,” said D'Arey. “ Now I have pul my
foot in it, and I am afwaid Mr. Wailton will be in a boastly

tompah, you know."”
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“He'll

The housemoster laughed. i

“My dear I’Aroy,” he snid, “T am obliged for your good
intentions, and not in a temper, as you call it, at all. But
I should advise you to think twice before you offer loans
to a master. You may go, boys.” .

And, having handed over the half-soversign change, the
juniors, quitted the study. In the passage they glared at
Arthur ‘Augustus, "

“You howling ass!” exclaimed Tom Merry. * Fancy——

“1 wefuse to be wogarded as a howlin® ass,”

“It's o wonder Mr. Railton didn’t knock your silly head
off,” said Lowther. .

Arthur Augustus looked anxious. i "

“ Do you think I have appeahed. wude to Mr. Wailton?
he asked.

“Of course you have.”

“Do you think so, Tom Mewwy?"”

“Certainly I do.” i

“Bai Jove, I shall have to apologise, then.”

And D’Arcy turned back towards the study and knocked
before they could stop him. Thon the Terrible Three
grasped him. .

“(lome in!" said Mr. Railton’s voice from within.

“(Jome away, you ass!” .

“T cannot be so wude as to come away aftah knockin'
at the door,” said D'Arcy, struggling in the grasp of the
Terrible Three. * I must apologise, too—" -

“Come away!”

“1 distinctly wefuso—"" . :

“# (ome in!"” called out Mr. Railton again, impatiently.

“Let me go!”

There was.no help for it. D'Arcy opened the door and
looked in. : .
“;Pwuy’ pardon me for twoublin’ you, sir,”” he exclaimed,

ut——""

“ Well, well, what is it?” asked the housemastor testily.

“Tom Mewwy is undah the impwession that T was wude
to you, and [ am afwaid that you may share that ewwoneous.
impwession.””

*You may go, D'Arcy.”

““ Certainly, sir, but I wish to point out—""

“That will do.”

“And to apologise——"

" “You may go.

* Most sincerely and fwom the bottom of my heart for
any_seemin’ impertinence, and to explain——-"

}';'Will you go?’' exclaimed Mr. Railton, rising from his
chair.

“Yaas, wathah, but—-"" .

The housemaster made a stride towards the door. D'Arey
hurriedly closed it and went along the passage. Then the
Terrible Three seized him and ran him along at full speed.
D’Arcy struggled and called on Herries for aid; but his
struggles were futile, and Herries only grinned.

The chums of the Shell ran him along to the end of the

ssage, and left him sitting there, with his collar and tie
mnging out, quite bewildered.

“You uttah wuffians!"” gasped D'Arcy. “‘I shall wefuse
to speak to you again! ewwies, I no longah wegard you
as o fwiend. Bai Jove, they are gone! 1 feol quite
wumpled and wuffled! Still, I did quite wight in apologisin’
to Mr. Wailton, and I am glad I did not omit it.”” - ‘

And the swell of the School House gathered himself up
and hurried away to change his collar. .

CHAPTER 13.
The Great Day.

“ Y dearest Tommy!"” :
M Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther had just

come out from breakfast on the eventful Wednes-
day, when the voice of Miss Priscilla Fawcett fell upon
their ears. . y

Miss Fawcett had just alighted from the station hack
and eontered the School House, and with her were her
brother, Mr. Francis Fawcett of Boggloywallabad, and
D'Arcy’s cousin, Ethel Cleveland.

Miss Fawcett came straight at Tom Merry, and folded
him in a mothoerly embrace.

- B;I_v darling Tommy! And how are you after this long
time?”

Manners and Lowther looked on with great admiration.
Tom Merry coloured to the ears, almost certain that he
dotected a slight twinkle in the oyes of Cousin Ethel,

“I'm—I'm riPpin 1" gasped Tom Merry. *‘And it isn’t
a long timo; it's only a weck or so since I saw you last.”

*It seems a long time to e, my dearost boy. 1 have
been so anxious about your darling health. Are you sure
you are keeping yourself well wrapped up against these
dreadful March winds?"”
© "%'QOh, yes, that's all right!"

nu b E Eh] A Double-Length Tale of
U . Tom lwerry's Schooldays.

T el Lo L T L R e




Every Thursday. «THE GEM"” LIBRARY,

Wi /

Y

jﬂ:fl ¥

“ You are not forgetting your chest-protector 1

“ No, no.” .

“You are sure you have it on nowi”

Tom Merry jumped back, as Miss Fawcett made a motion
to see for herself.

“It's all right, dear !"" gasped Tom Merry. ‘‘ How-—how
nice and early you are! How do you do, Cousin Ethel ?
And you, Uncle Frank?"”

Uncle Frank was grinning. He shook hands with the
Terrible Three, and then with the chums of SBtudy No. 6,
who camo pouring out into the hall.

“1t will be a fine day for the sports,”” Uncle Frank
remarked. * Now, my dear sister, we must go and pay
our respects to the doctor.”

“1 ghall see you again soon, dear Tommy.”

“T hope so, dear.”

“Mind you do not go out without your cap, darling. 1
see you have had your hair cut. Was it not rather dangerous
in this windy weather, Tommy?”

“Oh, I never catch cold.”

‘‘ But you must not be reckless. You know how delicate
you are.”’ i .

“Pray come!"” said Mr. Fawecett. .

And the visitors were shown to the Head's quarters. Tom
Merry drew a deep breath. Manners and er\l.h(!r were
grinning like monkeys.

'M“ Blessed if I can see anything to snigger at,” said Tom
erry.

“Of course you can't,” said Blake; ‘‘that’s not to be
expected. It's funny, all the same. But she is a dear old

THORBDAY “D’ARCY THE
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marked D'Arey, ‘1 don’t
know how I shall show up!"”

« Bal Jove, you know,” rc-J

i,

soul, and I don't think, you know, kids, that Tom Merry
ought te vex her by going out without a ch.eat,-prot.ect.or."‘
“Or by recklessly getting his hair cut in March,” said

Dighby.

“Ur by gettin

kind, you
“

his beastly feet wet, or anythin’ of that
eah boys,” said Arthur Auﬂxatun D'Arcy.
Oh, go and eat coke!” said Tom

erry, walking

away. ¥
Most of §t. Jim’s had already turned out. As so much
was to be got through in a single day, the sports were to

begin at an ea
and by half-pas

The weathor,
8t. Jim’s juniors

rly hour. The visitors were arriving early,
t ten most of them were prosent.

which had been watched anxiously by the
for days past, had turned out almost

perfect—cold, but fine and sunny.

There was a

loud cheer when the Grammarians arrived.

All the time since breakfast the Grammarians had been
arriving in two and threes, but soon after ten came Frank
Monk and his chuma and a large party. They came in a
big brake, and with them was Mr. Wimpole, the junior
master, who had entered for the mile.

Soon after the brake arrived, several competitors from the
village appeared on the scene, including Craggs, Pilcher,

and Grimes.

Seldom had so goodly a crowd gathered upon the grounds

of 8t. Jim’s.

Amid the boys, of all ages and sizes and

varieties of costume, appeared the gayer garb and hats of
the feminine contingent, Nearly every competitor had a
sistor-or a mother or a cousin anxious to see him distinguish

himself.

“Ts your governor coming down, after all; D’Arcy?”

DUDE.”

A Double-Length Tale of
Tom Merry’s Schooldays.
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ssked Figgins, coming up to Arthur Augusfus, who was
talking to his cousin near the pavilion, which was gaily
decorated with bunting, the work of Tom Moerry & Co.

1Y Arcy glanced at hun with some disfavour. 'He suspected
the long-legged chief of the New House juniors of h.avmg
found favour in the eyes of Cousin Ethel—a thing D'Arcy.
could not comprehend while ke was himself about, and was
incitijnod to attribute to the well-known contrariness of the

entle sex.

% Yans, wathah, Figgins! He can't get here in the
inorr};ip'. but he's goin' to awwive in his car soon aftah
unch."

“ Glad to hear it! Remember me to him if there are any
fivers knocking about. I wonder whether you would care to
see the—the grounds, Miss Cloveland 1"

‘1 should, very muabr“ said Cousin Ethel. .

“ Weally, i“igg’:ae-—-' b

“Time for you to get ready, if you're in the first event,
Gussy,” said Figgins,

“Yaas, but weally—"

“We sha'n’t miss geeing you,"” said Figgins; “T'Il take
care of that. Isn't it turning out a jolly day for March,
Cousin Ethel 1" 9

It is, indeed I"" said the girl brightly.

