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A Splendid, Long, Complete School Tale of Tom
Merry & Co. at St. Jim’'s.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD,

CHAPTER 1, hidden there. But the hope was unfounded. A piece ot
Money is Tight. string, some cobbler a-wax, and an ancient aniseed-ball
OM MERRY want through his pockets slowly and ca.r.nac:u hg}:t; !nutMnothmg in the shape of cash,
“ mothodically, Mannars and Lowther watched him btan | said anners. s .
with interest, not to say anxiety. “Yes, it's rather rotten,” agreed Tom Morry, and JP”)’
The threa chums wore standing in the careless of you chaps to run out of tin just
porch of the School House at 8t. Jim's. when 1 happen to stony.

“What the dickens do you mean by
being stony just when we've run out ol
tin?"' enid Manners,

“Well, we must have somo tin,” said
Lowther decidedly, “We've asked-Fatty
Wynn over to tea, and the gupboard’s
empty. We've got to lay in a supply by
hook or by crook."

“And a good supply, too,” said Manners.
“You know what Fatty Wynn has been
like ever since he came back from his sea
voyage.”

Morning school was over, and the sunny
quadrangle was alive with boys. Through
jaeket-pockats, waistcont-pockaets, and
trouser-pockets Tom Merry went, with
mothod and eare; but the result was the
same in each case. Every pocket was
drawn blenk.

“Btony?' asked Lowther.

* Looks like it."”

Tom Merry drew out the lining of his
trousers-pocket to ita fullest extent, in theo
vain hope that some coin might yet be

ANOTHER DOUBLE-LENGTH TALE OF TOM MERRY NEXT THURSDAY.
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Tom Merry made a grimace.

“Yes, 1 don't see how we could do it under five bob, kids,
to give him.a decent spread, but——""

“But we haven't five pence,” said Manners,

* Exactly.”

“ Well, }'must say it was rather reckless of you, Merry, to
ask a chap—especially-a chap lik Wéynn_—to tea, without
having a shot in the locker,” said ﬁlon vy Lowther severely.

‘It was the only ‘"‘f' Figging & Co. have got somethi
on—we know that——and it’s certain it's gomething up agains!
the School House. If we can get Fatty Wynn over here to
tea, and feed him up to the chin, and get him into u jolly
good temper, he's certain to chatter something out.”

“Yes; but how are we to fill him up to the chin, when
we've nothing in the oul d but the remnant of an eld

ham, half a stale loaf a pepper-castor, and when all the
avail le are i‘ohprlnd in & lucky ha'penny and a
Frenc 7" demanded Lowther..

‘“That want thinking out, of course.”

u ‘f}}:y' : 'hk.uthwa tot}pve :l“M in hall our?lvu, by k;chc
wa, in, at present,’” sai anners, ‘' Fancy asking
Fn{ty'W%.‘h u tu;‘)in-hslfr He would faint!” b

M i dear kids, we're not at the end of our resources yet,”
ﬁid ‘om ;Morq placidly. **When in doubt, rely on Tom

err; 2 ; )

“Oh, rats!”

“ Here comes Blake, and as he looks in a remarkablg.good
temper with himself, I think we're quite safe for the five
bob. We'll try, anyway. I1f he doesn't turn up trumps,
there's the only Augustus to fall back on.”

Jack Blake, of the Fourth Form at Bt. Jim’'s and Study
No..6 in the"School H was coming out of the house.
He glanced at the chums of the Shell, and stopped as they

2losed up in his way, :
as Blake assumed a

“Pax,” said Tom Merry, laughin T
somewhat - warlike attitude. “ge us in the guise of
aup%ﬁ" . i

' 's the little game?"

“We're stong.”

Jack lrinmd:&’ ‘i \ :

; 8 ise with you, my sons, because I'm

buntad'r’ny'a'eﬁ% s X e

“ Well, of all the unreliable rotters, ﬁ: take the biscuit!"”
exclaimed Tom Merry, in disgust. ** Wa are looking for a
good Samariten with five spare boblets——" -

““Borry,” said Blake. “ I blued my last tin on somé new
tools for my tool-chest. If you can wait till Baturday——""

“Why don’t you say till Christmas?"”’

“1g it very important, then?”

“Awfully important. We've got a distinguished guest
coming to tea, and have run out of supplies, and of tin at
the same time."”

“Then you'd better send your guest a telegram, and s
{ﬁu;:m dead, and ask him to put it off till next week,"” sai

alke,

““No good; it's Fatty Wynn.”

“Oh, I know it's no good triing to stop Fatty from
coming to a feed!” assented Blake. * But what on earth
are you having a New House bounder to tea for? If you
wanted someone to come to tea, I'd have come, if there'd
been a decent spread.”

“ Policy, my dear kid, policy,” said Tom Merry.

“ Policy!  What are you driving at?”

“ Thereby hangs a tale. There is something on in the
New House—Figging & Co. are very mysterious, and Fatty
Wynn, of course, is in the secret, We're going to feed him
up, and get something out of him.”

“Well, I wish I could help you. But, I say, if you're
thinking of feeding Fatty Wynn up, it's a big job, It can't
be done on the cheap.”

“Well, we were thinking of starting him on fried
potatoes,” said Tom Merry. ‘‘They're nice, and they're
cheap, too, We could keep the delicacies out of sight at
firet, and get him to lay a good foundation of fried potatoes
and produce the more expensive lomm? afterwards, an
then there would be enough to go round.”

Blake laughed. : /

‘ Well, that's a good wheeze, Cet him to take in five or
six pounds of potatoes, and that would take the edge off his
appetite. But, I say, if you are on the borrowing tack, you
can up to Study No. g. and see D'Arey.”

“Is he in funds?”

“ He must be; he had a fiver from his Aunt Adelina yester-
dlny, dlng he’s changed it. He can't have blown it all
already. ; -

“Good! Come on, kids, and we'll interview Gussy.”

Blake went down the steps of the Bchool House, and the
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Terrible Three went upstaire. Between the Terrible Three
and Study No. 6 there was something of a rivalry, the leader-
ship of the School House juniors being at stake; but when
they were not ragp)lr one_another, they were very good
friends. And -Tom Merry had not the 'l'f'. t doubt of
being able’ to raise a loan from the obliging Arthur
Augustus D’Arey, the swell of the 8chool House.

A youth with a large head and & pair of bi octacles
nearly ran into_the Terrible Three as they re the top
of the stairs, He stopped, as Monty Lowther gave him a
playful dig in the ribs that tool all his breath away.

“Really, Lowther!” he ga . *“*Dear md! I wanted
to see you particularly, Tom Yol ;

“And I wanted particularly met to see you, Bkininy,
said Tom Merry, walking on, ;

Skimpale caught him by the sleeve,

“ Hold on a minute, Merry. It's important,"

*“Oh, buek up, then!" h
‘ As know, T am & Socialist,’”’ said Skimpd’a. blinking
at the chums of the Shell.” * On that account—" "

“ 1f you're going to talk Socialism—-" . -3

““ No, no, don't be hasty; 1.am not, T mentioned the fact
that I was & Boeldz& simply to explain the other fact—
more important at prosent moment—that 1 am stony.
As a sincere Socialist, I cannot refuse pecuninry aid to all
who ask it—and in consequence my pocket-money quickl
oes. But in any case, my allowance is not large enoug
or the sum I at present require. I believe you have a
very genecrous allowance from your old governess, Miss
Fawoett!”

“1 believe 1 do,” assented Tom Merry. ¥

“ And when you want any extra' little sums, she sends
them to you?" v

Tom Merry laughed.

** Sometimes.” .

* Good | Then perhaps you will be able to lend me ten

Lt

. erl;m Lou’l“wil.‘ be able to lend me ten pounds.”

““ There is nothing comical in that, is there, Morry?" said
Skimpole, blinking in_a puzzled way at the chums of the
Shell. “T asked you if you could _me tor pounds,”

“You are too moderate, Skimmy. ; t to make it
ten fI.thr.)'litlahl.mi‘" AT OV

“Really, Merry——" R 0 b )

“Or ton mill"{on," suggested Monty Lowther. *You
woﬂlcE be just as likely to get it, you know, so you might ns
well.’ ‘

“I am particularly in want of ten pounds at the present
moment, and I will repay it in a few weeks, out of the 50&!:
of the great book 1 am writing on Socialism. It will be
ready for publication as soon as 1 have completed the four
hundred and twenty-fourth ¢ P

“My dear ass,” said Tom Merry kindly, *I've never—or
hardly ever—had such a sum as ten in life, and
1 wouldn't have the cheek to ask Miss Faweett for half as
much, if I wanted it ever so much. And, not te put too fine
a point on it, I think your modest request ia the finest
example of pure, unadulterated cheek that I've ever hap-
pened to come across.”

‘ Passed unanimously,” said Monty Lowther.

Skimpole blinked at the chums of the Shell with a rather
WOrri expression.

“Well, you see, I want ten pounds Particulurly.” he ex-
plained. ““There’s no one else I could think of to ask.
Btill, if you couldn't manage ten, I could do with five.”

(o hon!”

1 want to buy somebody a present—a person I esteem
very much—on her birthday,” said 8kimpole, ‘' Of course,
I can’t be mean about a thing like that.’

- You. mean Tom Merry can't be mean,” grinned Lowther.
“1t's his cash you're thinking of spending.”

“Not at all, Lowther. You are quite mistaken. I shall
rnpago;.)l‘fm Merry to the last farthing out of the profits on
my R

“Well, 8kimmy, if you made it half-a.crown, I might
manage it next week,” said Tom Merry, laughing. * But
at present I am stony, end am on the borrowing lay myself.”

“Dear me, that is very unfortunate. I shall have to seek
assistance in ancther quarter, I suppose.”’

“You certainly will.”

. And the Terrible Three walked on, leaving Bkimpale Jook-
ing troubled. The chums of the Shell chuckled.

“Ten pounds!" murmured Manners. * What I like about

Skimmy is his moderation! Nobody in the School House
would lend him tenpence, as a matter of fact.”

A Tale of Tom Merry &
BY Martin Clifford. O
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Tom Merry, Manners and Lowther sat up amid the wreckage of the study, and looked at one |

another with feelings

too deep for words, [

*“ And whom on earth can he want to give a present to, at
such a figure as ten pounds?” said Monty Lowther.

“Must be aumeb()(iy vory spocial, [ suppose he is going
to buy a special set of the works of Scratchford or Blynd-
man, buum]l in calf, to present to some swoet Sooialist,” said
Manners, with a chuckl., **Skimmy has been in love before
now, you know.”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!"

‘“Here weo are,”
Come in."

And the Terrible Three entered Study No. 6.

g

CHAPTER 2.

Arthur Augustus is Very Sorry Indeed.
RTHUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY was alone in the
atudy. Ha was sitting at the table with a thoughtful
frown on his face, a pencil in his hand, and a paper
bofore him, upon which he was jotting down figures, Ho
was too deeply alsorbed to notiee for the moment tho

entrance of the chums of the Shell Form.

“Thwee pound ten,” he murmured—"thwee pound fen.
I am afwaid that it will not be enough; but on the othah
hand, there is no way of gettin’ any more. Even if I w'ote
to my governah and asked him for some cash, it is ex-
twomely pwob. that it would not get here in time. It ia
wathah wotten—— Bai Jove! Is that you, Tom Mewwy?"

Arthur Augustus looked up, and turned over the shest he
waa joltting figures upon face downwards on the table.

He looked a little pink and confusad, and the Terrible
Three noted it with some surprise. Arthur Augustus D'Arcy
was famous for his aolf possession, which wvery seldom de-
gerted him, even at the mest trying moments.

“ Deep in decimals, Uussy? "’ asked Tom Merry choerfully.

The swell of tha 8chool House shook his head. "

“No, deah boy, I am not deep in beastly decimals.

said Tom Merry, “and here's Gussy.
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‘“Learning shorthand?”

“ No, oortainly not.”

“0Oh, T thought I saw a lot of dots and dashes and
scratches on the papor,” said Tom Merry. “ It would be a
useful accomplishment, too."”

“T am not likely pvah to need shorthand, I suppose,”
D'Arey.

“Yaa, cortainly. You'd be able to take down your own
apeaches verbatim in the House of Lords, you know, when
you get there.”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—

“Or you ocould get eighteen bob a week as a junior clerk,”
suggoested Lowther, ‘‘when Skimpole haa abolished tho
House of Lords, and all you bloated aristocrats have to take
to work."

* Weaally, Lowthah—-""

“But we haven't come here to talk of Gusay's future
proapects,” eaid Tom Merry. " What we want to know,
Gusay, is this. Can you spring the humble but indispensable
five bol to three respectable youths who are down on their
luck, the same to be faithfully returned on Saturday, when
those three same respectable and deserving youths will

recoive their respactive allowances?™

“Wall put!” said Manners, with a nod of approval, ‘I
(ussy can resist an appeal like that, he must have a heart
né hard as Skimpole’s head.”

Arthur Augustus coloured uncomfortably.

“ Weally, deah boys—"' ha began.

“That's how the case stands, (Gussy,’’ said Tom Merry.
“Wa're stony—broke to the wide, busted till Saturday.
Wa've got a distinguished guest coming to tea after school-—
n distinguished guest with a distinguished appetite. Can
you lend us five bob? You shall have it back on Saturday.
You know I never fail in little matters of that kind."

“Yans, wathah!" said D'Arcy. “I know that vewy wall,
Tom Mewwy."

gaid

"

A Tale of Tom Me: & Co.
B; ﬂart-ln cumd.
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“Oh, we'll keep him up to it,” said Lowther. * You can

rely upon me,”

“ Hearing that you were rolling in filthy lucre, we gave
you !eoond‘cbm. after discovering that Blake was broke,”
said Tom Merry. ““It ien't every fellow I would borrow five
bob of. You may regard yourseelf ss honoured,”

** Distinctly honoured ! " said Manners,

D’Arcd'n aAce waa crimson,

“ Waally, Tom Mawwy——' 4

“ We're not rotting, old chap!' said Tom Merry, someo-
what surprised by the evident confusion in D’Arcy’s manner,
“We're hard up, and we want you to lend us five bob."”

*1 should be extwemely pleased, Tom Mewwy——"

“ 8o should we, so hand it over!”

“1t would be a weal pleasure to me, but—"

“Oh ;, here’s an r good man gone wrong! Are you
stony i .

Arthur Augustue hesitated.

“Well, not exactly, deah boy, but--e'"

“T understood from Blake that you had a lot left ou* of
a fiver sent you by your Aunt Sempronia—"’

My Aunt Adelina, Tom Mewwy."” ‘
ell, your Aunt Adelina, then. I'm not particular as
fiver was all right.”

to the name of the aunt, so long as the

Phe vah was all wight, deah boy.”

“¥You can't have blued it all, Guesy; that's impossiblo,
And if have, I shall have to keep an eye on you in
fu "m Tom ry, shaking his head seriously. ‘‘It
has oocur to me eeveral times that your governor is a
little too liberal with in the matter of money. I have
“thought that if T w to him and nxpluinednzlt it was
not good for a Fourth F kid to hiave so much loose cash,
R:miabt‘q'ul mm?,ﬂn fivore instead. Do you think

would "

‘f‘l‘hll{ Tom Mewwy—2

’

“But at present it is five bob I am in want of. If you
haven't it, sy, don’t mind eaying so, and I'll go further
o, A

Tom Merry looked at the swell of the School House in
surprise. He could not account for D’Arey's confusion and
blushes. Lowther and Manners were eqaally surprised.

*It's all right, Guassy, if you haven't the tin,” sa1d Lowther,
“Don’t be worried about it. There are others, you know.”

“1t ien't exactly that, deah boys. I've got the tin——"

“Then why don't you hand over the loan?"

'‘You see, I-I—"

Tom Merry coloured a little,

“You don’t want to lend me the money?" y

‘It isn't that, deah boy. You see, I—I want the tin for
» most particnlah purpose——"" :

*“ Why, what scheme have you got on mow?”

“1 haven't any scheme on, but—""" "

" Well, never mind, Gussy,” eaid Tom Marry good-
naturedly. “1 don’t want to pry into your little sccrets, I
must look out for the tin somewhere else.”

“I'm foahfully sowwy, Tom Mewwy-—-"

"“That's all right.”

“1 mean, 1 don't want you to think T wouldn’t lend you
the money,” said D’Arcy, !.u-eatly distressed. “I'd twuat
you with anythin’. But—'

“I¢'s all right.”

‘““ And you're not watty about it?"

“Nat what?" asked Tom Merry. .

" Watty."

“Ha, ha! I'm not ratty, if that's what you meas. You
huve'u right to do es you like with your own tin, I sup-

o0,

“You sce, I'm in an awkward {)oahh myself.
barely tmt:n::ﬁ’l:1 money for what I want, and so

“No, 1 't see, but 'it’s all right,” oaid
laughing. ** Don't trouble to explain,
for everything. Come on, chaps!”

“You are quite sure you are not watty, Tom Mewwy?"

“Ha, ha! Yes, quite sure."

And the chume of the Shell quitted the study. They had
not gone a dozen paces down the passage, when there was
a patter of feet behind them, and Arthur Augustus caught

m up, looking very breathless. The Terrible Threo
etopped and looked at him inquiringly as he gasped for
breath, taking it for granted that he had altered his mind,

was coming to press the little loan upon them,

* I-1 say, deah boys, just a moment—"

" g (‘J'ert.mn]y." said Tom Merry politely, “as many as you
ike.

‘“ I—1I told you just now that T wae vewy sowwy I couldn't
oblige you with a little loan,” gasped Arthur Augustus.

“Yos. What about it?"

“I've just wun aftah you to say that—that— "

“Yes, on!"

e Thnt.?oam weally vewy, vewy sowwy indeed, deah boys!”

The Terrible Three Iooied at one another, and looked at

T_ILIG‘EHA!_:

i
"

g

I have
ou soe——"'"
om Merry
We take your word

“THE JOKER OF ST.

Arthur Auguatus, The swell of the 8chool House beamed
at them through his eyeglass.

“1 thought T had bettah wun aftah you and assure you
on that point,”” he said.

Tom Merry was greatly inclined to buret into a roar of
laughter, but he duf not. He put his hand uﬁ:n his heart,
anf bowed.  Manners and Lowther, taking their cue from
t}:‘:r leader, put their hands upon their hearts, and bowed

i .

Arthur Auguetus, not to be outdone in courtesy, bowed
more deeply still, and then walked back to S8tudy No. 6 per-
foctly putinlzwd. liko Pish-Tush in the opera, that all was
riqht as right. could be, and e\'orythm" was quite correct.

My only hat! " said Tom Merry, " Take me away some-
where where I ean cackle in eomfort,”

And the chums of the Shell went down the pasenge
cackling.

CHAPTER 3,

The w, Deepens.

HE bell rang before the Terrible Thice eould decido

" in, which direction to bend their borrowing f s

and they went the dining-hall. Art Augustus

came in a little later, bad the paper in his hand, and

conned over it several times in o surveptitions way at the
Fourth Form table, : .

“The young ass is up to something!” Monty Lowther
observed to Tom Merry in a whisper, *‘ He was muttering
somathing ahout three pound ten when we went into Study
No. 6, you remember, What is he going to do with threo
hound fen, that he can't ”i:‘ five bob out of it as a loan
or old and tried friends Ii o

“SBomething on!"' said Manners.

Tom Merry looked puszsled, g

‘ There seem to be a lot of things on just now,” he re-
marked. D'Arer has something on, Figzina & Co., have
some=thing on, and even Skimpole {s going about like a wolf
seeking whom he may devour to the tune of ten pounds.”

“Well, I think we shall soon be up to Figgins's little
game,” said Lowther. ‘It all depends upon whether we
can raise the funds to feed Fatty Wynn.”

“ Wa've got to raise them somehow,”

“Silonce at the table!™ snid Mr. Linton, the master of
the Shell,  And the chums relapsed intg silence,

Aftor dinner, they turned the matter over in their minds
a3 they stood on the stops oé&n Sehool House looking out

’

into, the old ?umlrlngle, br and green in the autumn
sunlight. Arthur Augustus D'Arcy came out, so buried in
thought that he did not notice the chums of the Shell stand-
myg there.