D’Arcy fixed his monocle in his eye, and stared after them
ns they strolled away.

“ Well, bai Jove !” %0 murmured.

He seemed to turn into an eyeglassed statue, staring after
Figgins and his prize. He was rowsod by a sudden. slap
on the shoulder that made him stagger.

“ﬂiKc?n:, you wottah, what do you mean by stwikin® me so
wuflly 7" b

Do you want to be left out?” demanded the Scottish
partner in Figging & Co. “It's time to get into your
th}n 5.”

‘Oh, T sec!
thinkin'—""

' My dear chap, don’t start-any unaccustomed exercises on
o day like this. You'll be put oif your form.”

*“ Weally, Kerr——"'

“Oh, come on !” :

And Kerr drnggud D'Arcy away. The commencément of
tho day’s proceedings was near at hand. The doctor was on
the scene, and with him wore most of the masters, and Miss
Fawcett and Uncle Frank, all smiles and good-humour.

Miss Priscilla’s eyes sometimes sought anxiously for Tom
Merry, and the Head of St.Jim’s observed it.

“Your ward is certain to distinguish himself to-day, I
think, Miss Fawcett,” remarked Dr. Holmes. “You know,
this was really his idea at-the start, though it has grown a
rather bigger affair than he anticipated,”

‘“¥Yes, I am aware of that, and it was just like my durling
Tommy's kind heart,” said Miss Fawcott.

“Exaotly! You are quite right.”

““But I am anxious lest he should over-exert himself,” said
Miss Prisoilla, *“As you know, doctor, Tom is a most
delicate lad.”

“Really, Miss Fawcott, I cannot help thinking otherwise,
A sturdier or healthier lad—-"

““ Ah, yes; that may be an outward and deceptive appear-
ance of health1” said the old lady, shaking her head. “Over-
e.ertion may have serious results.”

“Stuff!” said Mr. Francis Fawecett,
candour.

“Really, my dear Francis——"'

“Tom 1s as right as rain!"”

“Men do not see these things with women's eyes,” said
Miss Fawcett, with another grave shake of the head.

“I do not really know much about athletic matters,’ went
on Miss Priscilla, ivinf a ‘Jiece of information that was
hardly required; ‘“but I really hope that Tommy will not
tryd to take too many runs or scoro too many goals
to-day.

Br.yHo'lman assured her that neither was likely to happen.
But the expression of Miss Priscilla's fate showed that she
still had her doubts.

Thank you vewy much, Korr! "I was

with brotherly
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CHAPTER 14.
Tom Merry Wins.

E shall not describe in detail the events of the

W  morning. The first important event was the oycle

race, wginh was specially interesting from the num-

ber of the competitors and the quality of them—Frank Monk,

Tom Merry, ?..mrther. Carboy, Blake, and D'Arcy being
lmﬂg entries.

Arthur Augustus, determined to carry off some prize or
other, had already appeared in three contests, but had failed
to_get to the top in any of them. But he was quite hopeful
Stil%.gand he quite fancied his chance in the bicycle race.

The track was a good one, and there was a general move-
ment of interest the ten competitors wheeled out their
machines. Kildgv was startor, but thero seemed to be
some difficulty about the starting, chiefly due to D'Arcy
getting into everybody's way.

His machine was a splendid one, but how he would handle
it was another matter. The ocaptain of St. Jim's was
about to give tho signal, when D’Arcy discovered that his
saddle was too high, and claimed a respite. His next dis-
covery was that to had left his tool-bag somewhere, and
he had to call upon Blake to help him.
ndjustcd and all was ready at last.

I Rauc‘y‘.’" called out Kildare.

“ Yans, wathah!”

There was a buzz from the crowded ground,

“They're off I"

They were—D'Arcy in
pbould) have chosen that par
a mystery which no one tool
Perhaps it was due tp the obst
observable in bicyeles when one walig them to behave
‘specially well. At all events, D'Arcy s off, and the
starters loft him behind, lying on the track and lovingly
embracing his handle-bars.

Arthur Augustus looked at the sky, and then staggered to
his feet, His machine was doubled up, and the swell of the
School House had several bruises distributed over his person,
He stared after the startors.

“ Come back !" he bawled,

There was a yell of laughter.

“('ome back "’ shouted %‘Arcy.“ That was a false start 1"

“Rot!” said Kildare. *You were off I”

“Yaas, wathah! I fell off!” :

“|’I“he start was all right. You were a clumsy young
=

The saddle was

ouble senso. Why his bieycle
lar moment to curl up was
e trouble to clucidate.
o temper sometimes

Arthur Augustus jammed his monocle into his eye, and
turned it upon the captain of 8t. Jim's with a stony glare.

“Pway, what did you call me, Kildare?"

“ A clumsy young ass.”

“1 object to that descwip. bein’ applied to me. I was
simply feelin’ to see if I had my ‘monocle safe when the
beastly jiggah seemed«to ewumple up.”

. “No wonder, you young duffer!"”

“1 have a yewy gweat wespect for you, Kildare, but 1
must wefuse to allow anybody to chawactewiso me as a
young duffah !

“Get off the track!”

“Pway, why should I huwwy myself to get off the
twack 7"

“You ass! You're in the way!" shouted Kildare.
“They'll be round soon, Get off the track, and take your
silly bike away!”

“Weally, Kildare—""

“Geot off I roared a hundred voices,

D'Arcy took a leisurely survey of the shouters, with his
mondele in his eye, '

“Woenlly, my fwiends—'

“Get off 1"

¢ Under the cires,, T must absolutely wefuse to huwwy'!
Pway, welease my shouldah, Kildare! You are wumplin’
my beastly Norfolk-jacket !”

“I'll rumple your neck if you don’t clear out!” growled
Kildare, g

And Arthur Augustus, yielding to superior force, retreated
with his machine. He joined Figgins and Ethel, who were
standing near the starting-point, looking on. Figgins was
grinning, and there was a twinkle in Cousin Ethel's eye.

“Do vou wegard that as a fair start, Figgins?” asked
D’ Arey. -

“(ertainly !" said Figgins.-

“1 weally think we ought fo have started oveh again,”
snid D’Arey, shaking his head. ““As a mattah of fact—""

“ Hurrah! Tom Merry leads!”

“Bwavo ! shouted D'Arcy, forgetting that he thought ho
ought to have been in the race. * Bwavo, Tom Mewwy !
CGo it, Monkey ! Buck up, Blake "

Threo of the cyclists had tailed off in the first lap, und had
wheeled their machines away. In the second lap another

DUDE.”
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‘rode off, but five stuck it out for a longer time.

* to him their views on the subject.

Every Thursday,

Then
Carboy found himself too far behind for a chance, and
gave 1t up.

The race now remained between four riders—Merry,
Monk, Lowther, and Blake. Blake shot ahead, and D’Arcy
clapged his hands with glee.

““Gio it, deah boy! Wemembah the honah of Study
No. 61" he shouted.

“Buck up, Blake!” yelled Digby and Herries.

But Blake had shot his bolt. Past him went Tom Merry
and Monk, and Blake was seen to slacken. For half a luln
he rode neck-and-neck with Monty Lowther, and then, both
of them being hopolessly behind, they rode from the track..

Tom Merry and Frank Monk had it between them now.

Both were splendid riders, and they put all they knew into
it. It was riding as fine as is often scen on a professionul
gyole-track, There were loud cheers, loud clappings of
hands. -

The champions of the Grammar School and St. Jim's were
watched by hundreds of keen eyes, and there was a breath-
less hush when the bell rang for the last lap.

“Tom Merry wins!”

“ Monk wins!”

“ Buck up, Merry !"

“Go it, Monkey !"

Neck and neck now, but Tom Merry’s front wheel was
orceping ahend.  Half a length and a whele length—a
length and a half ! The hero of the Shell ‘had saved himself
for that last spurt, and that last spurt did it.

“Hurrah !"’

“Merry! Merry! Bravo, Merry!"”

“Bai Jove,” said D’Aroy, turning to Cousin Eihel, ¢ Tom
Mewwy has won by a length and thwee-quartahs, at least,
and I weally do fiot think that I should have done much
bettah if I had weally started !”

*THE GEM” LIBRARY,

One Penny,

and strongly expressed, but the swell of the School House
was_immovable.

“I have entahed for the wace,”” he said, ‘“and I should
wegard it as dewogatory to my dig. to wetweat now.”

““But all the other entries have gone out,” said Blake.
““ No fellow stands a chance against Wimpole, and especially
against Mr. Railton. They have it between them.”

“T weally do not see why I should not stand a chance.”

““ Ass!” said Digby.

“1 wofuse to be called an ass!”

“': Now, D’Arcy, do the sensible thing, and scratch yours
self 17

* Bewatch myself! What do you mean}”

““Scratch your name—I mean scratch it out of the race.”
1;1‘.1%“’1 see! I am weally sowwy that I cannot oblige you,

nKe,

“If you mako the New Iouse cackle at us, you image,
we'll make Study No. 6 warm for you afterwards!” said
Blake threateningly.

“It would not be consistent with my dig. to allow myself
to be moved by thweats,” said D’Arcy. ‘‘ Pway excuse me
now, as I must get into my wunning things.”

“Did you ever see such an obstinate image?”’ exclaimed
Blake, us D’Arcy walked imperturbably away. ‘‘ Nothing
will keep him from running, and against two opponents like
Wimpole and an old Blue! [IHallo, Figgins, what are you
looking for?”

“Have you reen Skimpole?’ asked Figgins,

“Skimpole! What do you want Skimpole for? He's not

enterod for any of the events, is he?”’ asked Blake.
Figgins laughed.
*“Oh, no! But you know he's our chief poligeman, and he
has disappeared, and his force are disbanding themselves.”
“ Ha, hat Not likely to be a row, is there?”
“I don’t know,” said Figgins dubiously. ‘‘Some of the

UNTIL I SAY “STOP!”
PLEASE RESERVE ME

THIS BOOK !

P.T,O.

And Cousin Ethel cordially agreed with him.

Tom Merry was looking red and somewhbat blown after the
bard run, but he was a good deal fresher than Monk.

Loud cheers followed the two cyclists as they disappeared.
Both had ridden well, and Frank Monlk fully deserved his
second prize. And as loud as any rang the cheers of the

defeated competitors,

CHAPTER 15,

D'Arey Does Not Win.
UNCH-TIME came, and that meal had never been a
" merrier one at St. Jim’s. Time had not been found
for half the evonts, and it was clear that some of
the less important items would have to be cut out of
the programme. But that possibility had been already fore-
seon, and the entrance fees were to swell the fund all the
same. Tom Merry sat between Miss Priscilla and Cousin
Fthel at lunch, and Ethel divided her attention between
the winner of the bicycle race and the great Figgins, who
was on the other side.  Arthur Augustus had simply no
chance; which was hard lines on Augustus, congidering that
Fthol was his cousin, and he had always regarded her as

gomething in the light of private property.

The afternoon was ns fine as the morning, and warmer,
whieh was all the more pleasant. The first event was to be
the mile, and it excited great interest. Kildare had with-
drawn when Mr. Railton entered his name, knowing that he
stoad no chance n’gninst the S8chool House master; but
Arthur Augustus DD’Arey was not so modest. D’Arcy had
entered for the mile, and he meant to run in it.

It was in vain that the chums in Study No. 6 represented
Their views were strong,

“D'ARGY THE
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Grammar kids were arguing with some of our Third Form

fags just now about the result of a football match, and the

argument was waxing strong!'

Blake looked concerned.

“My hat; I hope there won’t be an
the harmony of the day!” he exclaimed:
can’t depend upon the small fry to keep the peace.
has that ass Skimpole got to? {i
of chief constable and then go off like this!”’

“ Better look for him,”” suggested Digby.

“Right-ho! We're all in ﬁ'ne next event after the mile,
and we sha’n’t be able to look after kee’ping the: peace then.
I say, Manners, have you seen Skimpole!’

“VYes,” said Manners halting, “I saw him go behind the
}mvxl!‘n,;’n with a book under his arm a while ago, just after
uncia.

“ Come on, kids, and we’ll rout him out!”

Half a dozen juniors went round the pavilion to look for
Skimpole, and there, sure enough, was the amatour Socialist
of 8t. Jim's, sitting on a bench with a big book on his knees
perusing it eagerly. ,

Blake jerked it out of his hand.

“Here, I say, give me my book,” exclaimed Skimpole;
1 was just getting to a most interesting part! The author

trouble to disturb
* 1 suppose we
Where

says that unless Socialism comes in during the next ten years’

it wﬂIl}:e too late to save the British Empire from falling to
preces !

“ Horrid I”” said Blake. “I'm sorry to hear that the poor
old empire is on its last legs, but we haven’t time to look
after it now, You—"

“But, really, Blake, it is a most important question. The
aggregation of capital in the hamds ot fewer and fower
extrazp,aly rich men is certain to lead, in the course of time
tg=—r

DUDE.

A Double-Len,
Tom Merry's.

h Tale ot
chooldays

ow dare he take on the job



Kindly fill in the Order Form in this issue.

“ Never mind the aggregation of capital.”’ . )

“ But it is the most important question of modern times'"

“Not so important as keepin
from fighting with the Thir
severely.

“My dear Blake—"'

“ Nice sort of a chief constable you are!”

“Dear me, I forgot! Really, I'only took the post on in
an moment of good-natured weakness!" said the amateur
Socialist. “1 am opposed to the police on principle, as a
matter of fact. You see, under Socialism there will be no
police! Everybody having enough of everything, there will
e no need to steal, and we shall abolish policemen, and
burglars, and judges, and executioners——""
© ““And how will you keep quarrelsome fellows from fighting
with one another?"

Skimpole rubbed his nose thoughtfully.

“1 haven't thought that out yet.”

“Think it out some other time, old fellow, and come and
do your duty now,” said Blake. “ You're chief constable,
and you've got to keep the peace. Come on!”

“Certainly, Blake. As a true Socialist, I am bound to
accede to every reasonable request made by a fellow-
creature,”

“Come on, then, and don't talk so much!” said Blake,

“ As o true Socialist, I am bound to talk.” §

“ By Jove, I believe you are! There will be a run on gags
when Socialism comes in!" said Blake. * Do come along!”

And Skimpole was bundled away.
were not entered for any of the events of the day had been
formed into an amateur police force to keep order, and
Skimpole was the chief. In his keen concern as to what was
to become of the British Empire in ten years' time, he had
forgotten his duties, but now that he was reminded he threw

Kindly fill in this Form and

Form fage,” said Blake

the Grammar School kids .

Twenty juniors who *

“My dear Blake, I was bound to do somethin’ for the
honah of Study No. 6! he said. * And, weally, I wathah
fancy myself on the cindah-path, you know!”

Blake snorted. It was useless to argue with Arthur
Augustus. He had other things to think of, too, for the race
was full of interest. Mr. Railton was the finest athlete at
St. Jim's, but Wimpole of the Grammar School was very

ood. For some time the event was in doubt, but at last it
gecnme apparent . that the School House master was the
better man of the two.

Mr. Wimpole stuck it out gallantly, but it became more
and more evident that he was out-classed by the St. Jim's
representative.

Frank Monk thumped Tom Merry on the back as they
stood looking on. - Tom Merry grinned at him amiably.

“Tit for tat!" he remarked cheerily. *I fancy our move
checkmates you, Monkey!”

“You're right,” said Monk ruefully; “I never thought
yvou'd be up to the wheeze; you see! Never mi if you
have the mile, we'll have the (Iunrter. and there a ant y
of ways yet for us to beat you!”

A cheer rose and swelled over the ground.

Y8t Jim's wins!” :

“ Hurrah !"

Mr. Railton was well ahead. . The Grammar School
master was fagging on behind, but Mr. Railton had a good
yard when his breast touched the tape.

“ Hurrah!"

“(Good old St. Jim's!"

“ Hurrah!" :

The School House master had won—won the famous
medicine-chest! And there were chuckles mingled with tha
cheers that greeted him. ’
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himself into the matter. It was time, for some of the more
iouthful‘ of the Grammarians had already almost come to
lows with some of the St. Jim's fags on a football guestion.

While 8kimpole was looking after his police force, the nila
race started. Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, heedless of frowns,
turned up for the race in running garb, with his eyeglass
stuck in his eye. Mr. Railton smi \N:{!I and Mr. Wimpole, of
the Grammar Schog]. stared at him as if he had been some
curious zoological specimen.