The little crumpled paper was in his fingers, and it was
more thickly covered with ﬁrum than ever. Skimpole of
the 8hell ¢ame out a minute later, and spotied D’Arey near
the steps, and blinked at him with eatisfaction. He was
evidontly lookmf‘x for the awell of 8¢, Jim'e. He crossed over
quickly and took hold of one of D'Arcy’s jacket-buttons—an
objectionable way Skimpole had when he wanted to chain
anvbody’s attention,

“I'Arcy, I've boen looking for you—-""

“ Pway weloaee my button, deah boy!” said D'Are
politely. “T am afwaid that you may make it loose, nn
nothin' looks more wagged and wotten than a loose button."

‘“ Ah, yes, certainly. Can you lend

B v N ol
= Weulrrl_skimpole——
*“1 want it for a particular purpose, and 1 shall be very
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much obliged by the loan of ten pounds, which I will repa
out of the first profita on the publication of my great bool:
on Socialism."

“1 don't wish to be wude, Skimpole, but T must wemark
that 1 wegard vou as a howlin' ass, deah boy! T haven't
ten pounds, My governah is vewy genewous, but ho vewy
seldom sends me n tennah, and if I had one I should certainly
not feel inclined to give it away. I wegard your weguest
as a piece of feahful cheek!”

“I ecannot see it in that light -myself, D’Arcy, especially
a8 the repayment of the little loan would 80 certain an
&0 prompt. However, if you eannot spare ten pounds, !
could make ten shillinga do.”

“1 am extwemely sowwy, Skimpole, but I haven’t any
money to lend.”

“Dear mo, that is most unfortunate! I wanted to make
n oerfain person a present, and I didn't want to be mean
nboub it. & waa sure I conld borrow a emall sum from you."”

AL ment I am feahl’ullg short of money, deah boy.”

. “'Well, T suppose it cannot be hal It is very annoy-
ing, though.” And Bkimpole wore an injured look us he
drifted away.

Tom Merry looked at his chums with a grin. Arthur
Augustus strolled away, etill conning over his little paper.

* Bkimpolo seems destined to_meet with nothing but dis-
appointments,” remarked Tom Merry, * Surprising that he
doesn’t come across a chap with ten pounds to give away.

1 say is old Figgins across the way., Buppose wo
over and try him tor' o five boblets?" ¥ ¥ P
“Ha, ha, ha!"

It was a rather amusing plan. The l*iw'llr{I between School
House and New House was keen. Tom Merry knew  that
Kigging of the New House had something *‘on,” and he
naturally suspected that it was something to the detriment of
the School House, The Terrible Three justly regarded it
us & master-stroke of fo]iuy to feed Fatty Wynn, and wait
for the secret to roll from his lips. To borrow the cash of
Tiggins to stand the feed was really an exquisitely humorous

o,
“My hat!” said Manners,

“Tt's a ripping idea, and
Fiﬁinu‘will want to kick himself hard later on.
tackle him.”

Lot's

Figgins and Kerr were going down to the junior football-
ground, The Terrible Three intercepted them on the way,
Ejttmg on their sweetest smiles to show that it was not a

ouse row they had in_view.

“ Ripping afternoon, Figgins!"” said Tom Merry affably.

“It's all right,” said Figgins immediately. ** What do
you chaps want?" .

:'%ivo hbolh.” snid ' Tom Merry, with equal directness.

‘Ha, hal” :

“ What is there to cackle at in that?” demanded Tom
Meorry. ' Haven't you ever borrowed five bob yourself in
the wild and reckless days of your youth?"

“Oh, yes, rather—of you before now, %too.”.

“ Well, can you spring five bob till Saturday?’’

"1 “woulcl if I could, old chap,” said Figgins, “but I

“ What about you, Kerr?"

“Qame here,” said the Scottish pariner in the New House
Co. “I'd do it like a shot; but under the present circum-
stances it's impossible!"

“Circumstances! What are you so blessed mysterious
about? If you haven't the tin——"

“Well, as a matter of fact, we have the tin,” said
Figgina,  “ But—but the fact is, we want all the money we
can raise just now, for a—a particular purpose.”

The Terrible Threo stared,

“ What's the little game?”

“ Well, that's a secret; but we'll tell you in a day or

0.
“0Oh, right you are! You're getting as mysterious as-

Gussy and Bkimpole. Beems to me that you Fourth-Form
kids ‘are going off your rockers,' said Tom Merry.
U Whom are you calling kids?"”

“Sorry | I meant goats!”

‘And the Terrible Three walked away, considerably puzzled.
It was mystery on myntet{. Pelion piled on Ossa, as Manners
oxpressod it. Digby of the Fourth, Blake’s chum in Study
No. 6, was walking along with his hands in his pockets,
whistling cheerily, when the chums of the Shell caught
sight of him, and bore down upon him.

“Hold on a minute, Dig,” said Tom Merry.
in funds?"

Digby shook his head.

b lﬂve only %ot eight bob, Tom Merry."

“ Fight bob!" exclaimed Monty Lowther. *“And what on
oarth 18 o kid in the Fourth Form doing with eight bob in
his pockets all at once? We had better rob Digby.”

“We'ra looking for some chap to lend us five bob,” ex-
plained Tom Merry.

“Are you
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“Borry! I'd do it like a shot, only—"
“Only what?"
. “I'm saving six for a special purpose.
if you like,”
* What sort of a special purpose?” =
“Well, as a matter of fact, that's a little secret,” said
Dlglﬁ. showm\g some embarrassment.
“My hat! I'm gsttini fod up with little seorots lo-day!”

You can have two

oxclaimed Tom Merry. ** You're the fifth,”
“ The filth what!" 5
“The fifth ass who wants money for a special purpose all

of a sudden.”

Digby [uriune@.

“Am I? I didn't know there were so many up fo is.”

“Up to what?” _

“1t," said Digbhy; and he walked away, chuckling.

He left the Terrible Three looking decidedly wrathful, A
little mystery was all ver{ well in its way, bot, as Tom
Merry said, you could get fed up with it in the long run.

What was the ** particular purpose’’ to which so many of
the juniors were all at once devoting their spare cash? It
was an impenctrable mystery.

“T oan’t catch on to it,” said Tom Merry. “Come to
think of it, the little g‘luna Figfim & Co. are ur to may not
be a wheeie against the School House, after all; it may be
the same uffair that's bothering Dig and D'Arcy and Slim-
pole. They're all up to somet mf. 4 ]

“Well, we shall get it out of Fatty Wynn, if we feed him."

“Looks as if wo sha'n't be able to feed him!" grunted
Manners. A

“Rats " said Tom" Merry. * We haven't come to the
end of our resources {vot my sons. I saw Herries go round
‘lmt after dinner to feed his beastly bulldog. Let's go and
nterview Herries."

“May as well,”’ assented Lowther. g

The three chums made their way to the little building
behind the Now House where the boys of St. Jim's wero
allowed to keep their pets. A sound of growling and snappin
told them that Herries was there, and that Towser was foed-
ing. Towser had been much in the public eye of late. Herries
had used the bulldog to track down a couple of tramps who
had broken into the chapel at Bt. Jim's, and stolen the
offertory and a valuable chalice. A great many juniors
claimed that they had tracked the thieves, or done the
groater part of the tracking; but Herries olaimed the whole
of the honour for his dog, Towser. It was a point upon
which Herries, usually quiet and placable, was liable to
grow excited, and to argue warmly. ¥

The sturdy Fourth-Former was feeding the bulldog, and
he did not look up as the chums of the Shell came in. Tom
Merry, Manners, and Lowther stood round him in attitudes
of great admiration, ;

“That's a splendid dog, Herries, old chap!" said Lowther,

“JIs he?"’ said Horries suspiciously. ‘ You said he was a
rotten tripehound the other day, when we were tracking
the burglars with him.” : ¢

“Did 17" said Lowther. “That was a little joke, of

I put it

course. You didn’t mind that.” ;

“ Blessed if I could see where the joke came in.
down to your stupidity, and I didn’t mind,” said Herries.

Monty Lowther smiled a sickly smile.

“It isn't every bulldog that can track down burglars”
Tom Merry remarked. Z E

“This one can’t, either, according to what " you were
n;hw the other day,” said Herries.

‘Well, what I maliy meant was—:"" §

“ Another bit, Towser! Good dog! Good doggiel Ho
shall have another bit!"”

““He's got a good appetite,” said Manners. >

“Of oourse he has,” said Herries. *' You don't think 1'd
keop a dog that wasn't in good condition, do you!? Kvery
dog that's _in condition has a good appetite.’

1 say, Herries, old man—"

“Don’t bother now; I'm feeding Towser. If you wouldn’t
mind, you chaps, I'd like you to olear out for a bit. It
disturbs Towser to have a lot of asses watching him when
he's feeding.”

The chums of the Shell exchanged glances.

“ Cortainly, Herries; but——" ,

“Oh, do buzz off! You're worrying Towser, and when
he gets excited 1 can’t always hold him. I should be sorry
for any of you to get bitten, but—"

“Gror-rer!” said Towser,

The Terrible Throe rather hurriedly left. It was nearl
time to in for afternoon lessons, and they walked bac
to the School House in a rather disconsolate mood. Reilly
of the Fourth was standing on the steps, and he nodded wit

a grin.
F‘l*‘nith and is it gdin’ to a funeral ye are?” asked the boy

from Belfast.
Tom Merry brightened up. He remembered that he had
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seon the boy from Belfast with a registered lotter in his
hand after lotters were given out that morning. Reilly was
sometimoes in funds. .

'{)H;l'l’o. Reilly! We're looking for a chap to borrow five

Ra:ll'y looked conéerned,
" Faith, and if it was at any

other time it's myself would
oblige you!” he exclaimed,

Sure I've had a pound from
my uncle, but I want it for a particular pur -

“Tor a what?” yelled the Torrible Three together.

“For a ?lrtlcuhr purpose,” said the Belfast boy, in' sur.
prise, unable to guess the cause of the wrathful excitement
that followed his worde.

“ Another of 'em!” said Manners darkly.

‘' You—you young rascall” said Tom Merry, with a magis-
terial air. ** You're the sixth! How dare you have a par-
ticular purpose?” .

“Eh, what?'’

h_“ Il'!l teach you to have & particular purpose!  Collar

im!”

‘ Faith, tare an' ounds, ‘and what are you after doing,
ontirely?”’ roared Reilly. He had cause to ge astonlzhed, for
the Terrible Threo seized him with a simultancous gras
rolled him over, and bumped him down “ﬁn the botto,
step, and flattened his eap over his eyes. enil somewhat
relieved in their foelings, they walked into the house, leav-
ing Reilly firmly convinced that they were stark, staring, and
dangerously insane.

CHAPTER 4,
A Terrible Guest,

OM MERRY and his chums went into the Shell class-
room for afternoon lessons with the rest of the Form,
still in that painful state commonly described as

“stony.” All whom they had approached on the matter
seemed to be afflicted with a shortage of money. In financial
parlance, money was tight. Jack %lnko had been cashless,
and the others iad had ca%h, but were sorry thaﬁem“ld not
part with it. The bumping of the boy from Belfast had

n some satisfaction, but the Terrible {'hme were growiug
exasperatod.

Tom Merry was just a little absent-minded in class that
afternoon, and as it unfortunately happened, Mr. Linton,
the master of the Bhell, was in a lart temper. Tom had
reason to be worried. It was particularly necessary for him
to feed Fatty Wynn, if he was to learn that exasperating
secret. But apart from that, there was the simple fact
that he had asked a fellow to tea, and had nothing to give
him to eat. And, as misfortunes never come singly, it hap-
pened that the chums of the Shell had lately strained their
credit at the school shop to breaking point.

“Five bob,” murmured Tom Merry. “That's the lowest
it can be done on. Wut where is the five bob to come from?
1t mﬁght as well be five pounds.” i

" err’ !ID :

* Whom can we try next?” ran on Tom Merry’s thoughts.
“ Kildare would lend me the tin like a shot; buf I don’t like
the idea of borrowing ovutside the Form. That won't do. I
might get an advance on my pocket-money [from Mr, Linton,
if I can cateh him in a good temper—"'

** Merry |’ thundered Mr. Linton.

Tom Merry started, and looked up. :
“Yes, sir!l Adsum!"” he stammered, and the olass
giggled.

“You will construe, Merry, at onge. Do you hear?”

“Yos, sir.”'  Ho ran his oye quieklg[ over the lines:

‘' Ainoas scopulum interea conscendit, et omnem

** Prospectum late pelago petit, Anthea si quem

“ Jactatum vento videat—""

‘ Construe, Merry,” said Mr. Linton grimly.

" Aineas ascended a high rook,” ntummerug Tom Merry,
* and surveyed the wide prospect to see if he could spot five
bob—I mean-—-""

“Morry "

“1 mean—-' .

" You will write out those lines fifty times,” said Mr,
Linton grimly, *“ Next boy!”

Tom Merry sat down erushed. The whole class was gig-
gling at his slip. Tom was glad when the Shell was dismissed
—more glad than usual. As the juniors poured out of their
class-room, another class-room door opened, and the Fourth
Form came out. An extremely plump youth with a fat,
rosy face, came over to Tom Merry,

“* When shall I come along, Merry?"” he asked,

It was Flttg Wynn of the New House. Tom Merry gave
his chums a helpless look. Fatty Wg:m alwnﬁl had tea in
hig study in the New House, instead of in Hall, not only
bocause he could have a better one there; but because he
could have it earlier, too. Fatty was always ready for a
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feed the moment the class-room doors opened to let him

out.

Ho linked arms affectionately with Tom Merry, and
walked out into the au]~.mdmu§le with him. There was no
thought of House rivalry in Fatty Wynn's mind now, The
thought of w feed wae more than »uﬂqcient to banish every
other thonght.

* When," said Tom Merry, * er—when——""

. " Yes, when shall I come over to teal It was awlully
good of you chaps to ask. me,”

*“ Not, at all.” o bkl

“It's an_honour to us,” said Lowther,

“ Well, T'd always do my best to do justioo to a feed a
fellow asked me to.” eaid yon. ' You can depend on me
for that, you chaps.” -
© "Oh, yes, I'm suro of that, Fatty 1" murmured Tom Merry.

“Of course, it's for ijo: to fix the time of the tea,” said

Fatty Wynn., 1 woukdn’t think of hurrying you, not for
worlds, But I think it’s a good idea to have tea early—
don’t you, Merry!" ‘ .
. ‘' Oh, yes, ripping!” A4 '
- Y Good! You no)h we leave the class-room at half-past
 Jour, and we don't have tea till gsix. Now, as o matter of
Tact," said Fatty Wynn confidentially, “1've always con-
sidered that a rather rotten arrangement.”

* Awfully rotten!”

"I can do with iy tea immediately after school, you know,
and with another one at six,” eaid the Falstaff of the New

ouse, '‘and I've been so joﬂ(y h r{, too, since wo had
that cruise during the vac. 1 you fel owﬂa\'e tea carly,
I can feed with you, and then I can ropé in the tea in the
hall, and after that I can have a soack with Figgine in the
study. There's some chance of getting enough that way.”

“That’s a reully brilliant iden, Wynn, old ehap.”

“Yes, I thought so myself,” said Fatty modestly. T
think of these things, you know. I'm glad to hear that
you're having tea early——""

“ Eh!"” said Tom Merry.
to“ﬁh g}uits me better. What time did you say—a quarter

vel!”

*I=~1 don’t know if we could be ready so early as that,”
stammered Tom Merry, glancing at hie watch, and secing
that it wanted only ten minutes to the {ime fixed by Fatty
Wynn, and feeling more keenly than ever the fact that thero
were no eatables of any kind in his study. ** Perhape not
quite so early.” 4

" Well, suppose you say ten minutes to five?”

* Jir—not quite—perhapa vot quite.”

** Oh, make it five, then, and that will give me time to
&-t finished in time for the school tea at six,” said Fatty

ynn resignedly.  * Of course, 1 wouldn't hurry you chaps
for worlds when you're standing o tea. Make it five.”

" Right you are!” said Tom Merry desperately. * Fivo
o'clock sharp.”
= "Goodl T may be a few minutes oarly, in case you want
:r;o to lend you a hand in anything. I should be gf:d to be
of use.” 4

*0h, no—no! We couldn't hear of it. You're an hon-
oured gueet, and everything will—will beo ready at five
o'clock sharp. You come in on the stroke of the houor,”

“Oh, good! T say, you might give me a hint of what
there is, Merry,” said Fatty Wynn, with a gleam of grecdy
umic]t:ution in his eye, **1 supposo sau w2,

** Oh, sausages, of course!” said Tom

“ And rabbit-pies?’’ :

" Plenty of rabbit-pies!” seid Tom Merry rccklessly.

“Any ham?”

“ Heaps of it!"

“That's jolly good of you, Merry! You're standing a
decont feed, and no mistake. 1 hope you haven't made the
mistake of getting in small quantitics, though.” .

“1 assure you we haven't,” said Tom Merry quite truth-
hlulily, as the chums of the 8hell had got in no quantities at
all so far. .

“Good! 1 suppose there will be some of those nice pud-
dings Mre. Taggles makes?" )

' Lots of them!”

* And jam-tarts—=—'

*“ Galore!”

“ Any cream puffs?”

“Heaps!"

** Marmalade-tarta——"

" Ho;{ins 17 s

“ Applosms®

“ Beores |

“My hat!
sharp five!” ; N

* Mind, we depend upon you,'' said Tom Merry grimly,

“1 won't fail! Bo-dongl!” And Fatty Wynn walked oft

Tale of Tom Merry & Co,
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“‘I hope you won't stint yourself, Fatty,
the grub, you

*” sald Lowther, “‘You don’t seem to be in yery good form. Don't spare
now. There's plenity more where that comes from |~

towards the New House. Ho turned back in a second or
two, however. ‘‘Sharp five, you know, Merry "

“ Yes, rather!”

“Good [

And Fatty Wynn walked off with a beaming smilo of
beatific satisfaction vpon his plump features. And Manners
and Lowther grna;ma! Tom, Merry by eithor shoulder, and
jammed him up against the wall, and glared at him,

" You shrioking ass!” said Lowthes, in measured tones.
“ What do you mean by it?"”

CHAPTER 5,
The Oaly Way,

OM MERRY jerked himself free,
** What's the row?"” he demanded.
“You—you pricoless idiot! You've described a
spread to Fatty leun that wo couldn’t stand him for a
sovereign—and we haven’t sixpence!"

“We'vo got to stand the feed all the same,"” gaid Tom
Merry rosolutely. I had to answer the chap, hadn't I,
when he asked me questions?”

“But it will be all out in twenty minutes,” howled
Lowther. * He'll come along to the study at five sharp, and
find nothing thero but half a stale loaf.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“It's no laughing matter, you nss!"”

“Look hero,” said Manners, * couldn't we work it off as
a hugo joke, you know?! Give Fatty Wynn the crust, and
let him see we wero rotting all the time.”
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“Yes, that's a Eood way to get information out of him,”
said Lowther scoffingly.

‘*Not to be thought of,” said Tom Merry decidedly.
*“We've got to foed him——"" L

“ But how?! Thera's lmrdlr time to snl: tho grub in if wo
had the tin, and we haven't miy. and there's no time to
borrow, if we could find somebody to lend.”

" No time for jaw, either, Monty, Come along!"

“ Come along where?”

*“ Follow your uncle,” said Tom Merry severoly, “‘and
don’t ask questions.”

¥ k hero, you image—-—""

But Tom Merry waa going. Manners and Lowther fol-
lowed him, considerably puzzled as to what he intended to
do. They could usually roly upon their leader's ingonuity
whon in a fix, but at the present moment difficultios scomed
to be closing them in on all sides, and they could see no
avenue of oscape,

“He's bluffing!"” growled Lowther, us he followed Tom
Merry up the School House stairs. *That's what it is,
Manners [*’

* Bhouldn't wonder!" grunted Manners,

They reached the study in the Shell passage which was
shared by the Terrible Three. Tom Merry wont in, and
picked. up a bag that was used to carry foothall things when
;ho juniors. played away. Mannors and Lowther watohed
ium,

** No good standing there like a couple of 8phinxes," eaid
Tom Merry oheerfully. * Buckle to,”

“Rats! Duckle to what?”

Tale of Tom Merry & ©
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“Get the place ready for tea. It's twenty to five, and
Fatty Wynn will be here at sharp five. In fact, I shouldn’t
wonatr M he puts his watch on, so as to have an oxcuse for
gotting here a few minutes carly. There's no time to lose!

* But what are we to do?"* demanded Manners helplessly.

“You're to light the fire, boil the kettle, and lny tha
table.” 7

“I—-I'll do it; but what's the good when there’s no

4L

" ill be some grub by the time you've got the kettle
,b?rec‘:)mu an, Mgnllf{. {’hou' inowy what Bhakespeare
says t conjunctures like this?"

: I don’t; and I don’t beliove Bhakespeare ever gave
study s, oither.”

?."om Hutr{l laughed.

I mean, ho was alluding to predicaments and emergen-
He eaid that delpg:b discuscs are reliecved by
rate remedies, or words to that effect.

“Did het Well, what about it, nss?"’
“This is o des s eme! cy, and we've got to take
desperate measures, fallowa are all gone down to the

footer, and the oarlicst won't be in to tea for another half-
hour,  There's ample time for us to raid all the Shell
st

*If we can’t find enough tommy in the Shell studies, we'll
go along the Fourth Form passage. I'd rather stick to our
own Form, if possible, though.” ;

** Ha, hl:l' h:h!: roanild Lowther. “I don’t suppose the
Shell would rather you did.”

“I'm not \\ndcrtlﬁng all this trouble to please the Shell.
We've to get out of this fix eomehow, and that’s the
only way I can think of. Can you suggest a better one?”

**Ha, hal Neol”

**Then stop criticising your uncle, and come along.”

“There'll ge a !enrfuf row." ' .

“Will it be the first we've had since we came to St
Jim's!"

* Well, no, not by a few hundred or s0.” :

“ Very well, then., As a matter of fact, the Shell won't
lose by it. I shall stand the whole Form a feed to make
up for it. I shall write to Miss Prigcilla Faweett, and ex-
[lf:lill to her that I owe the Form a feed, and she will see
me ‘through. But nover mind that now. The business of
the present moment is to rope in the tommy!"

¥ ﬁl, ha, ha!” :

“You can eackle afterwards, Monty, if you want to,
| t}wugh xvhy you should wunt to make a curious row like
that——

** Look here——""

"Ng time, Bring a bag and follow your uncle.”

And Tom Marr¥ led tﬁa way from the study. Lowther
seizod a bag and followed him, Manners wae already busy
Lighting the fire to boil the kettla,

Gore's study wae next to Tom Merry's, and
favoured first,  Gore's cuphboard yiclded oly,
«was a fellow usually flush of money, “did himself
down " well in the feeding line, = There was sometimes

. stgouble in tho study on that account. Skimpole shared the
study with Gore, and Skimpole, as a inlist, could not re-
fuse Gore's provisions to anybody who asked for them. It
was not unusual for Tom Merry to hear & sound of bumping
from the next study, and at euch times he guessed that
" tho amateur Socialist of 8t. Jim's had been at work again
carrying out his principles,

“'{‘hia is ripping 1" said Lowther, shoving a rabbit-pie, a
string of sausages, and a large cake into his bag. * If the
othor studies turn out as well, we shall be able to do Fatty
down in fine style!” -

" Good! Now we really sha'n’t be long!” grinned Tom
Merry. “We'll try Gibbons' room next, and then
_Norton’s,”

Gibbons' and Norton's studies both furnished good sup-
pligs.” Nearly overy study in the Shell was visited in turn,
.ynd by the time they had finished their round, Tom Merry
“and Monty Lowther were heavy lnden. They made their
way back to their owuﬂunruu with light hearts and heavy
bags, and found that Manners had lost no time. The fire
wis gleaming cheerily, and the kettle already on the beoil.
The k&lsot stood on the little hob to warm, The cloth was
laid, and the study crockeryware disposed to the best advan-
tage, and the scene was really cosy in the light of the in-
candescent burner which Tom Merry had lately rigged up
on the ﬁu ot. :

" Well, this ie ripping!" exclaimed Tom Merry. *“ Shove
out the things, Mom!.”

“I only hope the Shell won’t come in to tea before Fatty

it was
a 5ood supply, Gore
and he

Wynn's ne, that's all,” said Monty Lowther., ‘A row
with the Form would rather spoil the cffect.”
" Well, we must hope for the best, that's all. We've done
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TB&'I'DAY:

“THE JOKER OF ST. JiM'S.”

our best oursclves, and when a fellow’s done his best, he
can't do more.” A

“Ha, ha! No. I say, it is a spread!” said Lowther, as
he disposed the looted provisions on the table. ** It pretty
well comes up to the description you Fatty Wynn.”

“ Good ! Flnny will be pleased. Hm.‘here he It's
not five yet."” i

‘ About five minutes to,” said Manners. g

Fatty Wynn was looking in at the door with a beaming
smile. His smile grew more beaming—in fact, positively
eustatie, as he satv the array of comestibles on the
tea-table. Ho came into the study.
chape!" he eaid affably. ““ My watch

Tom Merry knew well that Fatty Wynn had put
his wateh forwand minutes, as an exeuse for coming
early, but he was too polite to make the remark. Ie shook
his iud with a courteous smile.

“That's all right, Wynn; you couldn’t come too early.”
h“ Good! T say, you've got a ripping spread here, you
chaps |’ N

“Weo've done our best,” said Tom Merry modestly.

“Well, as a matter of fact, most of the Form have eon-
tribu_tied to this feed,” ‘said Monty Lowther, with great

ravity.

. Manners exploded into a sudden chuckle, and Tom Merry
gave his chums a wa nee.

“Have they really ! said Fatty Wynn, That was
rather decent of them. T suppose they knew I was coming 1’

“ Well, no, they didn't,”” said Tom Merry. * They'll
know it later,” »

“They will, by Jove!"” marmured Lowther.

“Did you speak, Lowther 7"

“¥Yes; T hope you'll like the feed, Futty,”

“Oh, I'm not o difficult chap to please!” said Fatty
Wynn.  “T mean, I shall like it first rate. e spread is
really decent, and reminds me of that spread in the
dormitory at breaking up last term. You fellows have
done this well. I suppose there's no standing on ceremony
in this study ; T mean, you like a chap to bogin.”

“Am I early,
is five o'clock.” b

“Yes, rather! DBegin on -the fried potatoes,” said
Manners,

Fatty Wynn looked round.

“I don't see the fried potat Manners.”

Tom Merry gave Manners another warning glance,

*“ There aren't any,” he said. * We—we were going to
have fried potatocs, because—because yow're fond of them,
but.—l:‘a;t; we haven’t any. What do you say to sausages for
o start 7" ey

*“ Anything, old chap,” said Wynn, aitting' down in the
chair M_ont?r Lowther placed for him with great politeness—
“anything! I should certainly like some sausages, and
some ham, and some rabbit-pie.” I have notioadutfmt they
go together very well, except when you're at som; and it
saves the trouble of keeping on halmpf o fellow, Yes, I'll
have a little bread, and some cold , und some mustard
and pickles.”

And the gucst of the Terrible Three was soon busy, while
the chums of the 8hell waited on him and supplied his needs
with great assiduity,

CHAPTER 6.’
The Price of a Secret.

ATTY WYNN could always be relied upon to do
Justice to a feed, and on this occasion, fresh from the
class-room, with a whole afterncon's hunger stored

ug. a8 it were, ho was in splendid form. The Terrible
Three had scen him eating before, but they had never seen
him surpass his efforts on the present occasion. The chums
did not eat; they looked after Fatty Wynn, They weore in
no hurry for their tea, and they would not diminish the
supplies; though as a mattor of fact, the supplies on the
study table were sufficient for any six ordina youths.

Gore's rabbit-pie and sa vanished in record time,
and Norton’s cold beef, and Harrig's ham, and Gibbons's
pickles.  That was simply a start. Fatty Wynn was
sottling down to business now. A cold beefsteak-pie belong-
u_\ghto Macdonald disappesred, and then Fatty Wynn gave a
sigh,

o Anything wrong, Fatty 7 asked Tom Merry anxiously,

The fat youth shook his head.

“Not at all, Merry, 1 was just thinking what a rippin
spread this is, and how happy life would {w if a chap ha
two or three like it every day."” :

“Quite right, Fatty, illyyou try the a{)plo-pio now 7"
“Yes, I think I will, Merry. T think I’ve laid a pretty
good foundation,”

9" hat " murmured Lowther.

“Did you speak, Lowther 7"

“Yes; I hope you won't stint yourself, Fatty., You're

‘1 think you have,”

Tajo of Tom Merry &
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not in very good form. Don't spare the
There's Jllenty more where that came from. :

“Good! T think I shall make a good tea before I finish,
But({ou follows are not eating anything.”
© *“Oh, that’s all right; we're in no hurry for our tea!”

“ Another cup of tea, Fatty 1" asked Mannera.

“Well, yos, I think so, thank you,” said Fatty, who had
already swallowed three cups of tea, He drank tea with
steak-pie and pickles without wincingd'. and in fact, with

i

g.rub. you know,

the appetite of a cormorant and the digestion of a horse,
there were few things eatable or drinkable-that Fatty Wynn
vould have declined at any moment. i

He had surreptitiously unfastened the lowest button of his
waistooat. The apple-pies vanished, and the i:l ﬂuddmg
followed. Then l‘Pltt kVyrm started on the tarts. The table
was hugipmnﬁ to look barer now.

“Ripping I said Fatty Wynn. “I shall have to return
the compliment to you Lllowu some time. Pity wo ocan't
gob up o food like this on Wedneaday afternoon.’

“Why on WodnelduI afternoon?'” asked Tom Merry.

Fatty Wynn coloured a little.

““ Ah, I forgot; you don't know !"

“We don’t know what "

““Oh, nothing I  And Fatty Wynn helped himself to more
tarts.  “Borry, Morry, but—but it's not my secret, you
see,

Tom Merry exchanged glances with his chums, Fn_tgﬁ
Wynn, of his own accord, had approached the subject whi
had been in their minds all the time.

‘“Oh, I see,” said Merry. * And you can't take us

into_it—eh 7" .

“Well, I can’t very well,” said Fatty Wynn roflectively.
“T feel jolly well inclined to, especially after you've stood
mo such a ‘stunning feed, but I suppose I'd better keop
mum. You seo, it's a secret.”

“ Another cup of tea, Fnttr?" said Mannors hospitably.

“T don’t know—well, yos.’

“Try the marmalade tarts; they're ripring!"

“I've tried them, Lowther; they aro! Yes, T'll have
some more. What is that cake like 1"’

“Jolly g.ood! Gore always has decent cake.”

“Gore? .

“ "I“I--_I mean, it's a jolly good cake !" stammered Lowther.
ry it !’

“Thanks! You can help me; I'll finish the tarts first.
But I say, you fellows are not eating anything.”

“That’s all right. How do you like the tarts?"

“Vory good'—v_ar&g‘ood indeed ! Blessed if T don’t think
" T might let you into that wheeze after all! I wonder you
haven't thought of it yourselves,"

“Yes, it's surprising, isn’t it?"" said Tom Merry, wonder-
ing what on earth the secret could be, and more eager than
over to probe the mystery.

““Yes, Hasn't D'Arcy told you?"

Tom Merry's eyes gleamed.  Then it was the same secret,
a8 he suspected; the same secret shared by D'Arcy of the
School House and Figgine & Co. of the New House.

S No,” he said; “Gussy is awlully close sometimes. I
know hoe's “ﬁ“ﬁ u{ his tin for something very important.”

Fatty Wynn chuckled.

“8o are we all, Merry. T've got twenty-two bob."

“ Twenty-two lhilliuga 1" ojaculated Tom Merry. * You've
got twenty-two shillings, and haven’t painted the tuckshop
red with them.”

“Of course, it's a most particular purpose,” said the fat
junior. ‘‘ As a matter of fact, I hadp‘:wunty-fuur. but two
went, Money does go, and I get so hungry this time of the
yoar, too."”

“ But you've got twonty-two loft.”

“Yos, and I'm going to be awfully careful with that.
You see, it's tips from a lot of relations, and I lumped 'em
tagothor. I don’t usually have 8o much money."”

“ And you'll be able to carry out the particular purpose?”

“0Oh, yes! I've seen a mioce little brooch in Wayland that
T can get for twenty-one-andsixpence, and it will do

ri!}ping’}g.' f
he Terrible Three stared. Why the fat Fourth-Former
nhm.:‘lcl want to buy a brooch, however nice, was a mystery
to them.
“You're not going to start wearing jewollery, are you?”
demanded Manners.
“Ha, ha, ha I 5
“What are you chuockli
“You pee-—— Yes, I'll
“Horry; here you are!"
“Thanks! You're right, this is ripping cake; you may
as well give me three or four slices at once, it will save
time.  I'm much obliged to you chaps for this feed. I never
really expeoted nnlythmg quite up to this.”
“It's such a pleasure to have you with us,” said Tom
Merry. “ But you were saying something about—-""
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“Was 1?7 What ripping cake "

“Yes, but about that brooch—""

“I'm going to buy it, you see. I shall cut over to Way
and early on Wednesday afterncon on my bike, and rope
it in. I think it will do very well.” y

“Yes, but what will it do very well, for?"”

“ Any more tea in the pot, Manners "'

“Yes, rather!" said Manners, * But
woak. I’'ll make some more.”

*Oh, don't bother—" 7 :

““No trouble at all, old chap,'" said Manners, jamming
the kettle down on the fire and stirring industriously. *‘It's
a pleasure.”

“Woll, if it's really no troublo—"'

“Not in the least.”

“1 must say that I like fresh ten, Tea that's been stand.
ing is awfully bad for the digestion. Whoen you're rather
delioate you have to think of these things.” -

“When you're what?" said Lowther,

“ Rather delicato,” sanid Fatty Wynn.
think I'm strong and hearty, because I've got a rathor good
nppetite. but really, you know, I'm delicate.”

“Vou look it,”” said Tom Merry sympathetioally. * Bo
buying a brooch in Wuxlnnd is part of the scheme you and
Fi'q ins are getting up ?

{fe!. Figgins 18 going to get a muff.”

“A-a-a-a what?"

“A muff! One of thoso little white muffs, you know,
that look so ripping. They're jolly expensive, and Figgy
is qottiuz his aunt in London to got it !?l‘|hlltn." G

““What in the name of all that's idiotioc does Figgint
want with a littlo white muff 7" almost shouted Tom Morry.

Fatty Wynn chuckled again.

“Have you made the tean, Manners, old chap 1"

“ Almost ready, Wynn."”

“0Oh, all riiht; no hurry, but I'll have some as soon ag
it's ready. Il have some more of that cake, Lowther,
please. This is a jolly good cake!"

“Ts Kerr buying anything, too?"” asked Tom Morry,

“Yes, Kerr is gotting a silver Penoil," said Fatty Wynn,
with his mouth full of ocale. ‘Heo's going to have the
initials engraved on ths case.”

“Eh? What initinls?"

“E. C., of ocourse,” replied Fntt.zf Wynn unguardedly,
“That is—of course—er——- I'Il Have some more eake
please. It's a pity to leave any when it's so rip in?."

“R. C.,” said Tom Merry. ‘““That stands for Easl
Centrdl.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

o Wejl. what the dickens does it stand for, then "

“ Well, you see, that's the secret. I really wonder D'Arcy
hasn’t told you. I suppose ho is keeping it awfully dark,
though, so as to have the matter all to himself, Very likely
ho doesn’t know that Figgins know tho date all along.”

“The date? What date?” )

u Wndmmdn.z. Fou know-—thia Wednosdn.;r."

“There's a half-holiday on Wednesday.’

“There's something else as well. Ha, ha!" Fatty Wynn
looked round af Manners. “I'll have somo of that tea,
Manners. That was a jolly good cake.”

“Try some of the biscuits; they're Norton's—I menn
Huntley & Palmer's, and they're really good. I can recom.
mend them.”

“ Well, perhaps I'll have a fow.”

“ Look here, what is going to happen on Wednesday "

“T don't quite see how I ecan tell you without asking
Figgy. You ought to got it out of Gussy. Tho young
bounder, to keep it so dark! I don’t believe he's told even
tho other fellows in Study No. 6, though Dig knows."

“0Oh, Dig knows, does ho?" :

“Yos, I know he knows. I'm not sure about Herries, but
Bi?ke doesn’t know. He will be awfully wild when he finda
out, too." '

The Terrible Three were absolutely mystified. Mannoers
made a gesture towarda the teapot, but Tom Morry shook
his head. It would have been ocasy fo ecize the fat Four;g«
Former and pour warm tea down his‘neck till he confessed,
But the lawa of hospitality forbade such tréatmont of a

uast. Fntlfly Wynn had said that he would have a few
Bisouita. e had a few dozen, and swallowed his sixth
cup of tea. He went on erunching biscuits, and passed hia
cup to Manners to be rofilled. ; e

‘8o you are going to get a brooch, and Fi *‘u‘a muff,
and Kerr a silver pencil with initials on it," sul«f 'om’ Merry.
‘“Ara you qotnx to open a bazaar?’ -’ *

*“Ha, ha! No,"” s *

“Is anybody else in the scheme?"

“Yes; Skimpole knows." ‘ n

“ Blkimpole? L v b

“Yos; for he tried to bbrrow ten: pountds of 'me as I' whs

it's gotting rather

“ Fellows often
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bomingl over here from the Now House. Ten pounds! Ha,
a, hal

“ Now, look here, Fatty Wynn—-"
':I'Ll hnl;rc n:norh’er cup of tea, Manners, pleasa,”

b here——'

“And just a few nuts to finish with.,”

" hﬂl'c'-——" :

A bump at the study door interrugulnd Tom Merry, and it
was hurled open, and Gore, of the Shell, came stam hing in,

is face inflamed with rage. Fatty Wynn stopped his tea-
cup. half-way to his lips, and the Terrible ree swung
round, prepared for war.

CHAPTER 7.
3 Facing the Musiec.

ORE looked excited. It was not diffioult for the chuma
of the Shell to dgncm the cause of his excitement.
But nothing could have been more unsuspicious than
the look of innocent inquiry they turned upon him.
“ Hallo, Gore!” said Tom Mervy. . * Anything wrong?"
“Wrong I'"" roared Gore. ‘‘ Yes, I should say so. HHave
you seen klmpole?” \ :
“Bkimpole I’ .
“Yes. I thought perhaps he was in here, as I heard
somebody ;

Socialist,” .
*“ Well, he's not here. What has ho been doing?”’
_“Scoﬂ{ng my grub again,” said Gore, almoet stuttering
with rage.” *“ You know I've licked him time and again for
g:)\:ncf my grub away. He'll take anyt-hing out of my cup-
rd and give it to'a tramp at the gate.
“ Well, as a sincere Socialist, he's bounde——
* Oh, none of your rotting ! He's clearad out the cupboard
again—averything gone. I had a rabbit pie, a lot of
sausages, and a big currant cake, and 1 was Eringmg in
Mall'l’ » and Lefevre of the Fifth, to tea—and they're all
gone.
Monty Lowther chuckled, but Tem Merry remained por-
fectly grave.
* Hard cheese!” he said sympathetically. : .
“Do you know where that rotten Socialist is?”
" No, I haven't eeen him for some time,"
wa Gore stamped out of the study. He slammed the

A

and you're always backing up that rotten

door ind him with a force that made the tea-things danco
on the table. e

“My hat,” murmured Tom Merry, “that's only the
boginning, "I‘-he other fellows will be coming in now, oks
ag if the game’s up.”

Fatty Wynn rose to his feet. He had loosened a second
button on his waistcont. That garment seemed to fit him

like a glove. He gave a glance over the table, but there
was nothing left to tempt him further.

“Thanks, awlqu¥ you chaps!” he said, " You've done
mo down well, and I'm really much obliged. Thanks again !’