“ What is that little boy doing here, Mr. Railton?" the
Grammar School master inquired.

Mr. Railton laughed.

“ He is entered for the race. The others have scratched,
but D'Arcy thinks he will have a chance.”

“ Yaas, wathah, sir!” said Arthur Augustus innocently.
I wathah fancy myself at the mile, you know, And pway
do not be offended, Mr. Wimpole, if T explain that I am not
a little by I am nearly as big as Tom Mewwy, and I'm
in the Fourth Form at 8t. Jim’s, you know.”

But it was time to start. A cheer greeted the start,
followed by a loud laugh as D’Arcy—of course!—was seen
to drop behind in the first half-dozen strides. e two
athletes "mp!ﬂ walked away from him, and ID’Arcy was left
nhnding in the track. There was a yell of derision from
St. Jim’s and Grammar School alike.

“Get off 1"

“(Go and bury yourself!”

“Yaht!"

D’'Arcy jammed his monocle in his eye, took a slow survey
of the grinning crowd to testify to his suprenie indifference
to their opinion on that matter or any other, and then
slowly walked off the course.

““ Nice sort of an ass you are, ain’t you?" said Blake.

D’Arcy looked at him frigidly. .
““D'ARCY THE
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CHAPTER 16,
The End of a Great Day.

HE two most important events so far had been won
by St. Jim’s, and so the home crowd were exceed-
mglf well pleased with themselves, Some of the
smaller events had been pulled off by the Grammai

School, but the honours so far decidedly rested with 8t
Jim's. But the visitors were sportsmen. There was nc
annoyance shown to mar the good-fellowship of the occa
sion. The only disputes were among the younger fags,
and they were disputing not for any specific reason, bui
bocause, as Blake put it, it was their nature to, Skimpole
and his amateur police found themselves required more than
once to stop an incipient ‘‘ row."

Arthur Augustus, of course, had to distinguish himself in
the eyes of his “ governah,” who had arrived in his motor-
car soon after lunch, and joined Dr. Holmes, Lord East.
wood fixed an eyeglass in his eye as he saw his hopeful son
among the starters for the quarter-mile. The resemblancs
between father and son was then very striking.

“ By Jove,” exclaimed Lord Eastwood; *‘that's Arthur!”

“ Dear me, so it is!” said Lady Eastwood.

“He has entered for everything, auntie!” said Cousin
Ethel demurely. * Arthur is ranlg' distinguishing himself
to-day! Of course, he is not winning anything, but he does
not care for a minor point like that!™"

Lord Eastwood laughed.

“By Jove, they're off "

The quarter-mile was well contested, but it was known
from the start that Figgins would win. And win he did,
with Monty Lowther a d second.

D’Arcy came in last, but he was by no means dismayed.
As he explained afterwards, it had struck him soon after
starting, that he must not exhaust himself, as he would
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require his strength for throwing the hammer, to say no-
hing of the other contests he was entered for. When it
:ame to throwing the hammer, D’Arcy was all there. The
pammer was big and heavy, and D’Arcy did not feel quite
10 confident after he had tested the weight of i,

“ Bai Jove, you know,” he remarked, ** I don't know how
[ shall show up at thwowin’ a beastly sledge-hammah about.
[ could manage bettah with a—""

“A tack-hammer,” suggested Kerr.

“ Well, yaas, wathah!”

D'Arcy gave the hammer a trial swing, and there was a
yell from Manners. D’Arey looked round at him.

“ Bai Jove, Mannahs, did I knock you? I'm sowwy.”

“You—you—-"" ¥

“I'm weally sowwy, Mannahs, but, weally, you should not
get in the way."”

“Hand over that hammer,” said Kildare. * Now, then.”

The contest was well entered for. Figgins & Co. showed
up well in it, and so did Study Ne. 6, and Monk, Lane, and
Carboy all did well. D’Arey threw it about six feet. Then
came Pilcher, Craggs, and Grimes. Craggs and Grimes fell
far short of Figgins's distance, but the burly Pilcher easily
won,
“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus, patting his old enemy
on the shoulder. ‘T congwatulate you, Pilchah. You are
a bettah sort of fellow than you look, you know, I should
nevah have imagined you to have so much stwength, fwom
tho way you slouch about, you know.”

“S8hut up, D’Arcy,” said Kildare sharply.

“But I am complimentin’ Pilchah,”
Augustus.

‘““Oh, I don’t mind the young ass!”” grinned Pilcher.

D’ Arcy stared at him. S .

“If you are callin’ me an_ass, Pilchah—-' .

But the chums of Study No. 6 dragged. him away before
he could finish. ' i

Arthur

said

»
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“1 shall be simply &
spectatah for the west
of the aftahnoon,” said
D’Arey. “Iweallythink
1 have done enough to
uphold the homah of
Study No. 6, youknow,”

“1 am goin’ in for tho water jump now, deah boys,” said
D’Arcy. .

Blake grinned.

*The water jump’s all over, kid.” i -

“Now, you know, Blake, that I insistod upon bein’ given
a chance.”

*Go hon!” grinned Blake.
the same.” , X

* Then I shall wequest Mr. Wailton to have it twied ovah
again. .

“You're only just in time for the boxing.”

“Bai Jove, I must not miss that!” .

D’Arcy did not miss the boxing, but the fm'u::mgr was over
at the same time, and several other events escaped the swell
of St. Jim’s. Father Time would wait for no one, and the
afternoon was already growing old. : ¥

The high jump was won' by Kildare, and the long jump
by Monteith, of the New House. Then came the abstacle
race, in which Arthur Augustus was bound to distinguish
himself. The way he plumped into the hedge, and fell over
the fence, and splashed into the water, made the spectators
scream ; but D’Arcy, although hopelessly beaten, turned up

“I'm afraid it’s all over, all

* ._A Double-Length Tale of
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quite cheerfully at the finish, soaked to the skin, soratohed
und covered with mud, but perfectly satisfied with himself,
The swell of Bt. Jim's admitted himself to be fagged at
last—indeed, he confided to Blake that he had found the day
nfo:ﬁ exhausting, when he joined him after changing his
clothes,

"Ilshall be. uimpl{ a spectatah for the west of the aftah-
noom” he said. ““I weally think I have done enough to
uphold the honah of 8tud i]n. 6, you know.”

““Quite enough,” said Blake.

* Bai Jove, what is all that wow about?” said D’Arcy,
looking round. ‘‘Some of the youngsters seem to be fight-
in’, Blake.”

It was true. Skimpole had been on duty for a long time,
but at last he had retreated into a corner somewhereo with a
book, and the fags had taken advantage of it. The argu-
ment on the subject of the respective merits of St. Jim's
and the Grammar School on the football field was renowed,
and bocame more excited every moment, till it ended in
soveral of the youngsters rolling over on the ground in
deadly struggle.

““ Police I'" roared Blake. .

“Where’s Skimpole?’ shouted Figgins.

But the amateur Socialist either did not hear, or did not
heed. Blake, Herries, and Figgins rushed to separate the
combatants, and Fatty YWynn and Marmaduke and Manners
came to their aid. :

““8top this!” exclaimed Blake.” **Stop it, I say!” :

* We must stop them before the visitors notice anything !”
exclaimed Frank Monk, coming up. * Better hit out!”

“Good idea!” said Figgins,

And they rushed among the combatants, hittin,
and left, This drastic measure was effective. The howling
fags separated, and fled in various directions, The spot was
cleared in next to no time, and the juniors, like the Romans
of old, h=d made a solitude and cal’ ed it peace.

The cusk f that eventful day was now descending, and
the proceedings drew to a close. Some of the items on the
El‘oxrnmme remained there, but that could not be belped.

veryone was satisfied, and that was the groat thing.

In the dusk of the evening the visitors began to depart.
The juniors gathered round to cheer. as Miss Priscilla and
Brother Frank drove away with Ethel. Lord and Lady
Eastwood also had an ovation, and D’Arcy joined in cheer-
ing his ‘' governah,” and waved his hand with a five-pound-
note in it as the motor-car buzzed away.

Then Tom Merry tapped him on the shoulder.

““Hallo, Tom Mewwy !” said Gussy. *I haven't seen you
for some time. What have you been doin’ with yourself,
you know#”

“ Writing out the nccount of the sports for the * Weekly,' "
said Tom Merry, * Here it is. You remember you were
going to take it down to the printer's, don’t you?'