“That's all right, Fatty. About that little affair on
Wednesday—-"

“ Well, you see——— Hallo "

The door of the study was flung open again, and Skimpole
rushed in, panting for breath, 'lgm amateur SBocialist looked
in a"sorry plight. His collar was torn out, as if someone
had clutehed him thoro and he had broken away by main
force. His spectacles wero half down his nose, and his tufty

. hair stood on end.
“Help!” he gasped. ‘‘Help! They're mad!”
I—decar me—oh!"

‘* Ha, ha, hal”

“They’'re after me!

o leaned against the wall, gasping for breath. Thero
was & sound of pattering foet in the corridor, They pattered
on past the door of the study,

‘“Wall, good-bye, Fnrlrtg " said Tom Merry hurriedly.
There was no time to make any further effort to extract the
secret now. The manner in which the foed had been pro-
vided was cortain to come out, and Tom Merry had a natural
desire that Fatty Wynn should not be present whoen it did,
" Giood-bye, old chap!”

“I'm worry about that little secret.”

"' Oh, that's all right! Don't bother. Manners, old man,
you'll see Fatty down to the door, won't you, in caso any
of the fellows spot a New House cad—I mean, o New Houso
chap? ‘bye, Fatty, and I hope you'll come again.”

‘' Good-bye, Morry, and I certainly will,”

And Fatty Wynn went out of the study with Manners.
The footsteps were pattering back along the paseage now ;
the pursuers ovidently guessed that Skimpole had taken
refuge in one of the studies. As Manners and Wynn went
towards the stairs, Gore and Mellish and Lefovre looked
* into Tom Merry's study.

“‘Is that Soctalist beast here? Oh, there he is!"

And thoy rushed in. Bkimpole promptly.dodged round
Tom Merry.

nﬂ?%hn

. the needy, and Gore's pl
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"“Keep off ! I say, keep them off, Merry!”

“Let me get at him!” roared Gore.

‘'Hold on! What's he been dcx&?
SBkimmy, and you shut up for a minute, ( X &

ore, angry as he was, did not desire to enter into a

fistical encounter with Tom Merry if he oould help it. He
paused, panting, and shm&ole gasped out his explanation.

“'I—I haven’t done anything, Merry; I assure you that
I haven't. T saw Gore ‘coming down tho passage a few
minutes ago, and I went up to him to ask him if he could
lend me ten pounds, and—and he &prang at me like a wild
boust, and punclied my nose in a way that I can only
characterise as absolutely brutal and vindietive, and—and
then Mellish kicked me, and Lefevre grabbed hold of my
oolll;r. 1f itfhoy are not mad, they must have been drinking,
or else——V

'“ He's scoffed my rabbit-pie " yellod Gore. *“ He's boned
my blil‘l.laaﬂ’cll He's wolfed my cake! He's grabbed my
gru

“I Haven't! T haven't done anything of the sort! It is
soveral days since I gave Gore’s plum-cake to a tramp at
the gato. ~ As a sincere Socialist T could not refuse relief to
um-cake was very usoful for that
purpose.  But Gore has already made a fuss about that.”

“I'm not talking about a  plum-cake,” shouted Gore.
‘“You've scoffed my rabbit-pie and sausages and ourrant
ake—""

I haven't—"

“And T was bringing these chaps in to tea, and now there's
nothing there, We re going to elay the beastly Anarchist.”

““We're going to jump on him,” said Mellish, *I'm

hungry.” 4

" Bo am I,” said Lefevre of the Fifth. *“And this beastly
Socialism wants gugsmg down, That's what I say. It wants
putting down. Skimpole can nationalise the railways and
the coal-mines if he likes, but he’s not going to nationalise
a fellow’s rabbit-pies. That's what I say."”

Mannere re-entered the study, and gave Tom Morry a nod.
Tom drew a deep breath, Fatty Wynn was eafe out of the
School House, and the time for ooufi-lon had arrived. He
pushed Gore back with a forefinger on his chest,

‘“Hold on a minute, Gore, old chap, while I explain.”

“ Blow your explaining! Let me get at that beastly
Anarchist,”

“I'm not an Anarchist, Gore,” said Skimpole mildly.
*You ought to know the difforence between an Anarchist
and a Soctalist,” -

‘Lot me get at him 1" -

"An“Anurchist. dostroys, a Socialist builds up. When
Wo———

“ Lemme pass, Tom Merry, you beast !

chaps!"
Socialism,

“When we get
freedom——"
' Hold on, Gore! Skimpole didn't wolf your rabbit-pie,”
“}3:&;_!:1]’ Who did, thent"
‘" id. il

Gore was potrified for a moment. He stared at Tom
Merry blankly. ;

“You did? You took my rabbit-pie?”

“Yes; and the sausages and the cake.”

" You-you—you—— Have you turned burglar, then
Tom Merry1"” Y

Tom Merry laughed.

'*Not exactly. I've op]ﬁ borrowed them—-—""

‘“Oh, Isoe! Ifit'sa joke I don't mind. I suppose you've
got them stowed away somewhere. Got them out, then, and

and them over, and it's all right,”

"E}’:H’, they're stowed away ineide Fatty Wynn, you see.”

“ r'

Explain yourself,
@ n

Back me up, you

and the sun-burst of

“ And I don't see how 'm to iec:. them out.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Monty Lowther,

‘ Besides, they'd be no good now.”

" Look here, Tom Merry, if you've scoffed my grub———'"

“1It was a terrible emergency, Gore. You're not the only
one. We've raided nearly all the Shell studies,”

** The dickens you have,”

It was the only way. But it’s all right.”

‘ All right, is it?"” roared Gore. *I'll jolly well show you
whether it’s all right.” .

“*Yes, it's all right. Wo're going to stand a feed next
Saturday to make up for it, or if you prefer, we'll replace
the—the borrowed anticles. In fimes of emergency you
have to commandeer things, you know. We are willing to
make compeneation.”

" You—you—you—— We want our tea to-night, not on
Saturday.” .

“That's where it comes rather rough on you, I admit,
You'll have to wait till Ba.‘turdl:."

* Wait a whole beastly week? Youwou rotter |

“Now, take it calmly, old chap. What's the good of
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ten pounds?’ he asked,

, SKkimpole eame over quickly and took hold of one of h‘.\rc:‘v‘a jaeket buttons. ““Can you lend me |

grumbling at what can’t be helpad? You ought to be glad
you were able to aesist your Form captain in a time of
atress.”’

" Hallo!” said Maedonald of the Shell, looking into the
study. ‘Do you fellows know——"

“What's happened?”’

“‘There's been a New House raid, I think. My study has
been cloaned out of grub—a steak-pie and pickles and
bisouits."

‘““Ha, ha, ha!"

‘““What are you cackling at?' demanded Maecdonald
indignantly. * It's no joke to have my grub scoffod by a
New House rotter. Norton says he saw Fatty Wynn going
out of the house. I suppose he——"

“It was I, my son.”

" You?”

“Yes, In a time of need the eaptain of the Form naturally
ocommandeers all the grub he can lay his hands on.”

‘* Does he?" said Maodonald, coming into the study.
“Then I suppose he expeots to have some trouble on his
hands afterwards.” '

* Loak here—=""

‘.: Because whether ho expects it or not he's bound to got

“ That's what T say,” said Lefevre, “ Ho's bound ito have
some trouble on his hands. That's what I say.”

: Nﬂﬁ'l‘
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‘““I say,”" broke in Norton, looking in, ““any of you fellows
soen anybody raiding my study? My cold beef’s been
scoffed.”

Three or four fellows came along after Norton, all loukinﬁ
wrathful. The excitemont in Tom Merry's study atiracte
them there, and they all had questions to ask.

“Somebody's wolfed my ham,” said Harris.

“ And my pickles,” enid Gibbons,

“ And my apple-pies,” said Bland,

“1t was Tom Merry "’ shouted Gore. “It was these three
rotters! They're raided all the studies to feed up a New
House waster!"

There was a threatening murmur, and the 8hell erowded
into the study, and every moment the crowd was reinforoed
by fresh Shell fellows who had discovered that articles of
diet were missing from their studies, and had set out in
wrathful search of the raiders.

CHAPTER 8.
The Terrible Three are Ragged!

OM MERRY iexchangoed a quick glanoce with Mannera
and Lowther. The Terrible Three drew together,
placing. themselves in a caroless way so that they

could not be approached from behind. It looked like war,
and war with the odds heavily against the chums of the
Shell. Lo :
A Tale of Tom Merry & Co,

" "By Martin Clifford,
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Pom Merry was quite ready to * face the music,” and he
did not mean to be caught nupping.

. Look here, you fellows——" he began.

l_Ilhcl ,v';:ut ecoff the tommy " demanded Norton.

o8, but——"" X

“You've raided our studies——"

“In o case of emergoncy——

' Did you raid our studies?”

‘In a case of emergency l;ou chaps ought to be willin
. to come to the rescue like Britons, 1 suppose I couldn

pend a guest away hungry?”

“Well, you horrid bounder, that would be better than
filling him up with our grub,” enid Harris excitedly.
" What do you mean by it?

“You see—"

" Where's my pickles?”" demanded Gibbons. “I say,
where's my pickles?"

*You see, Gibby—"

*Where's my picklos?”

“That's what I eay,” said Lefevre, of the Fifth.

"Where's hie pickles? at's what I “i;:'

“Hia pickles are gone—gone into tl
Lowther, grinning.

o re’s my cold beef 1"

" Gone after Gibbone’s pickles.”

“Where's my cake?”’

“Gone after Norton's cold beef.”

‘“Look here, you fearful rotters—""

"“Why don’t you listen?”’ ehouted Tom Merry. “ We're
“"“f. to stand a big feed on Baturday to compensate for
this litéle. raid——" k

“Little raid=—you scoffed nearly everything in the whole
paesage.”

‘' Every chap who considers himself aggrieved can have
a good feed on Baturday——""

“We want a feed this evening!”

* You see—"'

“Tom Merry need not apologise,” said Bkimi)o!e. d &
am glad to see at last that he is a convert to Socialism—"

**Oh, shut up, Skimmy; don’t you begin.”

As a sincere Socialist, it ia 1mpossible for me to shut
up. A really sincere and earnest ialist is never known
to shut up. I was saying-—"

“Ring off, ase!”

ewigkeit,” eaid

*1 was saying that T am ,.fhd to see Tom Merry a con-
verl to Socialism. This raid ie perfectly justifiable under
the—-"

“ Where's our grub?”

“Where's my cold beef 1"’ £ il

“Where's my pickles?"”’

“That's what I say: Where's his cold beef? Where's his
pickles? That'e what T say.”

‘““Are you going to take thie lying down?' ghouted
Mellish, of the Fourth. * Are you going to stand it, or are
you going to rag those rotters?”

“ k hOr' "

“They've raided our studies!"” shouted Gore.
raid their beastly quarters! There's enough of us!”

“ Hurrah !
" Look here, don't you see—-"

“ Biff them! Kick them out! Heave the table over!”

" Bust up the crockery-ware!” :

“Hurrah! S8tick your foot through the dish!”

*Your elbow through the bookcase ; it was mended yester-
day!” grinned Gore. ‘It will want mending again,
to-morrow "

“ Biff that plate at the looking-glass 1"

‘“ And the ink over tho books!” .

The Shell were exasperated and excited, and they were
not in a humour to listen to reason,

““Let's

Tom Merry expostulated, Mannerse explained, Lowther -

threatened—all three shouted themselves hoarse; but all in
vain, The Shell were in earnest. There was crash on erash
in the study. ks and crockery, ornaments, ericket-bats
and football-boots, all kinds of property flew through the
air, The table was overturned with a terrific crash, and the
bookcase went sprawling across it. The fender was dragged
out and orashed againet the looking-glass, the drawer
was jerked from the table and banged against the wall,
seattering papors and ink and pen-nibs far and wide, The
study was crammed with eager and excited wreckers,

The Terrible Three, of course, were not likely to take the
wrecking calmly. They *eailed in” with a will. But the
odds against them were hopeless, They were cornered by
overwhelming numbers, and though there were an assort-
ment of swollen noses and discoloured eyes among the Shell
fellows, Tom Merry was soon on the floor, with Manners
and Lowther sprawling across him, and half a dozen of his
Form-fellows sitting on top to keep them there,

Gore was in his element now. Ho would willingly have
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given a dozen rabbit-pies to gel the Form to back him up
in o rag like this, ellish was enjoying himself, too. H‘a
attended to any little bit of mischief that the others over-
looked—such as pouring ink into the ealt-cellars, and eram-
ming butter into the inkpots, mixing pepper into Tom
Merry’s handkerchiefs, and pouring plchrel over Manners’
new sweater,

“Go it!"” said Gore. * By the time we've finished, those
chaps will W fed up with raiding, I think.”

**Ha, ha, ha!”

“‘Have the ashés out, too, and pour some water on the
firoj that will make a jolly smother. Kick that ashpan over
hera!”

“ May as well shove some of the ashes on them."

“Qgod! Shake ’em over Merry, and then pour some cold
tea over him."

“Hold on!"” gasped Tom Moerry. * Stop it, you beasts!
Nuff's as as a feast!” - p

“Tot him have the ashes,” said Lefevre, of the Fifth,

* that's what I say!"”

**He's going to have them!" grinned Gore. “T'll mix
them wit_gohia nice curly hair, that Miss Fawcett puts in
curling-pins when he’s at home at Huckleberry Heath.”

*Bhe doesn’t!” roared Tom Merry.

*“Ha, ha, ha! Hand over that gum-bottle "

** Here you are!”

*' Btop it, you rotters—— Oh, won't I lick you for this!"

* You're rettm the licking at present.”

The Terrible Three struggled furiously. But they were
pinned down by sheer weight, and at the mercy of the
raggers.

" Here, hold omn,” said Harris, as Gore started mixing
gum with the aehes in Tom Merry's curls, * Hold on;
that's enough!” .

“I'll do as I like, Harris.”

E" No, you won't,” said Harris, pushing him away. * Get
o !’)

Gore caught his foot in the overturned table, and sat
down with a bump, The opened gum-bottle fell from his
hand, and drop on his chest, and the gum ran over his
waistcoat. He sat up with a yell, and the sticky liquid ran
down in a stream over his trousers.

Harris gave a roar.

*““Ha, ha, ha! It was your own fault, Gore "

-

“You—you— TI'll
“Oh, hold on!” said Norton, “I think we've finished
here. Are you sorry you raided our studies and scoffed our

grub, Tom Merry!

“T'll show you presently!” gasped Tom Merry.

“Ha, ha! Come on, kids, let's slide before a prefect.
comes, We've been making rather a row. I can hear some-
body in the passage.”

T 8hell crowded out of the study. Tom Merry
Manners, and Lowther &at up amid the wreckage, and
looked at one another, with feelings too deep for words.

CHAPTER 9.
Looking for Information.
ILDARE, of the S8ixth, the captain of Bt. Jim's,
looked into the study. He stared at the scene of the
“rag’ in amazement,

“What's all this row? Why—what—Merry! What has
happened " } : 2

** An earthquake, I think,” said Tom Merry, slowly pick-
ing himself up. .

“ Great Scott! How came your study in this state?”

“Looks as if there's been a rag, doesn't it?"

“Jt—— Ha, ha! It does! But this sort of thing isn't
allowed, Merry—"" :

“Well, I shouldn't have allowed it if T ecould have helped
it,” said Tom Merry ruefully. * By George, thero will be
some thick ears in t}‘;e Shell over this!”

“Who did it?”

Tom Merry did not reply. He was ¢haking the ashes out
of his eurly hair, Lowther was dusting himself down, and
Manners was vainly trying to rub pickles off his waistcoat,
where they were nicely mixed with ashes and cold tea.

Kildare looked at them, and he could not help laughing.
But he repeated his question : : )

““Who did this, Merry? They must be punished. Thie
sort of thing has been put down at 8t. Jim's for a long time
past now, and it's not going to bo revived. Come, answer
me!"”

Tom Merry looked lnquirinﬁy at Manners,

* Do you know who did it, Manners old man?'' ‘

“ Better ask Lowther. Do you know who did it, Monty?”

* Botter ask Merry. Do you know who did it, Tom?”
“PIl ask Kildare.” Do you know who did it, Kildare?"

A Tois LI TS O
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w;ll,'ltw captain of 8t. Jim's laughed, but he looked vexed as

" Look here, T know what you feel about giving anybod
away; but this isn't an ordin’;r matter,” heg said. ZTht{
sort of thing can't be permitted. The raggers will have to
be punished—"

“They will be punished,” said Tom Merry promptly.
“Don't you worry about that, Kildare.” o

“Come, I must have their names.”

“I'm afraid 1 can't think of them just now."”

¢ You know them perfeetly well.”

Y 8¢till, T don't see how 1 can eall them to mind at the
present moment. [ say, Kildare, old fellow, don’t make a
row about this, We deserved it, you know—in a way.”

“I haven't the I.ll'ghla‘t doubt on that point,” said the

s

captain of St. .H:s;

* We don’t min ‘ | got cleaned up; and it's all right.
The study won't look the same for some time——"'

“Ha, ha! I think it won't!”

“8till, we don’t mind. As for punishing the raggers,
we'll attend to that, and all necessary whackings wil
carriod out with promptness and despatch——"

“Well, I'll think about it,” said Kildare, laughing; and
he walked away. A

Tom Merry goave o glance round the study. Even hia
cheery heart sank a little. The place was so absolutely
gutted that it seemed almost impossible to Q\-or(rat it into
order ngain. Lowther and Manners looked round also, and
their looks were expressive as they turned upon their
leader.

“Of al! the howling asses!” said Lowther.

“Of all the shrieking duffers!” said Manners.

b gallo what are you growling about?”

ou éummy %

“You lunatiel”

Tom Merry stared.

*“What's the matter?”

“This is what comes of your giddy raids,” said Lowther
witheringly. * How long will it take us to clear this muck
u T"

rily.
We%

“Well, it was the only way; we had to’'feed up a guest.”

“Rats! The feed was all wasted—you never screwed the
pecret out of Fatty Wynn after all!”

“Well, we were interrupted by those bounders.”

*You cught to have foreseen that.”

“ A chap can't foresee everything. '

“Some chaps can't foresee anything, I think,” growled
Manners. “I think this study wants a new leader.”

“Oh, don’t grouse,” said Tom Merry cheerfully; * it can't
be heiped, you know. What really worries me is that we
haven't got on to the wheeze. What can those rotters be
planning for Wednesday "'

“ Blessed if I know, or care!” said Lowther.
dusty to dare for anything but a wash just now.”

“We must get on to the secret.”

“ Blow the secret! I'm 5oing' to get on to a bath-room!"

“ Well, that’s not a bad idea,” grinned Tom Merry; “ we
want a wash and a brush-up, and no mistake. Let's get
along!” ¢

The Terrible Three left the study.

There was a yell of laughter in the passage. Jack Blake
was coming along, and he stopped and held his ribs at the
ﬂ!hl of the Terrible Three.

‘Ha, ha, ha! My only panama hat!” he roared. * Have
you been ti'lrough a mangle, or bucking against a motor-car
in a bad temper?”’

“Oh, it's nothing !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, cheese it!” said Monty Lowther crossly. * It's bad
enough to be ragged, without having a chap going off like
a jumping cracker.” &

* Ha, ha, ha! Hear me smile! Ha, ha, ha!”

Lowther and Manners dodged past, but Blake stopped
Tom Marry. The chums of the Shell looked such dis-
reputable objects, that Blake's laughter was excusable; and
Tom Merry, who knew how they looked, was grinning
himself,

“Hold on a minute,” gasped Blake. “I was coming
alpng to apeak to you. I say, there's some secrot wheeze on,
with both School House and New House fellows in it."”

“I know there is,” grunted Tom Merry. ' That's what
we ware trying to get out of Fatty Wynn,'" %

‘“Did you get it out of him?”

ANS

"

“T'm too

’ “.ER whor, Skimmy, old man,” 3
- Y And the Terrible Threewlosed round thd amateur Socialist
kg , y * with relentless looks.
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“Well, we couldn't manage it in the time.”

“Didn't ﬁou feed him up?’

“Yo-ps; but we were stony, and we had to raise the grub
by raiding the other studies.”’