“ Yaas, wathah! You have done it pwetty quickly.”

“1 had it sketched out, and only had to fill in the names
of the winners of the events,” explained Tom Merry. *‘Lhe
printer has- all the rest of the magazine set up, and he's
promised to get this knocked off to-night, and to let me have
the copies in the morning. Only ybu must get it to him
before seven.” .

“‘Certainly,” said D'Aroy. “I'll get my bike.”

- And he thrust the manuscript into his pocket, and hurried
oft for his machine. Tom Merry could not very well leave
8t. Jim's himself just then, as he was wanted for many
things. As he turned away from the spot, three figures
came out from the shadow of the gateway of 8t. Jim's.
They were Monk, Lane, and Carboy. There was a curious
grin on the features of Frank Monk. <

“You heard that?'" he said, looking at his comrades.

“ Rather 1" said Carboy gnd' Lane.

“Tom Merry has filled in the names of the winners, and
the copy is to rintegd in their giddy school magazine.”

“Weﬁ, what about 1t?” said %nrboy. “What are you
thinking of 7"

..“Pax ends with the competitions,” said Monk. “It was
clearly understood that the truce ended as soon as we left
the grounds of St. Jim’s.”

- but what—""

“*Well, let's go and say good-bye!"” grinned Monk.
want to be a little ahea ngf Gussy on the road.”

‘““Why, on earth?”’ demanded his puzzled comradea.

i % Oh, onl¥ just to get hold of that paper before it gets to
the printer’s, and alter the names of the winners on it,"”
said Frank Monk carelessly.

Lane and Carboy burst into a laugh.

““Good wheeze I’ they exclaimed togother, And the three
Grammarians hastened to say farewell to their entertainers
at 8t. Jim's, and to take their leave. :
" Five minutes aftor they wore gone, D'Arcy whoeled his
bicycle out of the gates, mounted, and pedalled away up the

dark lane to Rylcombe.
“D’ARCY THE
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CHAPTER 17.
The Report.

" Al Jove
Arthur dhagustus D'Arcy uttered the exclamation
suddenly, g chree dark figures leaped from the
hedges, and he war scized, just as the lights of Rylcombe
came in sight.

He was gripped by two pairs of stron hands, his arms
pinned down to his sides, and he was holg helplessly on the
saddle of the bieyele while the third of his assailants went
carefully through his pockets. '

“Bai Joyve!” said D'Arcy, with remarkable coolnees,
under the.circumstances, *“ I suppose you are wascally high-
way wobbahs. Pway do not take my gold watch, as it was o
pwesent fwom my wespected governah. If you will give mae
your card, I will ask my governah to send you a cheque for
the value to your pwivate addwess,”

. There was a chuckle in the darkness. A hand had glided
into D'Arcy’s breast-pocket, and purloined the paper Tom
Moerry had given him.

D’Arcy uttered an exclamation.

“Pway don’t take that papah, deah boys—I mean, you
wotten wascals! It is not a banknote, I have a fivah in m
tg-ounghs'pockot, but that is only a papah for the pwiutaﬁ
chap.

Another chucklé. Then Arthur Augustus was lifted off
his bicycle, ‘and dropped into the dry ditch, amid the fern
and bracken. Then the threc mysterious desperadoes
vanished, taking the bicyclo with them,

D’Arcy, considerably ‘amazed, crawled out of the ditch,
He had not been robbed, except of the paper for the
printer’s, and the bicyele. His gold watch, his ver, and hLis
money were not touched,

“My hat!” murmured the swell of 8t. Jim's. “They are
the most cuwious wobbahs I have evah heard of ! Waall 7
it was vewy considewate of them to leave me my gold wutch.
Of course, they mistook the papah for a beastly banknote,
but it is wemarkable that they did not take the watch,”

As it was useless to go on to the printer's without the
paper, D'Arcy turned his stoipa homeward toward 8t. Jim’s,
Little did he dream that while he was tramping schoolwards
along the long, dark lane, Frank Monk, mounted on his
bicycle, dashed up to the printer's office in Rylcombe, and
delivered a paper there, * from Tom Merry.”

Arthur Augustus had nearly reached the gates of St
Jim’s, when he heard the buzz of a bicyele bell behind him.
He jumped out of the road, and the eyolist whizzed on,
few minutes later he reached the school gates, and found
'T'aggles, the porter, closing them. Lock-up had been loft
later than usual that evening, and I)'Arcy was just in time.
Taggles was staring in nmazement at a bicycle that was
leaning against the gates. .

“I:Iy jiggah!"” exclaimed Arthur Augustus, in amaze-
ment,

Sure enough, it was his bicyele. He realised that the
cyelist who had flown past him in the lane must have been
the bicycle thief, coming to restore his plunder. D'Arcy
waa utterly bewildered. nheeding the curious quostions of
the porter, he wheeled his machine in, and put it away, and
then went to acquaint Tom Merry with the unfortunate loss
of the paper.

The rrible Three were at tea, and Study No. 6 were
with them, and Figgins & Co. had joined the party. It was
a merry meeting in Tom Merry's study, and the hero of the
Shell was not disposed to complain.

“ Well, it can’t be helped,” he snid, when D'Arcy ex-
plained his misadventure. ““But they were no more high-
way robbers than you are.” .

“‘But they wobbed me, Tom Moewwy.”

¢ They brought the bicycle back.”

““Yans, wathuh! But inwnpﬁ they knew who I am, and
were afraid that I should be extwemely angwy; and, you
know, T am wathah a dangewous fellow when I lose ‘my
tempah.”

“Ha, ha! Perhaps so! I suppose it was some joke of
the Grammarians.”

“ Bai Jove, I never thought of that, deah boy!”

“It doesn’t matter. We shall have to wait another day
for the ‘Weekly,' that's ¢l1l," said Tom Merry. * You're
-stopping Figgy's song, so sit down and have your tea.”

“Wight-ho! T am quite willin’ to hear Figgins sing. I
E::ulfl, do anythin' for fwiendship on a day like this, deah

y !

“ Why, what do you mean, you apology for an ass?”
demanded Figgins wrathfully.
“He doesn’t mean anything,” said Tom Merry hastily.
“Fi”.‘ yourself up with cake, Gussy, and don't talk any
»

more.
“Weally, Tom Mewwy——"
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“Bilence for the song!”

And quite a merry evening was spent in the study, till
the time came all too soon for parting—a happy finish to a
very happy day

The rising-bell was not a welcome sound to the boys of
St. Jim's the next morning.

After breakfast Tom Merry was informed that a bulky
parcel had arrived for him from Rylcombe, and he took
a hasty look at it before going in to morning school. It
was from the printer's u.ng evidently contained the latost
edition of the * Weekly,” which had been promised for
that mornifig, on condition that the repert of the sports
went in before seven the previous evening.

Tom Merry stared at the consignment in surprise. Unless
Gussy had gone to sleep on hig bicycle and dreamed tho
whole occurrence, the repoit eould never have gone in, and
yet the printer could not have finished off the * Weekly”
without it. Tom Merry did not know what to think; but
thera was no time to ﬁmk into the matter then. He had
barely opened the parcel when he was called away to morn-
ing school.

In class he mentioned to Manners and Lowther the arrival
of the parcel from the printer's, and they were as amazed
as ho. Unfortunately Mr. Linton, the master of the Shell,
detected him talking on the subject, and 'Tom was given
a quarter of an hour’s detention. men_the Shell went out
after morning school, Tom Merry remained at his desk;
but he left as soon as he could, and hurried to his study.
He met Arthur Auguntus in the passage.

“I am just goin’ to your study, ’Igom Meowwy,” D’Arcﬂ
remarked; “I hear that the papah has come out, afta
all. I am weally surpwised, for f certainly nevah took in
the woeport.”

“ Blessed if I know how to account for it!"” said Tom
Merry.

“Bai Jove, yes; it is certainly vewy stwange!” said
D'Arcy, as he kept pace with the swift strides of the hero
of 'the Shell. ' Are you feelin’ vewy fagged to-day,
Mewwy 1’

*“ Not, very,” said Tom, laughin{.

“I am, wathah, I felt howwibly next-dayish when the
wisin-bell went this mornin’,”’ said D’Arcy. ‘' Hallo, there
seems to be a wow in your study!”