“ Well, that was rather cool.” y

“It was the only way. Tho other fellows cut up rough,
for some reason—-'"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And they wrecked the study. It was a record rag.”

“ Well, 1 should say it was, judging by gour appoarance,”

rinned Blake, “Ahd you didn't get fhe secret out of
fatty after all! That was rather hard cheese.”
“Can't be helped. You see—''

“Yos, 1 see. 1 oxpect 1 sheuld have managed it all right.
But the curious thing is, that Gussy is in the wheoze, and so
is Dig, and they won't tell me.”

“1 know they are. It's very curious, Something is to
come off on Wednesday afternoon, and Figgins & Co. are
buying things, but what the idea is, Faity wouldn't let on.”

“1 thought you might have acrewed it out of him. I shall
have to get it out of Gussy, then, I suppose.”

* Skimpole knows, too.'

‘cf“ Oh, tﬂoc:.. he? The ass was trying to borrow ten pounds,
moe—-"

“Ha, ha! He's been trying to borrow ten pounds of every-
bo;lg at St. Jim's, 1 think. It’s for the same wheeze on
Wednesday, whatever it is.”

“ Let's make ’em own up, then,” said Blake. “I'll screw it
out of Gussy if I can, and you bounders serew it out of
Skimmy, and we'll compare notes, Is it a go?”

“Right-ho! It's agreed.”

" Good ! Now you oan go and get your wash—you nead
|

Tom Merry hurried on after his chums, and Blake walked
away with a thoughtful brow. The Terrible Three were some
time cleaning themselves down after their rough experience.
But they came out of the bath-room at last, looking a littla
cleaner and tidier, The first person they met was Horbert
Skimpole. He came eagerly towaids Tom Merry.

“Ah, 1 was looking for you, Merry!"”

“ And 1 was just going to look for you!"

“Were you, really? I want to speak to you."

“And 1 want to speak to you.”

e along to the study,” said Monty Lowther, with a
“We can hold our little talk with Skimmy more
comfortably there.”

Tom Merry and Manners linked arms with the amateur
Bocialist, and walked him off, Lowther brought up the
rear to cut off any chance of escape. Skimpole, rather sur-
prised, and quite pleased ::f the ul}looked- or cordiality of
tllne Terrible Three, beamed upon Tom Merry through his
glasses.

“It's about that loan I asked you for, Merry. You de-
clined to lend me ten poun g

“I'm still in a declining state.”’

“1 have noticed that there is a registered letter for you
downstairs,” said Skimpole. ** I happened to see the prefect
sign for it. It undoubtedly contains a remittance from your
esteemed governess, Miss Priscilla Fawcett.” ‘

“Good!” said Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther, with
one voice. -

“I was thinking, Merry, that you might gerobably be in-
clined to lend me the remittance, whatever the amount, and
1 :l:'illalI return it to you out of the profits of my book."

if 1 know what coul mmiblfl make yhu thinlk
that, Skimmy. your thinking
apparatus?”

Anything wrong wit
‘‘ Really, Tom Merry——"'

They had reached the study. The Terrible Three marched
Skimpole in, and Tom Merry pushed the bookouse out of the
way, and closed the door. amateur Socialist viewed this
proceeding in some alarm.

“Now," said Tom Merry sweetly, * what do you want the
tenner for?"

* Really, Merry-——"

“What is this wheeze that's on for Wednesduy after
noon 1"

“ Really——"

Do you perceive that muck on the floor—ashes, and gum,
and pickles, and tea?"’

“Yo-0s, My sight is not very good, Merry, but 1 oer.
tailnly perceive the muck you describe,” stammered Skim-
pole, y

“Would yo! to have your head rubbed in it?"

“Dear mol%inly not 1"

“Then you'd better impart the information we're looking

i,
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CHAPTER 10,

Light at Last.

b HWEE pound ten!" '
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy murmured the words
.+ to himself as he sat in Study No, 6, with a pencil
in: his- hand, and o fragment of scribbled paper upon his
kince. He was alone in the study, and too intently engaged

upon his calculations to observe Jack Blake coming in,

“Thwee pound ten, and half-a-cwown makes thwee pound

twelve-and-six.”
“Did you do that in your head, Gussy?’ asked Blake
and closed his hand over the

cheerfully,

Arthur Augustus started ¢
paper. He looked up at Blake with o rather guilty expres-
sion, :

" Bai Jove, you startled me, deah boy "

Blake closed the door of the study.

"{;m gomg to startle you some nmiore,” he said,

* What are you dwivin’ at?"’ asked D'Arcy, looking rather

uneasy,

Juck Blake came back towards him with glow deliberate-
ness, drow u chair up facing him, and sat down upon it,
laid his palms on ba kneex, and looked straight at D'Arcy.

The swell of the Schoo!
with Ngrongg uneasiness, ; :
“Now ualy I've fot o bone to pick with you.”
“anly, B u’:e——
“ Do you think you are acting like a chum?”
" Like a what?” .
. " A chum, There's something on, and you know what it
is, and Figgins, of the New House, knows what it is, and I

dunlt'n'.
h’now . il

ouse watched these proceedings

“Figging! How does Figging

“ Haven't you put him up to it?"’ 3
11 Certainly not! I should not be likely to speak to
Figgins about it. He has always shown too much cheek in
that diwection alweady.”

Blake looked exasperated, as he felt.

“In what direction? What are you talking about?”

“The fact is, deah bo i

““ What are you kering.it dark fort”

“I am not exactly keepin' it dark.” :

* Well, you're no M]inﬁ anybody anything about it.”

“Yaas, that is cowwect, ‘

" Well, what does it all mean?” demanded Blake. .

" You see, deah boy, it's wathah a delicate mattah, If 1
were ta tell you kids, you would wush in with a Jot of
owesents, and spoil the effect.”

" We—we should rush in with a lot of preeents,” said
Bluke dasedly. ** Where—when—why "

"3 sur ose Kiggins knows tho date—though it's wathah a
cheel of him to take nofe of it; but—but pewwaps she told
Lim herself.” -

“ Will you explain what you are talking about?”

1 don't see how I weally can, Blake, I can’t have a lot
of youngstahs wunnin’ into the mattah, and n{)oilin’ the
effect. fhave managed to waise thwee pound twelve-and-
#ix, and I'm goin’ ovah to Wayland to buy a little watch-
bwaeelet——""

““What for?"” i

4 For o Ewount, of conrse The only twouble is, 1 don't
know much ahout those thmfu, and I don’t know whothah
you can get a decent one for thwee pound twelve-and-six,”

" Guesy, I've put it to you as a chum, and you won't let
an, . Nowss"!

“ Oh, pway don't .u{ that, Blake, deah boy,” said D’Arey,
looking distressed. * It is vewy hard for me to wefuse—"

“I've agreed with Tom Merry to get the information and
compare notes. He's going to get it from Bkimpole if ho
can,”

“*What does Bkimpole know abeut it?"

‘* Ag much as you do, apparently.”

"It is like his feahful impertinence to know anythin’
about it."

“ Are you going to tell me?"

0

y—_

“You say you have agweed to tell Tom Mewwy?"’
* Yes, I have.”
“ Well, I put it to you—can I tell you, and have you tell

him, and him tell Lowther and Manners,
tell all the Bhell? It's imposs.”

“ Well you‘ouf}fxt to have told me before I consulted Tom
Mer}r{ ahout it, then, Is it anything up against the Shell?’”

" Ha, ha! No.”

** Against the New Iouse "

“Cortainly not.”

" Well, I don't see how it could be, if it's the same wheeza
that Flggxm & Co. are up to, and it seems to be,” said
lake. “"Now, I uildyou—-——”

The door of the study opened, and Digby came in. Dighy
was looking a little troubled. X
"1 suppose you can’t lend me two hob, D'Arey?” he said, -

ard then pewwaps

-
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“T1 am sowwy, Dig, but it is im . 1 have only thwee
pound twdvo-md-si:,' 1 ampo;srmrvin’ for a vewy

important and Y‘artim.llnh urpose,’’

“I've got eight. 1 was thinking T could ﬁet one of thoge
little ﬁuuu for six, but on second thoughts I think I ought
to make it ten,”

* Yans, wathah!"
““Can you lend me a couple of bob, Blake!”
“1 can lend you a couple of thick ears,” gsaid Blake

wrathfully.

. Dighy {wkod away a little, : )

‘h h, 1 forgot, you were not in it. My mistake; it's all
rig "

“1g it all right?" exclaimed the exasperated chiel of Study
No. 6. "It isn't all right, my son, by a long chalk. What
the dickens do you mean by ing a secret from your
!u;v'ful leader, lord and master? Eh, what do you mean by
it? ’

**You see, this is a rather delicate matter. We can't have
a lot of fellows rushing in with presents, and spoiling the

effect.
" What effect? Wny presents? You utter dummy—"

“You see—""¢ £ Y

" If you don’t want me to jam your heads together,” said
]I‘!ln}ce.P"‘you'll explain st once,  Human paticuce has its
imits,

" I—I don’t know,” said Dighy, hesitating. *“I don’t like
to keep a chap out of it, es ecially a chum, but you eee, I
{hromued D’Arey not to tell anybody., He told “me about
Wednesday being the date.” ;

" You wottah! You heard me speakin' to myself about
it, and sur&m‘wiued me into admittin’ it, you mean,” said
D'Arcy. " The least you could do, undsh the circs., was to
pwomise to wefwain fwom jawin’ it all over the school.”

Bo it rests with Gussy, does it?’ said Blake.

“Yaas, wathah. d

“Then I give you one minute to explain,” ;

“1t'a quite imposs. If you would pwomise to keep it

uite dark, and not to give a pwesent of a highah value
than thwee pound twelve-andsix, I might do it; only you
will have to tell Tom Mewwy now,™

‘* That's your fault.”

* “Undah the circs,, I am compelled to keep it dark,”

" Very well” 2

“What are you doin’, deah boy!" exclaimed Arthur
Augustus, as Blake picked up his hathox. “ Pway be cure-
ful with that toppah, Blake. What are you taking it out of
the box for?"

“.To juw o i

“Eh? My toppah! What?"

“ I give you ten seconds to tell me the giddy secret,” said
Blake, placing the hat on the floor and measuring the dis-
tance with his eye for a jump.

Arthur Augustus eprang up in alarm.

“Blake! You wuffian! Hold on!" y

“ Are you going to tell me?" said Blake, raising his foot.
D’Arey did not reply, but he ruched forward {o the rescus

of his Leloved topper. He fell over Blake's outstretched
and tumbled forward, and alighted fairly upon the silk
There was a crach,

“Ow! My hat! Ow!”

Arthur Auguetus's cheat had struck the hat' fairly as he
fell, and the shining fopper was crushed as flat as a pan-

cake,
“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Blake
D'Arcy serambled to his feet.

topper with anguish in his eye,

mering oyeglass upon Jack Blake.
- 'ﬁnt did you do that for, Gussy?" aeked Blake inno-

leg,
hute

He surveyed the smashed
Then he turned his glim-

cently.

“You—you uttah wottah! You feahful wuffiant”

“ Blaming me?' exclaimed Bluke, in surprise,

“Yans, wathah, you—you feahful beast ! T wegard you ne
o wottah! I think it will be impose. for me to considih you
again in the light of a fwiend; and I uttahly and absolufely
wefusa to tell you a single word about my Cousin Ethel's
birthday !

““What?" roared Blake.

“T wefuse——"" <

“You shrieking nes! " howled D_:'gbg. “You've told him
now that Wednesday i Ethel's birthday, and put him up
to the whole bag of tricks."

D'Arcy !ooked witheringly at his chum.

:: lght?l!ju what you call a pwomise, Digi"

“ You pwomised
ihe whole thing.” wipsins

“17" howled Dig. “ Why, vou let it out!”

“Pway don’t pwevawicate. "I am willin' to_beligve that
you meant to keep your pwomize, but you have let the
seowet out in the most stupid way—-"

* V- glily ass—’

to say nothin’, and now you have let out
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“Yon uttah duffah——" .

“Cousin Ethel's birthday!” ¢houted Blake. ‘I see. My
nat—my only hat! I must go and tell Tom Merry this."

‘*Blake, desh boy—"'

But Jack Blake bad bolted from the study.

CHAPTER 11.
The Secrct Out.
QH ACK BLAKE tore along the corridor, He was naturally

excited,  Arthur Augustus D’Aroy's cousin, Ethel

Cleveland, was on the best of terms with the chume of
8t. Jim's, Whenever she came to the school there was a
gilent but none the less keen rivalry for her emiles, D'Arey
considered that, as she was hie cousin, he had the first right
in every way; but Ethel didn’t s¢cem to ece matters in the
same light.

Most of the juniors flattered themselves that Cousin Ethel
thought o little more of them than of the othere, each indi-
vidual arrogaling to himself the chief place in her regard.

Cousin Ethel was chumuny with all. he was a kind, sweot-
tompered girl, and the chume were all proud of her {riend-
ship, and all envied D'Arcy the possession of such a cousin.
Blake dashed along to Tom Merry’s etudy, and hurled the
door open and rushed in. A gasping voice was audible in
the study.

“Plense don't do anything of the eort, Merry! It would

Tom Merry’s study was crammed with eager and excited wreekers,

be most unpleasant for me to have my head bumped in that
sticky-iooking mess—""

“Then expound,” said Tom Merry., * You're generally
only too willing to jaw, and now here’s a good chance, and
you won't take it. What's up on Wednesday—'

“Under the circumstances, I cannot tell you. I do not
desire you to all start making presents, and perhaps putting
mine in the shude,” said Sﬁimpn]o. “It is quite possible
that I may not be able to raise ten pounds—"

“It’s all right!” shouted Blake.

The Terrible Three . turned round quickly. Skimpole
jerked himeelf from their grasp, and set hia glasecs straight.

“You've got the secret?’ exclaimed Tom Merry,

“Yes. Gussy's blabbed it out.”

“(Good! Skimpole, you can cut!’

Skimpole did not cut. He remained in the study, and
blinked at the chums of the Shell.

“1 do not bear you any malice, Tom Merry, for threaten
ing to use me with brutal violence,

“Good! Cut!"

“And I am quite willing to forgive you. Blake appears
to know now what is going on on Wedneeday, o perhape
you now may be willing to subecribe together Yo raise 1;10
ten pounds for me—-."

“Cut!"” roared Tom Merry. .

“1 am quite willing to accept five pounds, or, even four.”

Tom Merry took Bkimpole by one shoulder, and Blake
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took him by the other. They ran him out of the study, and
bumped him down in the passauge. Then thoy slammed the
door on him,

“And now what's tho giddy secret?™ demanded the
Terrible Three in one voice, v £

' Wodnesday js———"" .

* Whatt "

“Cousin Kthel's birthday,”

:‘:%uﬂn.i'n Ethel's birthday ! "

as

“My. only hat! And—and those rotters were going to
ke‘mp‘u dark!" exclaimed Tom Merry, /
* Ths unspoakuble toads!” ejaculated Manners. * Going
to deop it dark, and not give us a .d_lance to send anything—

o oilies! ™ said M . :
] * sl ont rther. sy
“'“ It sfﬂn'ﬁ mattor o -y vou chaps,” said Blake,
Cousin_Fithel is in the Fe , a3 it were—as D'Arcy's
cousitt. Fancy the young bounder } the cheek to lecp
: soerve bim jolly

it from me—me, tho of Study .

well right, his sill
W wr';'u!! fntior ¢

said : odly. "
ing the same,” said Manners. ““I say,
At we're all stony now?"
y,” said Tom Merry choerfully. *“Thore's
‘downstairs waiting for me, and it’s bound
_decent. And what's mine belongs to the
a4 you know ; and under the circumstances Blake
| shares if he likes."
said Blake, “Much obliged; and if I can't
manage otherwise, I'll be glad to. I'm stony at present;
bu.t: u !ellovlc must do mm@fging on an oocasion like this,”
o Where is Gussy now!' snid Tom Merry thoughtfully,
‘Wo must have a jaw about this. We don't even know
where Cousin Ethel is at present. . Let's go and see him.
H What about elearing up this muck?” said Manners,
Ah, yes; T forgot thut. You can olear tHat up, Man-
ne_ral.\ “}fulce I go and speak to Gussy.”

i No foar!"" said Manners ptom!)tly.
.. Then let it wait, my son.  We'll tip Mary a bob to put
i\h_ r:%h'f; that's the bost way. Come anlong now to Study
0. 9, )

Tha juniors left the study. Bkimpole was waiting in the
Bnum. and he immediately captured Tom Merry by a

utton of his jackat,

* Merry, I'd like you to think that over— "

Blake gave Skimpole a gentle dig in the ribs, and the
amateur Hocialist staggered away. Tho juniors walked on,
loavms)skmgh gasp. n:. Thoy entered Study No. 6, and
found Dighy, D’Arcy, and Herrics there, having tea. D'Arcy
and Dig wero engaged in an extremely warm argument.

T thought Herries and Blake ought to know all along,”
anid Dig. *I'm jolly glad you let it out, so 12

“1 am not a0 much o to and Blake
knowin' all about Ethol's birthday,” said D*Arcy; “but I
weluso Lo have the lettin’ out of the secwet imputed to me.
You gave it away to Blake in the most widiculously stupid
WAy

‘““You gave it nwaf yoursalf, you ass!"

“1 declino to be alluded to as an nss!”

“You gave it away—-"

‘It was you gave it away—'

*“Why, you spid—-""

“ And you said— "

“ Oh, ring off, both of you'" said Blake. It waas Gusay
gavo it away, but that doesn't matter now. I waa bound to
get on to it.”

““Nothin’ of the sort, Blake. Dig allowed the secwetb to
oscape him in the most widiculous mannah——"

“Oh, ring off, Guesy! Tho eecret's out now, anyway.
Now, we're thinking of gotting up_a_little celebration on
this f-mppy and auspicious occasion, if it can be worked.”

“That's wathah a good ideah.”

* Where is Cousin Ethel now?" asked Tom Merry,

‘' Bhe's atayin’ with some fwiends ovah in Wayland,”
D’'Arcy, *“They are also [wiends
to see her on her birthday,”

The juniors nxc-hantgl glances, _

I suppote you've been asked if you'd like to bring a few
frionds? " Blake remarked, in n ca sort of way,

‘“No, Blake, I haven't been asked anythin’ of the sort.”

! They'd naturally expect you to take a chum with you.”

“If they did,” eaid D'Arcy grimly, “they’'d be dis-
appointed. I am not goin’ to take any {soundahs along with
o on Wednesday aftahnoon.”

said
of mine, and I am goin'
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“Now, Gussy, if that's HBQI you call standing by a chuin

“After tho disgustin’ way in which you wuined my silk
hat, B!al«. you can scarcely expect me to wegard you as @&
c L]

“That's right; blame me!” said Blake resignediy. “I
suppose 1 must bear the hll’-o whenever a clumsy ass falls
over his hat in this study ! £ -

T welus) to ba chawactewised as a clumay ass!

M" Vhere is Consin Ethel staying in Wayland?” asked Tom
orry. . e
".lywogand that information as quite superfluous,” said
D'Arey. ‘It cannot intewest you to know tha pwecise

addwess of my cousin.”

3t here, vou ass—""

“If you call me an ass, Tom Mewwy, T ahall have no
altarnative but to give yonu a feahful thwashin't"

“You're jolly near getting one yourself at the present
moment, Gussy ! " said ﬁnlw warningly. * You've anly got
to kml; on in your pr;uvaen_t .t_v':g. k_\\'c ?b:‘»enm fod ug,\n@h
vour funny ways. ¢'re hinking poal usin
Ethet could be induced to come over here on M;ﬂthdq."

“ Bai Jove, that's a ideah ! ™

“ We could got up a birthday feed, and celebrate the ocoa-
sion properly,” said Blake. *“We wouldn't invite F '&
Co., as a punishment for their cheok in keeping »
hirﬂ‘:;in_v a oecl:'e:, !frou us."” Exa

*Yaas, wathah!” : ot

“Well, where is she?” demanded Tom Merey. “I can
write to her and ask——"" : G Lt

“I think I'd better wrile to her,” said Blake thoughtfully.
* We want to put the matter in the politest and af the same
time the most l;lensibh manmrbopozlr e, " 'hndn o/

‘The ma;j:a bettah (2 ™ “hands,'’ sai
D'Arey. . “ T will w'ite tp Ethel. and put @’mh hor.
T will oxﬁain that we partioularly ¥ fo make « School
House oe hwal'?n of it, 80 as to put that wottah Figgins
down-—""

“¥ou ass! Then she won't come!™ growled ‘Monty

Lowther. .
* Weally, Lowthah, I wegard myself as quite capable of

witin' a lettah to my own cousin without any beastly assisf-,

rsuasively, “Pa

ance from a wotten Sheil-fish!”

“Now, look here, Gussy,” said Blake
the proper person to write that letter, and you know jt.”

"ﬁ wouls‘hlvo more weight,. coming from a fellow in a
highcr Form,” said Tom Merry. 3

‘ Rats, and many of ‘em!"’ : ;

“It's no good arguin’,” said D'Arcy. “I'm goin’ to w'ite
the lettah, or else it won't be w'itten at all, at's settlod,
and if you make a wow about it, deah boys, T’ll go ovah
to ‘H.’ylnd on Ethel's birthday, instead of askin' hec here
at all.’ 3

The juniors glared at Arthur Augustus; buf the swell of
the School House held the whip hand, and they had to give

in. )

“ Well, T suppose we must leave it to that ass,” said Tom
Morry, “ Of course, he’ll make a muck of it,"

“I see no weason_ to suppose anythin’ of the sort.”

“T dny, B‘fhlll Figging knows Cousin Kthel's address,”
suggosted igby. “He seems to know a jolly lot about
Cousin Kthel.”

“Good!" said Tom Merry,
House and ask him,”

*“Woeally, deah boys—"'

“Come on!" .

And the juniors hurried out of Study No. 6.  Arthur
Augustus was left alone. He took out his crencil. and -
folded a piece of paper covered with seribbled ealoulations.

“*Thwee pound twelve and six,” he murmured, “ All my
wesources combined amount to only thwee pounds twelve
and six, and it comes to just the same, whethah I add it up
fwom the top or the bottom, so I suppose it must be wight.
Bai Jove, though, there’s that thwee bob that Mellish owoes
me, Pwaps 1 can wope that in. T'll go and look for Mellish,
That will make thwee pound fifteen and six.”

And Arthur Augustus also left the study.

—

CHAPTER 12.
Figgins Says It Is All Right,
T was dusk in the quadrangle, as Tom Merry & Co
[[ crossed to the New House. The juniors were feeling
very well satisfiod with themselves, and even the
Terrible Three had almost recovered from the Form rag.
They had discovered the secret—that was the great point.

“We'll go over to the New

The feeding of Fatty Wynn had been in wain, and the
“rag” had been endured for nothing; but they had found
out the mystery, and they were satisfied, A fow bumps

and bruises and a wrecked study counted for nothing, now
that they were in the seeret,

A Thls SIS0 BT ©
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Most of the fellows were indoors now, and some hostile
glances were oast at the School House chums as they
entered the rival house. But the five were the pick of the
fighting-men of the School House, and not to be lightly
inckled, even in the enemy’s quarters. They marched in
roolly, and Blake caught sight of Fatty Wynn's plump
form through the open door of the junior common-room.

“This way, kids!" he said,

The Sohool House juniors went into the room. Figgina
was not visible, but Fatty Wynn and Kerr were chatting
together, They looked up in surprise at the sight of Tom
Merry. Some of the New House juniors made a movement
as if to cut off the School House retreat to the door, but
Fatty Wynn waved them back.

“It’s all right, you chaps,” he said. *' It's pax. What do
you want here, kids?”

* Come to see Figgins,” said Tom Merry.

K“ Figgins! What do you want to see Figgins for?” asked
orr,

“We want to know Cousin Ethel's address in Wayland,”
said Tom Merry directly. Y

‘““Ha, ha, ha!"

“ What are you cackling at? I daresay Figgins knows the
wddress.”

“Ha, ha! I dare say he does.”

“We're on to your little socret,” said Tom Merry, with
a sniff, “We know it's Cousin Ethel's birthday on
Wednesday.”

“You ass, Fatty—" -

“T didn’t let out!” exclaimed Fatty Wynn, indignantly.
“1 was too jolly careful,”

“We serewed it out of Gussy,” said Tom Merry. ‘‘ Blake
did, rather. The whole school can know it now. We're
. thinking of getting up a celebration.”

‘*“Ha, ha, ha!”

Kerr and Wynn went off into a yell of laughter. Their

 head.

merriment was evidently fenuine, and it puzzled the School
House juniors. Thoﬂy could not see a humorous side to the
matter, so far. 1f there was a laugh, it ought to have been
on their side, as they had discovered the secret so carefully
guarded by Figging & Co.

“ Blogsed if 1 can see what you're cackling at!" said Blake,
“ There's nothing funny in a birthday celebration, is there!”

“Ha, ha! That's according,” said Kerr, wiping his eyes.
“You nnturnll; wouldn’t see the funny side of the matter.
I suppose youre thinking of a School House celebration,
with the New House left out in the cold.”

“Well, if Figgins gives us Cousin Ethel's address we'll
have you ehaps to the feed.”

Fatty Wynn's eyes sparkled. :

“Oh, there's going to be a feed, is there?”

“Yea, we shall have a littlo party, if we can get Cousin
Ethel to come over.”

“T say, Kerr, in that case—"

“8hut up, Fatty-—"

“Yes, but couldn’t we manage to combine the two—first
one and then the other——"

““Bhut up!” yelled Kerr,

“Hallo, what's that?’ exclaimed Tom Merry, quick to
catch & clue. * Are you New House rotters thinking of
gotting up & celebration?”

“Find out.”

“Well, where's Figgins?” demanded Blake. “We want
to see Figging."” . )

“He may be in any minute."”

 Where is he, then? It's past locking up.”

“ He's gone out for a spin on his bike."”

“QOh, don't be funny. The gates have been closed half
an hour.”

“He has a pass from Monteith.”

“Well, he ought to be in by thia time,” said. Blake
crossly. “1 don't like kids being out after dark. It ien't
good for them.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

"‘Haho, here he is!" said Herries.

F;FTim had just entered the room. He was wearing a
Norfo kliwkel. and knickers, and a cap on the back of his
His face was flushed with warmth and exeroise, and
he looked dusty after a long and rather hargd ride.

“ Figging, we've come to see you—-'"

“Thanks!" said Figgins, '*Now you've seén me you may
as well travel,”

“Wo want to ask you—-7"

“Not to-day.”

“ Eh?!' 2

“1 haven't any old clothes to give away.”
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The New House juniors chuckled gleefpll . Tom Merry &
Co. turned red. They were greatly inclined to go for
Fign’inn on the spot; but that would not have been d
J%dicinus way of approaching the subject of Couin Ethel's
i Tess,

“Look here,” exclaimed Tom Merry, “we want you to
tell us the address of Cousin Ethel in Wayland. We know
she's there, and we know Wednesday is her birthday. We're
going to get up a little celebration——""

‘““ A little celebration I” rinned Figgins.

“Yes, in the School Honse—"

“In the School House? Ha, hal”

““What are you cackling at, you image?”

“Ha, ha, ha! Can't I cnckle if I like, in my own house!”
demanded Figgins. ‘‘ Hear me emile! Ha, ha, ha! 1 sy,
Kerr—Wynn, it's all right.”

“All right?” said the Co. eagerly.

“ Yos, right as rain, @

. “'What's all right?"” demanded the School Houte juniors
in chorus. F

“Oh, you'll know some time. I'm peckish after my ride,
Fatty. n,ythin% to eat in the study.”

“ Yos, Figgy, I've had tea over the way, so I wax able to
leave you a couple of the sausages.”
th"A"oonplol” roared Figgins. * Why, there were nine of

om.

_““Were there really? I didn't count them I thought you'd
like me to leave you a couple. I get jolly hungry in this
October weather myself.”

o here, Figgins,
Ethel’s address?"

“Not this evening,” said Figyins blandly. ‘ Home other
evening."”

“We'll ask you to the feed.”

“I'm afraid 1 should have another enga

“Poof! 1 don’t believe you know the ress,’

“Don't 1! You'll believe it on Wednesday | chuckled

are you going to give usz Cousin

ment.'’
»

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the Co.

“ Look here, you cackling asses—-" {

“*Oh, travel along, you School House youngsters!' said
Figgins, with a wave of the hand. * You're right out of
this, you know. It's not much good your trying to buck
agsingt the New House when we're in earnest.”

* You—you long-leg Htruk——"

“ Long-legged I sai Lowther. “ You don't call
th_osg things legs, do you? ¢ like pipe stems, to my
mind.”

Figgins turned red. His logs were long, but they could
not by any stretch of the imagination be called plump, an
the cyclini hose showed aff their elenderness to great ad-
vantage. It was a rather sore point with Figgine.

“ You let my legs alone!” he growled.

“ CortainlyI” said Lowther. “I wouldn't touch 'em! I
should be afraid they might break, and I shouldn't like to
be responsible.”

That was too much for Figgine. Some of the New House
fellows were giggling, as well as the visitors,

* Chuolbt’hma cheeky kids out!"” exclaimed Figgins, wrath-

“ Come on."

fully.
: “xlou couldn’t chuck half of ue out!”

“We'll jolly well try!”

The New House juniors made a rush.

“Now, then!” roared Tom Merry. ‘‘Straight from the
shoulder !"

And the School House fellows hit out. Figgins and Kerr
and Pratt and French and Jimson rolled a!on* the floor; but
the rush was overwhelming. By force of numbers the
School House juniors were swept out. Figgine was up
again in a flash, and his foot was one o the first to
help the School House wisitors down_ the steps of the New
House. Tom Merry & Co. rolled in the quadrangle, and the
steps of the house were crowded with laughing and jeering
uniors.

’ “Come on!” yelled Digh{,
$ ain. Eut Blake caught him by the showiter, and swung
i1m Pack.

“No ioad 1 he growled. * Better cutl"™

And they ocut.

———

CHAPTER 13,
Cousin Ethel's Reply.

HE next day was Tuesday, the eve of Cousin Ethel's
birthday. The Terrible Three were down early, &nd
they met Arthur Au'F.utua gunning himeelf on the

steps of the School House. The elegant junior gave them a

nod.
“ (ood-mornin’,” he remarked. ‘I hear that you mucked

things up, as usual, last night, ovah in the New House.”

A ToS Sarin Clitfords

making a rugh for the steps °

i
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“Yea," suid Tom Morry.
bami with us, you know.
capable leader.”

‘Exactly!” said Lowthor,
bo ex "

“ What, indeed?” said Manners gravely.

“1 wathah think that you wottahs are woltin',” said
D’Arcy. ‘' But, as a matter of fact, you are uttahin' gweat
twuths by mistake. If I had been there it is vewy wob
that you wouldn’t have been clincked out. Figgins Jid""'
f;ly‘oNyuu Cousin Ethel's addwess?"’

"' No, he's an obstinate rotter. What is the address?"

*That's tellin’,- deah boys!"

Now, Gussy, be sensible!” urged Tom Merry. " ¥ou
know how ripping it would be to have Cousin Kthel here to
# birthday celebration, and what a dot in the eye it would be
t",,”"’ Now House. Let me write to her—-?"

I w'ote to her last night, deah boy!"

'lIl‘um Merry gave a groan,

Then you've mucked it up already, and there’s nothing
more to be done.”

D’Aroy turned his monocle upon Tom Merry with a glance

that ou%hr. ko have withered him up on the spot,
y Waally, Tom Mewwy, I fail to see that my w'itin' the
oftah is bound to muck up the mattah. As a mattah of
fngt, I don't want all sorts and conditions of bounduahs to
Wiite to my cousin, - I bar you Shell boundahs.”

“ When do Kon expect to get her reply?”

I'oxpect ‘'she will w'ite at once,. as ftuva wequested her
to do so. The lettah will come about midday, and Cousin
Ethel will be here to:mowwow aftahnoon.”

:l« How do you know!?"

Oh, T am pwetty certain she will not wefuse me!”

“Rats!’” * Bosh!” ‘' Bcat!"

And with those scathing remarks the chums of the Shell
mssed out into the qu rangle. Jack Blake came out o
lt:‘.}o later, and joined them, wearing a worried look.

That ass has writfen,” he said. 1 urged him last night
to leave it in my hands, and he told me he had written and
posted the letter in the school box while we were at the
New House. That settled it.”

:‘.I wonder if she'll come.’

% “Well, Gussy is pretty certain to have made a muck of

“ It was all through your not
What we wanted was a really

“ Without Gussy, what could

* Blegsed if I understand how a Fourth Form kid can
have 8o much beastly nerve,” said Monty Lowther.
lake gave him o freezing glare.
* Gugay may have mucked it up,” he said, *“ but the muck
up would have been a dead cert if any of you Shellfish
had had a hand in it. Go and eat coke!™

And Jack Blake stalked away. He was arrested the next
minute by a bony hand that grasped one of his waistcoat
buttons and held 1t fast.

1 way, Blake,™ said Skimpole, “I hear——"

‘Youw'll feel, toe, if you don’t let go my waistcoat,”
grunted Blake.

*1 hear that thore is some
Etheal's birthday. As you know,
ten pounds in a really decent——"

*“ Whose ten pounda?’

“To a sincero Bocialist a detail like that is of minor im-
portance. However, I did not count upon the inherent
eelfishnoss of human nature, and, not to put too fine a point
on it, 1. have been unable to raise the ten pounds.”

“You surprise me " anid Blake sarcastically.

“T am somoewhat surprised myself; however, such is the
oase, Under the ciroumstances, I have thought that the
hest poseible_present would be a complete set of the works of
the famous Socialist Wyndbagge ——"

* Oh, travel off 1"

“T was thinking that it would be a good idea to purchase
thoss great works by subscription. o whole set can be
had for three guineas, bound in morocco——""

“Won't do, gkimmy i

. [Eh';l Why not?" Bt . A

e iove in supporting home industries,” explained
Blake. “I'm not going to buy any books bo::nd in
Moroceo!" v

“ My dear B‘la.ka," said Bkimpole, who was never, never
known to sce a joke, in a tone of patient explanation, “the
hooks ara bound in morocco, not in Morocco,'’

“Well that is lucid, at all events."

“The morocco is a term applied to the binding——""
_“*Now, look here, Skimpols, it's no use your prevarica-
ting,” said Blake sternly. ** You said that the books were
bound in Moroceo, and if they are bound in Morocco, it
stands to reason that they are bound to be bound in Moroceo,
by Moroeco bounders. That's e h. I believe in sup-
""Etg‘;“ homo“lnduatrien, and I won’t hear another word.”

lan of celebrating Cousin
was thinking of expending

a —
“Cut off, Skimmy. I tell you I won't hear another word.”
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414 is not-necessary for them to be hound. in morocoo.
You can have a complete set bound in russia—-—""

“Russia! That's just as bad! I don’t care whethoer
they're bound in Russia or Morocco.” .

““I don’t mean in Russia. I mean in russia——""_

“1 don't believe you know what you do mean, Skimmy.
Anyway, you can work it out in your own head without
bothering me."”

And Blake bolted, 8kimpole shook his head solemnly.

“The ignorance that obtains among tho boys in some
public schools would be deemer incredible by the outside
sublic, if they knew it!” ho murmured. ** Fancy a fellow of
Ylake's age not knowing the difference between Moroceo and
morocco! It's amazing " :

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy was still on the Bchool House
stops, and 8kimpole made for him. The swoll of the School
House saw him coming, and went- in; but Bkimpole
quickened his pace and overtook him, It was not easy to
escape the bore of St. Jim's.

“D’Arcy! Don't hurry off, old chap, I want to epeak to
you. 1 really thought that you saw me coming."

% Yaas, wathah!” murmured D’Arcy. .

“ 1 have an iden of raising a subscription to present Miss
Cloveland with a complete set of the works of the famous
Wyndbagge——"" 4

* You uttah ass!"”

“You do not regard it as n good idea?”

“1 wegard it as a wotten ideah!"

“But consider. If Cousin Ethel were converted to
Hocialism, what extensive influence she would - wield!
Figgins, for instance, would become a convert immediately,
t.nﬁ would then le&d the light in the New House, which
is rather beyond the range of my own propaqnnda. As you
know, Cousin Ethel is rather attached to Figgine, and——""

T don't know anythin’ of the sort, you shwiekin' duffah!’’
said the indignant D'Arey. * And if you say anothah word
to me I will give you a feahful thwashin’!"”

And D'Arcy stalked away, leaving Skimpole staring after
him in amazement and dismay. .

“Dear me,” murmured Skimpole. ‘T must have said
something to offend D’Arcy, quite unintentionally, *‘ Hallo,
Reilly, good-morning! I want——"

M ’l¥op of the morning to ye!” said Reilly, dodging past
the amateur Socialist and escaping into the quadrangle.

“ Dear me, 1 cannot hdlp considering that almost rude,”
murmured . Skimpole, I suppose I chall have to give up
the idea of purchasing @ set of Wyndbagge's great works
by subscription. Yet what pleasure they would have afforded
to Cousin Bthel! I can picture her, on an autumn after-
noon, sitting in the sh of a tree absor in Wynd-
bagge's masterly ex?osition of the great truthigof Deter-
minism, his wonderful demonstration of the t theory
that ovcr{ offect is the result of a cauee, and that every
cause i the producer of an effect. But T suppose it is not
to be. Perhaps a small volume, however, which 1 shall be
ablo to present myself to her, will have the effect of opening
Cousin Ethel's eyes to great truths of which she has never
hitherto dreamed.” i ;

And with that 8kimpole had to be satisfiod,

During morning lessons, both the Fourth Form and the
Shell showed signs of restiveness. Figgina & Co. inned
at Study No. 6 in a_vory exasperating way, and by the time
lessons were over, Blake was in almost a homicidal frame
of mind. Arthur Aungustus, however, looked very pleased
with himself as he came out of the class-room.

“1 wathah “E(::'f there will be a lettah for me in tho
wack,"” ho remarked.

“Yes, containing a decline with thanks!" growled Blake.

“Oh, wats, deah boy!"”

Sure enough, there was a letter in the rack for the swell
of the 8chool House, and it was addrossed in the well-known
hand of Cousin Ethel. Arthur Augustus felt in his pocket
for his penknife, while his chuma stood round him with eager

ools.
“Well, why don't you open it?” howled Blake,
“ | haven't a paper-knife here."
“ You—yon—you——"
“I'm feelin’ for my ponknife—-
“§tick your thumb into it said Herries savagely.
“ 1 am surpwised at your suggestin’ such a thing, Hewwics.
1 have nevah been guilty of openin’ a lettah by stickin’ my
ben‘t”l’y thumb into it.” f .
“ Woll, buck up with the penknife !’ grunted Dighy,
an.”’ D'Arey folt in one
“Bai Jove, I appeah to have
unfortunate, as I am woally
as any of you chaps got a

“1 am huwwyin' as fast as I can.
pocket, and then in another.
mislaid my penknife. It is ver
engnh to open this lettah.
penknife?”

“ You—you—you image——""

“1 wefuse {o bo addwessed as an image Follow me up
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to the study, deah boys. I aum almost certain there is a
pagnh-lmife there.” :
lake gripped D’Arcy by the shoulders as he wae walking

ff to the stairs. e swung him back with a whirl that made
his head swim,

** Stand there, you image! Now open the letter.”

*“1 wefuse to open the lettah unless——"'

“ Hore's a pocket-knife!” howled Herries.

“1 cannot open o lady's letter with a gweat wuff pocket- -

knife like that.”

“Try the emall blade, you—you—-—"" L

“Hallo! What's the row?” exclaimed Tom Merry, coming
up with Manners and Lowther. ‘‘ls that a letter from

sin Kthel 7"

“Yes, and the oung demon won't open it because he
hasn’t a paper-knife——"

‘ Ha, ha, ha! S8crag him,”

“1 wefuse to be sowagged, and——""

“ Hore's a penknife, Gussy.” :

Tom Merry extracted a little silver-handled penknife from
his waistcoat-pocket, and Arthur Augustus deigned to
accept 1t

“Thank
for me.”