There was certainly a row. The fellows had not waited
for the arrival of Tom Merry; the parcel had been opened,
and the copies were passing from hand to hand, amid
exclamations of wrath and indignation,

“What's the mattah, deah boysi” inquired D’Arcy.

No one answered the swell of the 8chool House. There
.was a rush to surround Tom Merry, and copies of the
“Woekly " wera thrust into his face.

“You utter ass!” roared FKrench, of the New House.
“Call yourself an editor!”

“Call yourself a reporter ¥’ hooted Kerr.

“What do you mean by it?"" yelled Blake.

““Yaas, wathah, what do you mean by it, Tom Mewwy?
I don’t quite know what Blake is dwivin' at, but what do
you mean by it, anyway, deah boy?”’

“What's the row?’ demanded the bewildered Tom

““Look here—at the

It

Merry. ‘“Has anything gone wrong?”

“1 should say so!” howled Lowther,
report !’

“But the rchrt didn’t go in.”

“It's in right enough,” said Figgins. ‘‘Here it is; but
there’s Grammarian names as winners of every event.”

“ What!”

“ Look for yourself.”

Tom Merry stared at the report as if he could hardly
believe his eyes, as was indeed the case.

There was the report of the previous day’s proceedings, ’

just as he had drawn it up himself, with the exception that
the names of the real winners had been taken out, and
Grammarian names substituted. Where Grammarians had
won the names had, of course, been left alone. But accord-
ing to the report in their own '* Weekly,” 8t. Jim’s had
not had a single victory on that famous Say.

Tom Merry gasped.

_“The report’s been altered!” he exclaimed. ‘It was all
right when I gave it to Gussy to take to the printer’s office.”

“Bai Jove! Then it must have been the Gwammarians
who collahed me last night, and Fwank Monk must have
alterad the weport and taken it in himself,” ejaculated
D’Arcy.

Fiﬁgiuu burst into a roar.

*“Ha, ha, ha! It’s a good jape, though it's against us.
Our own ‘ Weekly,’ too. - Never mind! We might have
known what to expect when we left the matter in the hands
of a Bchool House fellow.’?

“Yes, rather!” said the Co. in chorus. “The School
House were bound to muck it up somehow.”

" Weally, Figging—"
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“You champion ass!” exclaimed Tom Merry wrathfully.
“You ought to have known——""

“Well, g0 ought you, for that matter,” said Blake;
“* Gussy ,t;uhl you all about what had happened when he
camao 1in.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Well, T was busy. But never mind, it can’t be helped,”
said Tom Merry, langhing, " and it's a jolly good joke,
anyway. We shall have to have another edition of the
‘Weckly’ printed, that’s all. And we'll put in it a good
articlo on Grammarian cheek, and send a copy over to the

Grammar Schaol.”
“Yaas, wathah! And I weally think you had bettah let
me w'ite that article, Tom Mewwy,” said Arthur Augustus,

CHAPTER 18.
How it Ended.

E cannot better conclude our story than with the
following extract from a famous London daily
paper: i
“Some curious information reaches us from our Sussex
correspondent. It appears that a cortain Dame Humphreys,
the widow of a soldier killed in Zululand, and living in the
village of Rvlcombe, had fallen into a ‘state of complete
destitution. The neglect of the Government to provide for
tho widow of one of our gallant defenders, who had lost
his life for his country, moved the indignation of certain
lads belonging to a neighbouting school, who determined
to do something for the poor old soul. A fete was organ-
ised, of which the proceeds were to be devoted to a fund
for the old lady. The idea was, we believe, first mooted by
a junior named Merry, but the affair was finally taken in
hand by the school authoritics, and managed under the joint
supervision of the headmasters of St. James's Collegiate
School and the Rylcombe Grammar School. The affair was
a great success, and a sum of no less than £24 10s. was
gained for this very deserving fund. We heartily con-
gratnlate the boys of these two schools upon their success,
in this attempt to right a wrong; but we are happ%‘ to
state that representations having been made at the War
Office, we have reason to believe that provision will be
properly made for Mrs. Humphreys, This is quite owin
to public attention having been drawn to the matter, an
Mrs. Humphreys will cortainly owe the comfort of her
declining years to these kind -hearted schoolboys, and chiefly
to the junior who originated the idea, whose rname, we
believe, is Merry.” g
Which was very gratifying to the junior whose name was
Merry when ho ‘received a copy of the paper from Miss
Fawcett, with that paragraph heavily underscored,

THE END.
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Tempest Headland is a large school standing in an exposed
position of Britain's coast.

A fearful storm is raging outside, when Cyril Conway
tells Herr Ludvig, who is taking the class for German, that
he can see from the window a ship being driven ashore. Dr.
Buchanan, the headmaster, Herr Ludvig, and the boys
ll:umet:htxteligl make their way to the cliff, but on reachin|
there they find that the ship has sunk. However, the Hea
is instrumental in saving a little black boy. He is taken
to the school, and notes to the amount of £1,000, with a
request that they may be used for his up-bringing, are found
n him. A medical man examines the nigger, and he finds the
gmy has had such a shock to his system as to affect all
memory of the past. Billy Barnes and Cyril Conway decide
to name their new schoolmate Snow ngte Adonis Venus.
He is taken as a fag by Graft, a bully.

One day Herr Ludwig's olass is upset by four huge rats
escaping from Billy Barnes's desk. lgyril and Venus try to
oapture the rodents, and at an exciting moment are inter-
rupted by the Fead.

Ie demands an explanation. ‘“If you please, sir," mur-
mured Billy, “they are my rats. They would have been
all right if it hadn't been for Bniﬁ. He let them loose.
He will shove his nose into everybody's business but his
own.

(Now go on with the story.)

Cyril explaine matters to the Doctor.
. '“Nonsense! It was not your business to bring four rats
into the room !" retorted the Head.

‘T think they have escaped all right, sir,”" said Cyril.
“There's a hole in that cupboard, and I saw the little jokers
go in there. I believe you will find them gone all right now."”

The doctor did not view the matter so philosophically.
He did not care to have four rats roaming about the colla%la.
Knowing a good deal of natural history, he knew that he
would have four hundred rats in a very short space of time,
and that little lot would soon blossom into thousands. Com.-
pound interest is nothing to rats for increasing!

“Why did you let the rats loose!” demanded the doctor.

“1 didn’t, sir. I was keeping the little fellows in my
desk."

‘“ Keeping rats in your desk?"

“Only temporarily, sir; I was not going to keep them
there always. Only, you see, I hadn’t got a cage for them.”

“Kindly let the lesson proceed, Herr Ludvig,” said Dr.
Buchanan, taking a chair by the master’s desk.

That was a most surprising lesson. Herr Ludvig did his
best, and his best was very good. The boys did their best,
and their best was very bad—with the exception of Cyril.
He could speak German as well as Dr. Buchanan could, and
far better than any boy in that great college, when he liked.
He liked on that occasion, and the lesson ended with a little
converantion between the two masters and Cyril. Every boy
listened as intently as though he understood that conversa-
tion, and Herr Ludvig beamed on_his promising pupil; then
he dismissed the class, and as Billy was trying to get out
first, the doctor ordered him to come to his study at two
o’clock. It was a nasty hour; Billy knew that from past
experience, .

“ A very clever lad, Herr Ludvig!” exclaimed the doctor,
speaking of Cyril.

“Ach; it is so! He speaks German excellently! You
notice it! And mind you tis, tat boy can learn vat he likes.
1t i3 te same mit te oter masters. Tey tell mo so. Ven he
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chooses—you have it?—he can learn vat he plenses. Give
him someting difficult, he vill learn it. How, I know not.
Ho very seldom seems to vork.”

“There is not a doubt that he has very great ability!”
said Dr. Buchanan. “I must deal with the other matter;
I will not have classes upset like this. I know that boys
nover know where to draw the line, and I shall make what
allowance I can for Barnes; but I shall soverely cane him.
What do you think about putting Conway into the highor
Form for German?”

“Oh, leave me von boy in tis class. Tere is no doubt tat
he is far te best German scholar in te college, and Monsieur
Dupin tells me he is his best French scholar. I shall not
keep te boy back; you could not. He learns mit conversa-
tion mit me after class, but he vill try to answer in English.
However, ve are getting on. Leave me von boy to break
te monotony.”

‘“He ahnﬂ not be moved yet, Herr Ludvig!” exclaimed
the doctor, placing his hand on the German master’s
shoulder. ** A master’s life is not such an easy one as many
WPTRB I shall cane that lad.”