Tle handed it back, and Tom Merry gravely opened it,
while the junjors stood round Arthur Augustus watching him
like hungry tigers, or like a football team watching a player
of the opposite side taking & nalty kick 3

“Thank you vewy much, m Mewwy,” said Arthur
Augustus, taking the opgned penknife, end slitting open the
envelope with it. * There is your knife, deah boy. If you
fellows will etand back and be quiet, I will pwoceed to wead

3 I h.h‘?

. thig lettah,

“Read it out,” said Lowther.

. ‘I shall pwobably wead it out, Lowthah, but T must wead
it to myself first.”

* Buck up, then, you horgid rotter!” yelled Blake,

‘I wefuse to be called a howwid wottah!”

Blake glared, but Arthur Augustus was impervious to
glaring. It was better to ' give him his head,” ae every
interruption made it longer before the letter was read.  Hao
opened it with great deliberateness, and adjusted his eye-
E , and read it through. His face was seen to fall, and
e ejaculated ' Bai Jove!”

The juniors were on tenterhooks,

But D'Arey did not scem in a hurry to explain. He
slowly read the letter through a sccond time, and then
folded it and put it into his pocket, and walked off,

The juniors glared at him in blank amazement for a
moment, and then -there was a general whoop, and they
rughed at him, Half a dozen pairs of hands seized him, and
he was yanked back.

" }?ui Jove! Pway don't be such wuff asses, deah boye
* “ What's in that letter?”

" What does she sayt”

*“1s she coming "

* Bui Jove, I forgot you wanted to know,” said D’Arcy.
*Pway excuse me. No; she is not comin’.”

** Not coming !”

“ No, it is imposs.””

* Read it out, then,” growled Tom Merry.
certain it's your fault.”

' Weally, Rm Mewwy !”

* You have made a muck of it. But read the letter out,”

“1 wefuse to admit that I have made a muck of it.”

“ Read the Jetter out.” -

" Vewy well. Don’t ewowd me like that. ‘Dear Arthur,
I am sowwy it will bh‘imgouihle to accept your kind invita-
tion to a celebwation in the Bchool House on the occasion of
my birthday. I have alweady accepted a similar invitation
from Figging=——'"

you vewy much, Tom Mewwy. Pway open it
¥

“T'm pretty

“ What "
It was a goneral howl, -
* Pway don’t intewwupt me, deah boys——"

* Look here, are you rotting, you ass?’’
“I am not wottin’, and I wefuse——""
(o on with the letter.”
" Vewy well. ‘I have alweady accepted a gimilar invita-
tion fwom Figgins, to have tea in the New House on Wed-
nesdlay aftornoon, hope I shall see you then. Your
~affectionate cousin, Erngt CLEVELAND.”
“That is all, deah boys, except that she sends her kind
wegards——""
* Figgins "
“That's where he was gone last evening!"
“ H.i. “m “'II! .
The School House juniors were furious, D'Arey put the
letter in his pocket. Of all the group, he was the only one
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just then wlhoso manners had the repose that stamps the

caste of Vere de Vere,
““We've been done,’ growled Monty Lowther. '‘Catch

Fiml;ins inviting ue to the feed. Of course, he’ll keep us
t il

“It’s all D’Arcy’s fault,” said Manners.

“1 weally fail to sce how you make that out, Mannahs."

“Of course it is,” said m Merr,y ho“*j “If you had
told us before that Wedneaddy wae Cousin Ethel’s birthday,
we should have had time to act.”

“Yes, rather! It's nll Gussy's fault,”

“ Weally, deah boye—-" .

“‘?ngins & Co. have done us, all through that howling

“1 wefusa to be alluded to as & howlin’ ags.”

“Bump him ! yelled Lowther,

‘T wefuse to be bumped,” ;

“You can refuso till you're black and blue in the chivvy,
but you're iﬁuing to be bumped all the same,” said Jack
Blake. “Collar him!”

“Weally, Blake— Pway don’t be wuff! I say, deah
boxn—- Gweat Scott!. Ow!"” 3 iZd

rthur Aurnstua was collared by the indignant juniora

Ho had said that he would not be bumped; but he was
bumped, and bumped all along the passage and back again,
and finally bumped on the steps outside, and left there
¥nuning. And Tom Merry & Co., tomewhat relieved in their
celings, consulted as to what was best to be done.

CHAPTER 14.
Skimpole Asks a Little Favour.

! A, ha, ha!" . :
That was the greeting Tom Merry & Co. received
from Figgina i . when they went out into the

quad. Figgins knew that D'Arc

of*course, what the reply must be. And the downcast looks
of the Scfmol Houge juniors sufficiently showed that the reply
from Cousin Ethel had been duly received.
“Hear us smile!” eaid quqim. *“ Ha, ha, ha!" 3
““Oh, don’t make that row!” eaid Blake. *I should think
you might bo eatisfied with having faces like that withouh
going in for a cack'e warranted to kill at forty rods. CGo
and bury yourselves.”
‘“Hu, ha; hal” '
The School House juniors marched off, followed by that
irritating ** Ha, ha, ha!" from Figging & Co. 'The New

House Co. were jubilant. iy A

“We've done them this time,” Figgins remarked—'‘ done
them brown."

“Done ‘em to a turn,” said Kerr.
napping.”

“ All the same,” said Fatty Wynn thoughtfully, * it mi“ht
have been better in somo reepects to meet them half-way.

“How do you make that out?’ ;

““Well, if they're thinking of giving a feed, it seems a

pity_that we shoulda’t go to it,"* i

H' We”re going to have a feed ourselves, in the New

ouse.””

. “Yes, T know. Btill, a feed is always a feed. No harm

in having two.”

“Oh, rats!” eaid Figgins. LD
Meanwhile the School House chume were talking it over.

There scemed to be no way out of the difficulty. Cousin

Ethel had promised to attend the birthday celebration in

thoe New House. D'Arcy wasg Fret[y certain to be asked, as

he was Ethel's cousin, but would Figgins & Co. ask the rest?
1t was doubtful. And cven then their presence at a feed
in the New House would really only grace the triumph of

Figgins & Co. 1

“Tt's a rotten go!” said Tom Merry, “‘If we could seo

Cousin Ethel, we might be able to work it somehow. Gussy

will have to tell us where he ie'" 3 g

D‘“ gle'a likely to, after that bumping we gave him,” grinned,

ighy.
““Oh, T forgot that! Anyway, we'll try.”
hey tried. But Arthur Augustus was adamant. e had
had to change his clothes after that bumping, being dusty
and dishevelled from head to fool. He was fairly on his
di{xmty now, and immovable. : 3
‘ You have tweated me with gwoss diswespect,” he said.

““You have wumpled my jacket, disawwanged my tie, and

made my hair untidy.” I wegard you as a set of wulf

boundahs, and I wefuse to speak to you.”

“Where is Cousin Ethel?”

Arthur Augustus turned on his heel,

* Where is Cousin Ethel?’ roared Tom Merry.

“ Wats " said D’Arcy. And that was the only reply they
could extract from him,

During afterncon school Tom Merry thought the matter

& Tofs T AR O

had written, and he knew,

“ Caught them fairly
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oub. He confided to Lowther, during the lossons, that it

wa.‘-labwlnitnlj neun:oarv «to]u:l co;:m P:it ol
“T'm going over ayland,” said.
Monty Lowther stared. ’

“On spect?”

“"Yea, I suppose Cousin Ethel is bound to ga out somo-
times, and you remember she is fond of walks in the after-
noon, 8he may go out shopping. I'm going to buzz off to
Wayland immediately after school, and chance it."

orry, you are talking," said Mr. Linton.

“Yeo-0-08, sir.’” .

““Take fifty linos,”

‘“Yeos, sir,” said Tom Merry, with a grimace.

But when afternoon schoo! waa dismizsad, Tom Merry
carried out hia plan. Wayland was out of bounds, and Tom
Merry presented himsolf with an ingratiating smile before
Kildare to ask for a pass,

“ Well, what do you want, Merry?” grinned Kildare, who
knew that smile of old. ]

"Candyou let mo have a pass, Kildare? I want to go to
Wayland,”

“What for?"”

“Important business."

“Hum! Wayland is a lon
by calling over. I'm afraid
a little more explicit, Merry."

S Well, you see, Kildare, Wednesday is Cousin Ethel's
blrthduﬂ," said Tom Merry glibly. T want to see her to
make the arrangements for a little celebration, if possibla,
Cousin Ethel is staying in Wayland now,”

“Oh, I seo! In that case you can have the pass; but
mind, don't be late."” :

“T'll be back jolly early, Kildare"

Tho Sixth Form prefect wrote out the pass, and Tom
Merry pocketed it in great glee.

“Thanks awfully, Kildare; you're a trump!"” he said.

And ho hurried away to rejoin his chums.

“It's all right,” he said. "*‘ You chaps can come as far
as the station with me, if you like. We've got good timse to
catch the five if we don't stop for tea."”

‘“But what are you going to do for tea?”

“1'll get a snack in !{sv and.”

And the chums of the Shell went down to the gates, and
sot out at a brisk walk for Rylcombe. Tom Merry caught
the train, and Manners and Lowthor saw him off. ayland
was a good distance by road, but by train it was not a long
journey, and ere long Tom Merry stepped out at tho
junction, Meanwhile, the captain of 8t. Jim's had recaived
a sacond application for a pass out of bounds, this time from
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy.

“Where do you want to go?' demandad Kildare.
already given Tom Meorry a pass for Wayland."”

Bai Jove, I wondah what he's gone to Wayland for? 1
want to go on important business, Kildare—extwemely im-
portant business, deah boy."”

Kildare laughed. L

“Ho did Tom Mor:-ﬂ. Come, out with it!"

“You ses, Wednesday is my Cousin Ethel's birthday, and
I want to go to Wayland to bu ) .

“1 suppose I must let you have a pass, then,” said Kil-
dare, And he wrote it out, and the ewell of the Sohool
House thanked him offusively and retired. Kildare sottled
down to work, and five minutes later came another tap at
his study door. -

*“Oh, come in!" said the captain of 8t. Jim's resignedly.

It was Skimpole who came in. He blinked at the senior,

“If you please, Kildare, oan you give me a pass to go to
Wayland?”

“How many more?" exclaimed Kildara,

“1 do not understand you. I require a pass to go to
Wayland on important businees, and though 1 disapprove
entirely of the system which requires boys to account for
their ingoings and outcomings—I mean their incomings and
outgoings—still, to avoid trouble with the masters, 1 have
ceme to request you to give mo a pass.'’ .

W ¥ou're jolly near getting a licking instead,” Kildure
remarked.

“1 fail to seo msybhing provoking in a plain statement of
my beliefs,” said Skimpole, "I really must have the pass,

ou know, as I have important business in Wayland. What

want cannot be obtained in Rylecombe.”

‘“ And what do you want?" :

“ Wodnesday is Miss Claveland's birthday. You are
acquaintod with Cousin Ethel, of course. I have decided to
wurchase a copy of ‘Socialism Simply Stated," as a present
or Cousin Ethel, and in this dull village such a book cannot
bo obtained, or even orderad with any certainty of receiving
it. For that purpese I am going over to Wayland, and——"

“(Oh, you are going over, are you?"

“Yes, cortainly. 1 am asking you for a pass as a matter
of form,”

way, and vou won't ba back
shal! have to ask you to be

“I've

her a little pweaent,”
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Kildare' reached his hand out towards a leither bets
Skimpole backed away a littlo in alarm.

‘I hope you are mot thinking of proceeding to violence,
Kildare,” he said. ** Such an absurd and antiquated method
of argumont is—""

Tha Bixth-Former burast into a laugh.

“Oh, get out!” he said.

“ But the pass?”’ 4

Kildare hesitated a moment, but his good-nature prevailed,
and he wrote out the pass. Skimpole took it.

‘“And now, Kildare, if you don't mind——""'

“Woell, what is it?”

“Would you mind lending me my fare to Wayland? I
am unfortunately quite destitute of ready cash, owing to a
conscientious thoroughness in carrying out my principles.”

There was a very curious look on Kildare's face as ho laid
a sixpence on the table. ; :

“ Thank you!" sald Skimpole, putting the sixpence in his
pocket. **One more thing——"" T

“Don’t limit yourself,” said Kildare. ‘' My time is of no
value, and I really have never looked forward to anything
so pleasant as a conversation with you,"

“1t is very kind of you to say so, Kildare, It has mever
struck me before, but when I come to think of it, my vast
brain power would naturally be more appreciated in the
higher Forms than in the lower, The lower Forms mock
at my advanced ideas, If you like, Kildare, T will often
drop into your study of an evening to have a chat.”

“You'll come in some time when I've got my football
boots on, won't you?" said Kildara,

“Oh, really, Kildare—"' ' i
. “If you wouldn't mind getting out of my stady, Skimpole
lIl{_t!\;:uid save me the trouble of slinging you out,” euggestec{

ildare.

“There was one more thing I was going to ask you. The
book I haye mentioned, ‘Sopialism Simply Stated,’ costa
threa-andsix.  Considering that it may open one's mind,
and make all the difference between darkness and light to
the intellect of the reader, it must be admitted that it is
dirt cheap at the price. But it unfortunately -happens that

"

T |
YOU CAN START NOW!

(The First Three Sets are on Page iv. Cover.)

I have no cnsh. Would you mind lending me the threc-and-
aix, the amount to boe repaid out of the profits of my forth-
coming publicationon Socialism?"’ i

Kildare rose from his chair, took the amateur Socialist by
the car, and led him gon:lﬁ to the door of the study, There
ho gave him a gontle kick, which helped him out into the
passage without the trouble of walking, Skimpole sat down
on the linoleum, and blinked at Kildare through his glasses,

“Cut!" said the oaptain of 8t Jim's.

“Am I to take this as a hint, Kildare, that you de not
iwish to lend me the three-and-six?" askéd Bkimpole, blink-
ng. .

%(iiduru burst into a laugh and closed his door. Skimpola
picked himself up and drifted disconsolately down the
passage. )

“It is no use going to Wayland unless' T have the cash to
pay for the book,” he murmured. * The soulless booksellora
would not even order it for me without the cash. They
would greet with ribald laughter any proposition to reim-
burse tgem out of the profits of my great book on Socialism,
i suppose I had better take this sixpence back to Kildare."

He returned to the captain’s etudy. He- tapped at the
doaor and opened it, and blinked into the room, Kildare
looked up furiously from a Greck exercise.

“Kildare, as I—— Oh!" ¢ ;

Liddell and Scott came hurtling through the air, and
erashed on the door. Skimpole popped out of the study as
the heavy lexicon plumped on the fleor. He went. rather
hurriedly down the pasage. o

“ Kildare seems to be annoyed about nomethm?.
mured. * He usually such 1 good-tempered fellow, too,
Apparently he does not wish me to return his sixpence,
Ah, T will purchase six stamps, and send thom to the Fund
for the Propagation of Determinism among the SBandwich
Islanders. An excsllont jdea !” .

8kimpole carried out the excellent idea. But whother the
sixpenca ever reached the Sandwich Islandera we are unable
to state.

' he mur-

{Continued on page 22.)
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What Competitors have to do.—The Competition is very simple. We are publiching thirteen sets of Puzzle
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these conditions, and no list will be considered unless this form shall have been duly signed by the competitor. No questions
will be answered, Read the rules. The Editor’s decision is finnl.

The oasiest way to solve the Pictures is to get the issue of “ The Bo?m‘ Realnr ® now on sale, price 1d.  During the nexb
thirteen weeks ** The Boys’ Realm ” will publish a column of brief biographies of notable footballers, in which will be included all the
names of the Players illustruted. Girls may compete. All competitors may get anyono to help them.
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* = CHAPTER 15.
- " A Little Shopping.

» OUmMN-ETHEL " 5 :
h.Tom Morry uttered the oxclamation as he raised
is cap.

Fortano had ?n\-nurod the hero of the 8hell. Iu the old-
Fashioned High Street of the market town, he had come
almost face to face with Cousin Iithel, and his quest waa
over almost ns soon as it had commenced, e hurried
towards the girl with a look of delight that brought a smilo
to her lipa.
“Tom [

“I camo over to seo you,” said Tom Merry, as they shoolk
hands. “I wanted to see you so particularly that I came
over on the chance."

“That was vory vonburesome of you,” said Cousin Ethel,
lnughing. “You might never have met me. Why didn’t
you get my address from Arthur?"

Tom Merry laughed, too.

“ Gussy isn't on speaking terms with any of us at present,”
ho explained.

Tt mothin K 1y his dig.’

s nothing serious, you know; only his dig.”

“ Ha, ha, ha !" !

“I'm jolly glad I met you,” said Tom Merry.

“And I am very plausmi," snid Cousin Iithel. “I am
just going to do some shopping. Would you care to walk
with me?"”

“Yos, rather!" said Tom Moerry promptl{'. And he
walked by Cousin Ethel's side. *This is really fortunate.
I didn't caro to ask that rotter Figgins for your—I mean—I
——*" He broke off in confusion, but Cousin Ethel was
looking straight ahead, and did not seem to have heprd the
unfortunate oxpression nwalied to Fug:fnm. and Tom Merr,
quickly recovered himself, “I—I dida't ask Iiggins,
mean,  But it's all right now. I want to speak to you
ubout Wednesday."

“ Wodnesday is my birthday,” said Cousin Ethel.

“ Yos, that's it. Wo wero going to have a celebration in
the School House, and we hoped you would come~—""

“Yos, Arthur wrote and asked me. It was very, very
kind of you all.” N

“ It soems that that cha];) Figging—-" ‘

“T've promised Figgins."

“ Rather unfortunate, ian’t it?" said Tom Merry. “Of
oourge, wo should have had Figgins & Co. over to our feed

i/

.

¢ And now it will be the other way about.”

“1—1 don't know—""

“Surely you and your frionds will not refuse to come,”

Tom Morry laughed,

“Not muoh. But we may not be asked.”

“Why, Figgins told me that all my friends would ba

rosont 1" said Cousin Ethel, leoking puzzled. * Of course,

should expect to sec you all."”
_ “Tho rotter I muttered Tom Morry. “Ha was keeping
it dark till tho last moment, I suppose, to tantalise us.’

“Did you speak?” .

“Yes. Figgins has forgotten to ask us, but T suppose he
will do so tosmorrow. I—1 suppose it wouldn't bu poasibla
to excuse vourself to Figgins, and—and come to the School
IHouse instead ? We'd aaE Figgins over.”

Cousin Ethel laughed.

“I'm afraid not, Tom,
Figgins, would it?"

“Well, after the rotter's stolon a march on us—I mean,
perhaps not. Of course, you know best, If we'ro going to
mako a party of it, T suppose it doesn’t matter whether it's
hold in the School House or the New House,”

““Of course not," said Cousin Ethel brightly; ** especially
as you will mako it—mako it—what do you eall it when you
loave off fighting for a little whilo?"

Tom Merry coloured.

“Pax?” he suggosted.

“ Yes, that is it. You will make it pax,’”

*Oh, gp-, of course, we should make it pax on Cousin
Ethel's hirthday," said Tom Merry, rather reproachfully.
“Even Figging—I mean, that will be all right. Are you
going into this shop " »

Cousin Tthel hn(!, stopped outside a grocer's,

“Yos. I am doing some shopping, you know. T am
making up some parcels of things to give to some poor
people on my birthday." ; ?

M" hat is a good ides, and just like you,” said Tom
orry.

“ Wait a few minutes for mo.”

“ A fow hours if you like."” '

Cousin Ethel laughed, and entered the shop. Tom Merry
waited ten minutos, and when the girl came out she handed

It would hardly be fair on
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him three or four parcels. The junior received thom
willingly enough, and accompanied the girl cheerfully to
the next shop. It was a greengrocer’s. 2

“ Wait a couple of minutes,” said Cousin Ethel brightly.

“ Yes, rathor, as long as you like.” :

Cousin Ethel kept him wnitmﬁ only six or seven minutes
this timo. Then she bestowed her purchases upon him--a
bag of potatoes, a bundle of carrots, and a cabbage, and &
paper bag stuffed with apples. “Tom Merry began to look
a ﬁttlo sorious, It was not easy to dispose of his burdens,
but he bore them gallantly. ) - 4 i

“You are sure you don't mind carrying these things?
said Cousin Ethel anxiously.