Then the dootor sighed as he walked away, for he hated
having to chastise an unruly pupil; but he was the first to
maintain the discipline of the collage.

Dr. Buchanan, than whom a kinder ®ind juster man never
lived, was scated in his study, and his cane was close beside
him. The college clock was chiming two—the fatal hour for
Billy. The doctor could hear whispering voices in the pae-
sage. At the first toll of the bell, Billy, Cyril, and Venus
entered the study, and the doctor looked surprised. They
stopped at the doorway, and he motioned them towards the
bhearthrug.

“1 ordered Barnes to come to my study,” observed the
doctor. “‘I do not know why you have also come, Conway."”

“I am particeps criminis, sir.'

‘““ And you, my lad?”

“Yes, sah,” answered Yermq, to whom the inquiry was
addressed. *' I'm all dat!

“ All what?”

“1 dunno de cxact meaning ob de German words, but if
it's anyting like rat hunter, 1'm all dat. Yah—ahough—
hough!"

“What have you to say for yourself, Barnest" demanded
the doctor, ignoring Venus's laugh, which he strove to turn
to a cough. 5

“If you please, sir, I am sorry!”

“ Tt 18 such a poor excuse,” observed the doctor; sighing.
“We are all sorry for our faults after they have occurred,
But you understand, Barnes, we must be punished for them.
Have you anything else to say!”

“ No, sir.”

“1 shall cane you.”

“One moment, sir!"” exclaimed Cyril. “I know all the
rights of the thing, and I don’t believe Billy deserves a
wﬁncking. Of course, it's not an important matter, because
boys are bound to be caned, more or lesg——""

“Not if they do not grossly mishchave themselves.”

“ Granted, sir, and that is where it comes in. I don't
mind Billy being caned, but——"

“1do!" growled Billy. ¥

“Oh, do shut up—I mean, be quiet!” growled Cyril
“What I mean to say, sir, is that Billy has not been guilty
of gross misbehaviour. I dare say hé deserves a caning fo
half a dozen other things, but I don’t believe that he really
deserves one for this, Mind you, if he does, I deserve 1
far worse, hecause I tried to scatter those rats. Now, Bill;
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nevor tried to seatter them. If it had not been for another
fellow he would have kept them in his desk, and made a
cage for them,” i

“You tell me that he did not bring them into the class-
room with the object of creating a disturbance?”

“T feel perfectly sure of that, sir. Billy is a chump-—1
mean, . he's the most thick-headed ass—donkey—sort of
gimple that you ever camo across.” ;

“1 do not think that you are doing yourself justice for
rhetorie,. Conway.'’ ;

“ It doesn’t matter twopence, sir! I am going to give you
the truth. 1 am not going to try to convince you that Billy
doesn't- deserve a flogging, if he does; and I'm not going
to try to-convincoe you against your convictions, for the
simple reason that no boy could be so stupid. All you want
are tho facts of the case. 1 don’t care whether Billy gets a
whacking or naot, if he deserves it——""

“F dol” gmwfed ‘Billy. *“I would much rather not have
one, whether I deserve it or not.”

“1 would like to ask you one question, Barnes,” ub-
served the doctor, fixing his eyes on the culprit. ** Do you
consider you deserve a flogging for what has occurred this
morning * .

“1 suppose so. Cyril says I don’t, sir, and he’s a clever
chap. 1 would advise you to take his advice. - All 1 know is,
that I don’t deserve it as much as the one I didn’t get for
breaking bounds the night before last; but that was because
I was not caught.”

“It's too awfull” groaned Cyril. “ Honesty is the proper
thing, but such awful simplicity does not give a chap a fair
chance. Why, sir, you ought to give me forty Hoggings
straight away.” .

“Let me catch you, my lad!”

“That’s always what I try for you not to do, sir. All tho
aame, 1 say that Billy does not deserve a thrashing.”

“(Cyril Conway,” exclaimed the doctor, after a pause,
““all the years you have been at this collage—and you came
as o very little boy, the youngest in the college, if I remem-
her nrigib——you have never told me a lie. I have found you
absolutely truthful. Yon know, my lad, it is painful to my
feelings to cane a boy. Now, Conway. if you asgure me on
your honour that Barnes does not deserve a caning, I will
take your word for it.” .

“Well, sir, | spoke without looking at the thing properly.
1 gaid that Billy did not deserve a caning. I should have
said that I thought so from my point of view. I don't
believe he does; but you will know whether he does or not.
1 don't care about him gettin rche caning, but I wouldn’t
like a chap to get one that he ;Fic not really deserve,”

“Why do you think Barnes does not desgrve to be caned
for misconduct, that, to my mind, appears very serious?”

“Well, sir, they were rat-hunting down the river, and
Billy happened to be that way. You might almost tell Ly
the {ouk of him that he had been that way, or thereabouts.
At any rate, he got sorry for the rats, because they had not
got a chance., They had got four in a zage, and Billy tells
me he felt sort of sorry for them; so he gave his last five
bob—his last five shillings, and bought those rats. Now,
Billy likes animals. He told me that he was sorry for the
poor bipeds—""

““Bipeds!” gasped tho doctor.

“Well, sir, I am only telling you what Billy said, He
was getting technical, and 1 vow he said he was sorter
;jqxi;-y' f’c,ir the poor bipeds. It is not my language; it is

illy's.

";t is shocking I"*

“Yes, sir; but it would have been more shocking if those
bipeds had ot had Billy’s last five bob—ahem —shillings
spent upon them.” =

“Qyril Conway,” cried the doctor, taking off his glasges,
and gazing at his daring pupil, '* you are the most plausible
boy that I have ever known, and I have known many
thousands of bo?s. Go away, all of you, and if such a
thing occurs again—I mean, such a disturbance in the class,
1 shall punish the delinquents with the utmost severity.”

“Blest if I can understand it " growled Billy, when they
bowed themselves from the room. “You are a caution,
Cyril; you are really! I believe you could talk over an
angry tiger,”’

“But I didn’t talk the doe. over, Billy I said Cyril, “1
merely gave him facts,””

“ But ho knew the facts. Dash it all, he'd seen them! He
felt one of them. T saw the blood on his hand.”

“Billy, I told the doc. the truth,” said Cyril. “I can’t
:xplagsn“{o you why he let you off, except that you were kind
0 rats. J

::But they weren’t kind to him. One of 'em bit him.”

Pooh! ¥You don’t know the doc. He wouldn’t care if

he was half killed, go long as the thing was an accident.
ow, it’s no good talking about it. The fact remains that
e is satisfied; #o are we, and thero you get the end of it.”?
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“But how did it happen, Cyrili” inquired Venus, when
they were alone. . /

““Why, don’t you see, Venus,” exclaimed Cyril, “I~t011d
the doc. the truth, and the truth redounded to Billy's
credit, because it E‘»roved that Billy was fond of biped
animals with four legs. It was a kind action. Billy did
not want rats. He merely bought them to save them from
being torn to pieces by dogs, and I know he gave his last
five bob for the brutes, because he borrowed sixpence from
me. He will pay back next Saturday, - 1 know Billy. He is
an ass, and won't learn, or can’t; hut he is downright honest.
Now, the doctor took the thing in its proper hight.” He
always does. You can't fool the doc. Personally I have
never tried, but I know you can't, because I know other
fellows who have tried to do it, and have failed. He told
me to take you in hand, and I promised. He likes you
hecause he saved your life by ene of the bravest actions I
have ever seen, and I called him a maniac to his face that
night for doing it. Well, I pledged the doc. my word, and
1 shall keep it, in the sense in which I pledged it, and in
which he meant it, He did not mean that I was to keep you
from all mischief, because he knew jolly well I would be
about the last boy in this college who would be able to do
s0; but ho meant that I was to act as a sort of friend to
Yyou.

*“Ho wanted me to teach you by example that you must
speak the truth. It is ridiculous to do otherwise, let alono
the other aspects of the thing. Peoﬁle must find you out.
Look at Billy. He blurted out that he had broken bounds.
Well, that means a caning; but the doec. passed it, becauso
Billy blurted out the truth. The doctor would not convict
him on his own evidence. Personally I should despise my-
self for lying. Thero is somecthing so contemptible in it.
Bother it all, if you get into a secrape, confess up, and you
will find that it is the honest and the proper thing to do.
The honest thing must be the proper one. If you have got
to get a licking, it's better to have it with a clear con-
seience than a bad one. 1

“ Mind, don’t imagine for a moment that the doc. would
let, lyc;:u off for a scrape that 'deserved a licking. I have
confessed to many a one, and faken my whacking, If I had
lied to him, ‘T should have got the whacking a.lf the same;
but ho would not trust you on a future ocsasion.  See? Leét
him be able to say of you what he said of me this after-
noon—that he had never found you spealk falsely to him.
Stick to the truth, Venus. DBrave chaps ought always to do
that. My mother would be able to speak to you better on
the subject. You don’t remeriber anything about your
mother; all the same, the advice I am giving you is rght.
Now, let’s come and have a lark Let’s stir u Mo})\ps, or
smash windows, After all, we are only schoolboys!”

A Hunting Party.

The Fourth were busily engaged with their examination
Enpers,' and about the only bgy who looked anything like

appy in the class waa Cyril Conway.

hey had been thus employed for a very short time, when

Cyril neatly folded his paper, placed it on the master’s

gaak, made him a most polite bow, and walked towards tho
oor.

Mr. Napier, the senior master, was conducting the
examination.

“(Conway I'”” he cried.

“8ir?’ observed that worthy, turning and making
another bow, quite as polite as the first.

“ Surely you have not finished your paper already?”

* Pardon, sir, yes; eczi.nta easy. 1 understood that when
our papers were finished that wp were to have the remainder
of the day to ourselves.”

' That 1s s0; but wait a moment.”

Mr. Napier opened the paper, and a pleased expression
came over his face. It was not only neat, but every ques-
tion was correctly though concisely answered. ;

“You can go, my lad,” le excldimied.

Cyril did so, but he took up a position outside the door,
from which he could watch proceedings.

Venus folded his paper just as neatly, walked up to the
master’s desk, J)lacad the paper. on it, then mado a bow
that_he intended to be a second ion of Cyril’s.

“ Here, you come back, Venus!” cried Mr, Napier. ‘I
don’t believe that you have answered all the questions.”

“Yes, sah; ebery one dat I knew:”

“Humph! You appear to have been answering somo
that you did not know at the same time. What's this word
that 'you have put against some of them?”

“Dat's ‘dunno,’ sah. You see, dose guestions dat I
wasn't quite certain ob I put dunno against, so dat you
might see dat I had taken pains wid dem.”

“I am afraid you have not tried.”

“Qolly, sah, dat’s de worst mistake you eber made ’bout
A Double-Length Tale of
Tom Merry’s Schooldays.
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de matter! De amount ob boder and anxiety dat paper haa
caused dis child is_someting drefful; and eben now I ain't
sure weoder or not I hab got all de answers correct.”

“I am!"” exelaimed Mr, Napier,

‘It wasn’t any good bodering ober de dunno ones, sah.
I don’t want to get percussion o%: de brain, or anyting like
dab. 1t ain’t good for a nigger to work too hard.”

“If you are a fair sample of them, I den't think you
will be far wrong. The amount of work you do will nover
-injure your brain.” L

“I'm glad to hear dat, sah. Good-morning!”

Mr, Napier hesitated for a moment, but let him go.

Billy Barnes wanted to go also, but he simply did not
dare to show up the amount of work he had done, so he
went on his hands and knees and came crawling through
the doorway under cover of the desks. The other boys
were not sufficiently daring to follow his example, so they
went on with their work.

‘““Worked it o treat!” exclaimed Billy. ,

“Tixactly! But I don’t know whether you will find it a
treat when you come back, Billy,” said Cyril. ** You ought
to have shown your paper up.”

“You wouldn’t say so if you saw some of the answers
I've shoved in,” growled Billy. “I'm bothered if I could
understand some of the questions; and I'm jolly certain
he won’t be able to understand some of the anawers.
don’t know how you manage to carry all your knowledge
in your head, Cyril. It's not a b‘:qgar head than mine;
in faot, it isn't so_big, but 1I'll bet it's got a hundred times
as much in it. However, I don't mind that, so long as we
hato got out all right.” ' 1
v“ﬁem‘u dat' man ‘Mopps to be’ considered,” observed

enus. S

“Er—yos " exclaimed Cyril. “I have been considering
him.  You had better leave him to me. Here goes! Nice

5 {ngrnin‘g, .Mopps, isn't it?’ observed Cyril, entering the
odge.
"gthh'n,that got to do with you?” growled Mopps. “I
don't want’ you humbugging about here. I've had enough
of you, and so I tell you."
““Quite so, my dear fellow, and that is why we are going

The Ont

out. You see, we shall not bother you then. Kindly open
the gates,” "
“1 ain’t going to do any such thing. You ought to be

being examined ; and if they find out all I know about you,
T'd say they will feel inclined to hang you, and have done
with you.” y

“ What did you have for your breakfast this morning?”

¥

“ What's that fog to do with you?

made use of that elegant expression every time the doctor
rang his bell.  “That bell is a-going from morning to
night, and it generally goes jest as I have set down to my
meals."”

‘‘You are not having a meal now, for a wonder, Mopps.”

“I know what I'm having, you rat, without your telling
me. I;ilf.e ain’'t worth living in this 'ere college; I declare
it ain't!” i

““You should take a public-house, Mopps, and then you
would be able to live on beer and skittles. But you had
better be off.” i

“I'd like to take the place of public executioner, and
hang such rats as you!" growled I‘Eopps. taking down the
keys of the gates, because he had an idea those worthies
would use themn for purposes of exit. "

““Look here! exchimod. LCyril,. “I don't gquite Lknow
whether the doc. would approve of us going out before
dinner, though I should think he would not mind, seeing
that he will save the cost of our food; but I think it will

safer to go without waiting for his permission. We can
easily climb- the gates. This way, old chaps! Venus can
climb like any other monkey, and I know you are pretty
good at monkey tricks, Billy.”

“Well, we can't all be as quiet and lamblike as you,"”
rotorted Billy. ‘I can't make that calm, sorrowful expres-
sion come over my face when I am %oing to get it hot like
you can; but then there are lots of other things you can
do that I can't, so it's no good bothering about it.
up, else Mopps will be back.”

Beyond the manipulation of the spikes on the top of the
gete, there was not much difficulty in gotting out.

Billy ripped his trousers slightly, but, as he said, trousers
can't bo expected to last for ever.

“Yah, yah, yah! I hab noticed dat yours don't, Billy.
Nober knew a boy to spoil trousers like you."

* Well, you don’t spoil a few, either.”

“‘Dat don’t matter, 'cos Cyril’s fit me, and he's always
got n mighty lot. You see, his moder likes him to look
nice.

“ Er—yes. But trousers are beneath consideration when
we have an.important matter like this in hand. -We ought
really to have had red coats and tall hats. ' Now, T intanid
to show you some fun, and we shall have the laugh at the
endof it.” :

9 il:ould say dat would be funny nuff, Cyril,” obsoived
Venus. ‘‘But what are you goiog to do, and what do, wo
want red coats for? Are you going to enlist as a soldier.”

“Follow me, and you won't .go wrong, unless I huppen:
to do s0,” observed Cyril.  “I have not explained: -my
scheme to you, because it is such a brilliant sne that
want you to have a littlo surprisa, However, 1 will tell
it to you now, We are going untinf."

o at, hunting rats?” inquired Billy. ‘‘I don’t believe
you will get me off a second time if I get taking rats into
the college.” i

““We are going hunting hares. Of course, if we happen
to come across a stag, or even a fox, we shall leave the
hares, and start hunting the stag or the fox."

I don’t see much fun in running after hares,” growled

Hurry

Bll.l{,. ) .
‘“Bother it! We are not going to run after them; we

“ Nothing: appen i t i
to lonow Tt was plokled  SOSOIOIOIOICIOIOIOICIGITIDICICIOIOROK 10 Boing fo ride ufter
parli\.l” T e - "Rldt?:!t Wfil, I'm not
‘“No, i orn't, sure a wouldn't
rat! 1 happened to have rathor run ufter them.”
an ‘m!diok.’P Ow 0 you 0 ? ! “You told l.::dxemrr;v'c'u
“Then I tell you what g ) & anld ride, Billy."

it is, Mopps—your "addick
didn’'t agree with you.
It has upset your charm-
ing temper. You ought
to take a pailful of Bunk-
um's  Killemoff, We
have finished our exami-
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