“Of course not."

“1 could carry some of thom."

“That you won't,

“1f you are tired—""

“ My dear Ethel!"” ) ‘ ;

“Vary woll; wait a few minutes while I go in here.”

Miss Cloveland entered a draper’s shop. Tom Morry
stood up outside the shop window, and waited. Naturally,
Cousin Fthel was longer in that shop than in any of the
others. Ton minutes erawled by, and she had not made
her appoarance, But Tom Merry was not lonely. Beveral
very small boys had gathered round, and were regarding
him with great interest :

“P'Il 'ave a 'aporth of the carrots, ploase,” said one little
raﬁamufﬁn. : ;

'Ow much the cabbidge?" said another.

“Wot prico the happlea?’

“Gimme a apple, mister,”

“ Moan 'og,’ e's got a "ole bagful, too!" :

Tom Merry’s complexion gradually sssumed a erimson
hue. Every minute a fresh ragamuffin arrived on the scene.
There were soon a dozen or so of them gathered round the
unhappy junior, greatly interested by his crimson comn-
plexion and his varied burdens,

“(fet off, you young rottera!” he growled. * I'll box your
ears!"”

There was a goneral cackle from the ragamuffins. Tom
Merry’s threat was an empty one; he could not have boxed
anybody's ears without letting his parcels fall right and laft,
and they knew it.

“Gimme an apple !”

“ Wot price the cnbhidqe?"

“ Where's yer barrer?’

“Got away, you little beasts !"

“'K’s gotting waxy! Chivvy "im!”

Two ot threa pebbles were thrown. Tom Merry caught
one with his nose, and another with his chin. ~He was
bronkinE out into a perspiration by this time, Would
Cousin Ethel never come out of that shop ?

Ho could soo tho church clock from where he stood, and
he knew he had been waiting there for n quarter of an hour,
It seomed like a woek. The hand slowly crawled round the
dial. Would Cousin Ethel never come? «
Twonty minutes! Thero was a light step beside him, and
'lI‘_om Merry gasped with relief as Miss Cloveland joined
im, S
“ Have I kept you waiting long?"” she asked, -

“Oh, no, no!" gasped Tom Merry. v

“There are only three more shops to 31 " said Cousin
Ethel. * Perhaps I had bettor carry this little hox."

“Oh, no, give it to mo, do please! I can put it undor
my arm."” ! '

‘1f you would rather——""

“Please """ ;

The cardboard box from the drn?ar’l was added to Tom
Merry's pile. They walked on, followed by a whoop from
the ragamuffins, Tom Merry was glad that they turned a
corner before entering a stationer’s. He felt that he could
not have endured to stand in the High Street again, tho
object of the kind attentions and pleasantrics of all the
little ragamuffing in. Wayland.

“T sha'n't be a minute here,” said Cousin Ethel.

Sho was right; she was not one minute, but six, 8ho

brought out a couple of packages, and added them to thoss ~

under Tom Merry's arms, The next visit was to a dairy,
and a bag of naw-lnid.egﬁl was added, Tom Merry gripping
the toel of the bag with his fingers, and announcing cheer:
fully that he had it all rifht.

“Bura?” said Cousin Kthol a little doubtfully.

“Safe as houses!" said Tom Morr{.

The last place was a toyshop. Jousin Ethel camo out
with threo little boxes in her hand, after keeping Tom wait-
inﬁ for only six migutes.

I must oarey these,”’ she said.

¢ 0Oh, no!"” said Tom Mm-ry valiantly,
littlo"dog to lead, and I can
well.

“ Very well,” said Cousin Ethel, with a charming smile.

“You've gol your
t have you carrying parcels as

——
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received the rest of the burden. Cousin Ethel
omeward, and Tom Merry followed, almost
under his load.

ump, bump, bump! Cousin Ethel looked round. The
apples were dropping out of the bag, and already three big
ones had rolled off the pavement.

“Dear me " said Cousin Ethel,

“It’s all right,” said Tom Merry hastily.
them,"

He jerked the bag of apples a little higher up under his
arm, and the bag of eggs broke loose, the top of the paper
bag tearing in his fingors.

rash |

“Oh!" gasped Tom Merry.

The eggs were smashed to a pulp, Cousin Ethel's face
was a study,

“I—I am awfully sorry, Ethel I"

The girl laughed.

. Nﬁwr mind ; we must go back to the dairy and got some
more.

Tom Merrg shuddered. But back to the dairy they wonta
and a fresh bag of eggs was obtained. Tom Merry insiste
upon carrying them, and somchow he managed it.
he followed Cousin Ethel and her little
regrottod his gallantry.

‘You will come ip to tea, won't you?" said Cousin Ethel
sweetly, as they stopped at a garden-gate on the outskirts of

Tom Merr
walked off
staggerin

“1'Il save

But as
og, he almost

and,
’I{)m Morry would gladly have accepted the invitation.
He had had no tea, and he was very hungry. But it was
already dusk, and thero was no time. It was a long walk

baf.’ii ml_thu statio‘n.h 3w
—I'm sorry,” he said. I Id 1i f
I shall have to{mt bm;‘.‘" 5, o e o

“You can't even spare a little while?”

“I'm afraid not. Thank you so much!” -
m:‘Il-mu'u'tﬂ’thu’nk"you," saidt Cousin Bithehl, taking her

. m! you won't come in, I think

ut the parcels down here, and I will send out rﬁ?"uf?ﬂ

am 80 sorry you can’t come in and have some tea. But
I shall see you to-morrow, in the New House at 8t. Jim’s.”

"I"om Merry shook hands with Cousin Ethel.

; Good-bye,"” he eaid; " or rather, au revoir!”

‘ Au revoir!”

And Tom Merry raised his cap, and went down the efreet.

There was a rather curious smile upon Cousin Ethel's face
as she walked up the gl:erdon- ath, I;i‘um Merry hurried to
tol';o :lq‘t.mn, t;nd there . had the pleasure—or otherwise—

waitin, n minut trai i
Olﬂig. o In l_;: nctl a“t: or a trein to Rylcombe, But it
m glad she didn’t notice that I alluded to Figgi
o rotter,” he murmured, ne ho took his s:nt in nlgg;::p?;
| carriage. *I—— Hallo, Gussy!" he broke off, in amaze~”
ment, as the elegant figure of the swell of 8t. Jim's came

4 carriage,
Tom Merry held the door open, and DA -

ing ]l;m_;dJin. D’Arcy sa'r:k l’::re%?lexlq uw;en soagy o
' Bai Jove, just caught the it i T
The train snorted out of the nt::io;. PO e

——

CHAPTER 186,
Arthur Augustus Does the Thing in Style.
RTHUR AUGUSTUS Iaid a littla parcel on the seat,
and fanned himself with a cambric handkerchief,
f . Tom Merry looked at him curiously.
I didn't know you were gone to Wayland,” he
"R did '
“An idn’t know you were,” sai 2 ey
i wlmltgﬂmve you got?” ¥ e o,
b7
“ What have you bought?"
“Bought! Did you see me, then?”
*No, denh boy, not till T saw you in this cawwiage.”
# Then how did you know I had been out shopping 1"
“Guessod it, doah boy. What have you shopped
“A jolly fot of thin s—stationery and :ﬂapory and
grocery, and cabbages and apples and eggs——"
Arthur Auguatus adjusted his eyeglass, and favoured Tom
Merry with u stare.
“1 pwesume you are wottin',"l he remarked.

“ Cortainly not! Cousin Ethel—-
4+ “You haven't eeen her?”’
6 “Yes, I have, though!”
o “Did that wottah Figging give you her addwess?”
3 ““No; 1t was by chance, 1 eame over on speo.”
“Oh, T see. And you say you have bought gwocewy and

> gmgﬁqt;argnd eggs and things to give Cousin
a
‘* 1 “Ha, ha, ha! No!”

b,

Y

thel on her
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One ng” b

“T usked what you had bought for a B iy

- : s oy
“Oh, T sea. Nothing! My present’s coming down f.rogai
London; I sent a postal order for it last ¢ plain
Tom Merry. *‘I've been shopping with Cousin Ethel, and
she let me carry the parcels for her.”

n, ha, ha!” }

“What are you clcklmq ati” y

“1 wefuse to have my laugh chawnctewised as & cackle,”

“ Well, what are you laughing at, then?"” :

I suppose there werc a lot"®f parcels!” grinned Arthur
Augustus.

“Yes, rather! I was glad I wae there, bocause really, 1
don't see how Miss Cleveland could possibly have carri
half of them hereclf.”

** Ha, hlf hal 1 wathah think she wouldn't have bought
so many if she hadv’t had you with her to cawwy them,
Tom Mewwy.”

““Oh, yes; she's getting things to give to some poor people
on her girdtdn .’ -

“Yaas; but ¥ suppose the shop persons would have eent.
them home, wouldn't they !’ ~y p

“1 sappose she never thought of thut—girls never think
of things, you know."”

*“No, not when they don't want to, deah boy."”

“What do you mean, ass?"

“Ha, ha, ha! She tweated me the same way onoe 1"

“The same way! What are you driving ati”

“1 weally don’t know how 1 had offended her,” went on
DA meditatively ; ** girls take offence at things, and you
never know why ; but on that occasion our conversation had
beon on the most indiffewent subjeets. I wemember that
I had just asked her if she did not think Figging a long-
logged fweank, and then she began shoppin'—"

" Began what?"

“ Began shoppin’, and loaded me up with boxee of
sweets, and bundles of cawwots and turnips, and things.
I nevah weally felt so awfully widiculous in my life, you
know,"

*““Ha, ha, ha!”

“The cuwious part of it was that I nevah ocould guese
what I had said to offend her. Girls are cuwious
cweatures,”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” J

The train snorted into Rylcombe. 1t wae a shapp walk
to 8t. Jim's to get in before the juniors’ bedtime. Tom:
Merry reng a mlghty peal on the bell, and Taggles came
sniffing down to the gate. As both the juniors had passes,
Taggles had nothing to say, but he murmured things vb-
complimentary to juniors as he closed the gate after them.

“ Good-night, Taggy,” eaid Tom Merry genially. **I'm
always pleased to give you a little exercise of an evening,
you know.”

The school-porter grunted. The juniors croseed to the
Schorol" House, Arthur Augustus carrying his parcel very
caretu .

Tom thry glanced at it ae thay entered the lighted hall
of the house.

“ What have you got there, Gussy?"

“ A nobby little watch-bwacelet,” said D'Arey. 1 was
afwaid 1 shouldn’t be able to get one for thwee-pound-
twelve and-six ; but the jewellah chap knew me, you know,
and 1 wefarred him to my governah, so he took the thwee-
pound-twelve-and-six, and let me have the wateh, leavin'
the west ovah.” 1

My hat! And how much do you owe him?"
* 1 forget whethah it's four-pound-ten, or five-pound-ten;
it's on the bill, and I believe I've got it in my pocket

somewhere.”’

And Arthur Augustus joined the Fourth Form, who were
going up to bed. There was n great deal of curiosity ex-
prossed as to the contents of the precious little packot, and
in the dormilo? D’Arcy opened it to show his purchase to
his admiring Form-fellows, It wae a very pretty little
watch-bracelet, and the monogram of Couvsin Ethel had
boen cut on the back of the watch, ol

“My hat!” said Blake. *1T1 wish I were a giddy billion-
nir?:t” I'm stoney, and all I can give is a fretwork letter-
rack. .

“1 suppose that must have cost, two or thréé pounds?”
Mellish remarked. /

Arthur Augustus smiled.
*1 suppose 0,” he assented.
“And I shouldn’t wonder if you loso it before to-morrow

‘' Wats, deah boy!" 4

The Fourth Form went 1o bed. Half an hour alter
“lights-out " Mellish sat up in bed, his eyes glittering
mischievously in the dark.

“Any of you fellows awake!” he whispered.




eply ; and the cad of the Fourth stepped

s was dreaming sweet dreams of a new

1 ‘ pattern of fancy waistcoats, when he
stirred onid Q.

“I think T will have cwimson bars and black spots,” he
murmurad, ' I—er—— Oh—I have been dweamin'l I
wondér what woke me up?"”

There was a slight sound in the stillness of the dormi-
tory, Arthur Augustus sat up in bed, and peered to and
fro in the gloom, -

“Is that someone moving about?" he exclaimed,

Thore was no reply. Arthur Augustus shivered a little,
To was certain he had heard someone moving about, and
as that someono had not answered, he naturally thought of
burglars, The remembrance of how Tom Merry had been
kidnapped on one occasion was fresh in his mind.

“I say, Blake, Dig, Flerries! Wake up!”

“What's the matter, you image?’ came a sleepy voico
from Blake's bed.

‘I wefuse to be called an image, and there is a burglah
in the woom."

“ Well, let him burgle, can’t

T think it is extwemely ||w,o{),
me off, and hold me to wansom,”

“He wouldn't get anybody idiot enough to ransom you.”

‘“ Weally, Blake—"

*Oh, go to sleep!”

‘1 cannot go to sleep while there is a burglah in the
woom,” said D'Arcy, getting out of bed. “I have a vewy
valuable watch lyin' on a chair beside my bed, and the
wottah may have twacked me fwom Wayland on purpose
to steal it. Geet ug, old chap!”

He jerked the bedclothes off Blake. Jack gave a roar,
and tumbled out of bed, and groped for Arthur Augustus,

‘*Are you looking for some matches, Blake?"”

“No; I'm look:ni for you!”

Arthur Augustus backed away in alarm.,

“ Pway, denh boy, don’t be an ass, with a burglah in the
woom——

There was a flare of a match., Digby was sitting up in
bed, with a vesta between his finger and thumb. Two or
&hm;hends were looking excitedly from the bedclothes.

“ What's the matter?”

* Who's that up?”

“It"s~ Gussy,” said Blake.
usual, too."

“ Thero is a burglah in the woom, deah boys."

‘“A burglar! y hat!"”

Blake lighted a candle-end at Dig's match. Two or three
othor candle-ends were lighted, and several fellows looked
up and down the dormitory. There was no sign of a
burglar, D'Aroy’s valuable parcel still lay on the chair
beside his bed, tied up with string, and apparently quite

safe.
_ “It" all rot!” said Mellish, who was in bed. * There
ien’t any burglar; it's only some more of Gulsy’nﬂ)iﬂlc!"

“If you make diswespectful allusions to me, Mellish, I
shall thwash you.”

Mellish snored. Blake took the swell of 8t. Jim's by the
back of the neck, and ran him back to the bed he had left,
and bumped him on it.

“Now get to bed,” he said. ‘‘If you make any more
row to—niﬁht we'll lock you out of the dormitory, and you
oan sleop in the passage.”

“I should utterly wefuse to sleep in the passage, and I
am quite cortain that there was somebody movin' about in
the woom."

““ Oh, cheeso it, nnddgo to sleep !”

Blake got into bed again, and the candle-ends were
blown out.

Arthur Augustus took his valuable parcel off the chair
and atuffed it under the mattress of his bed. z

“I am quite certain that there was somebody in the
woom,” he murmured. * That will be safah there, I think.
Good-night, Blake deah boy!"

Blake snored,

u, without bothering me.'
that he is goin' to cawwy

“Playing the giddy ox, as

—

CHAPTER 17.

X Falty Wynn Purchases a Present.
OUSIN ETHEL'S birthday dawned fine and clear—
& bright October day. There was a at deal of
subdued excitement among our friends that morn.
ing. Arthur Augustus, still quite convinced that there had
a marauder in the dormitory over-night, took his
parcel out . from under the mattress as soon as he was
dressod, and oarried it down to Mr, Railton. He asked the
housemaster to lock it up in his desk ungil it ehould be
wanted—whioh Mr. Railton willingly did. The swell of

mgmAYl
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St. Jim's saw it safely locked up, and felt easier in hia
mind when he left the housemaster's study.

- “Is your parcel all right?” Mellish asked, meeting him
in the passage.

" Yaas, wathah!” said D'Arcy, “I have asked Mr.
Wailton to mind it for me until Cousin Iithel comes this
aftahnoon.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“1 fail to see anythin' funn

* There are lots of funn
Mellish, walking away, an
House considerably puzzled.

Just before morning-school Firgim came over to seo Tom
Merry & Co. They received him rather grimly, but
Figgins was geniality itsclf. h

"“"We've got a little colebration on in the New House
this afterncon,” he said. ** We should be pleased if you
fellows would come,”

**Oh, we'll come,” said Jack Blake.

“I1 ought really to have asked you yesterday,” said
Flfqnm blandl;’. ““It's curious how these little things slip
one's memory. '

** Yes, isn't it, you rotter?’

“Ts that tho way you wsually nccept invitations, Blu}w?"

“1 wegard that wemark as somewhat wude of Blake.
We shall all be vewy pleased to accept your wemarkably
kind invitation, Figquu," aaid D' Arey.

“ Wemarkably so,” assented Lowther.

“ Weally, Lowthah—" .
“ We're mmm{. of course,”” said Tom Merry. “As a
matter of fact, Cousin Ethel told me yesterday that she
expected us,”

Fiﬂgms stared, .

“Hallo! Have you scen Cousin Ethel, then?’

“QOh, yes! I helped her do some shopping in Wayland
yesterday,” said Tom Merry carelessly.

“Oh, you did, did you? I-—" -

“ don't suppose she'd come to a feed in the New House
at all,”” Digby remarked, ‘ unless there were some School
House chaps there to make the meating respectable.””
“Yaas, wathah! We shall certainly give the gathewin' a
tone.”

“Well, you're all invited,” said Figgins. * Of courss, wo
expect you to behave yourself. I suppose that's rather
sanguine of us, considering——""

"s“’enlly Figgins, 1 can only wegard that wemark as—'

“ And, of course, Gussy will be expected to wear only one
eyeglass at a_time—""

“Weally, Figging—-"

* And Lowther will be

in that, Mellish."
things you don't see,” replied
leaving the swell of the School

»

olitely but firmly requested not to
malke any of his rotten jokes. That's about all. Good-byo!”

And Figgins walked away. Arthur Augustus gave his
?roa:ldah.m.lu‘dou a withering glance, and Monty Lowther
urned pink. :

e Fig;y is right, you know,” Digby romarked thought-
fully. ““On an occasion like this, Lowther ought to agree
not to be funny.”

“ Yans, wathah!"

Tom Merry passed his arm through Lowther's, and walked
him away before he could make any rejoinder. The juniors
went in to morning school. They were loukmﬁ forward
eagerly to the half-holiday—much more eagerly than usual
As Tom Merry remarked, football they always had with
them—at loast, during the season; but Cousin Ethel's
birthday ecamo only once a year. :

The presents ware beginning to arrive. Many of them
came by post, and it really looked as though Cousin Ethel
would require a special vehicle to carry them all away when
she left St. Jim's. After morning school, Tom Merry went
over the quad to ask Figgins what time Cousin Ethel was
coming, He met Fatty Wynn near the New Housoe door,
hia plump face wearing a slightly worried look,

"hungry?" asked Tom Merry nympnt.‘hancuw. ;

“Well, no,” said Fatty Wynn. “I've just had dinner. I
had only four helpings—old Ratty looks at you so if you
want much. He had his eye on our table, and I thought I'd
better not have any more, and there wasn’t much on the
bone, anyway. But I've had some tarts at Dame Taggles'

s
shop since then, and I'm not what you'd call hungry, t ough,_l;,

I'm not full I get nwfull;r sharp sel in this October
weather. I was thmkm?_’ ¥
“Then don't, Fatty, if it makes you look like that.”
“ But, seriously, Tom Merry, you know I told you I waa
i};igaking of getting o nice little brooch for twenty-two
"I

““¥es; haven't you qot it yet?"

“QOh, ' it's all right! I've only got to walk down fo
Rylcomba for it. The trouble is that I've broken into the
twenty-two bob. I suppose. you couldn’t let me have a
couple of bob till Saturday?” i

om Merry laughed.

“That’s all right. Hers you are.”

4 ™o 2 AL
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, “Good!” said Fatty Wynn, jingling the shillings into his
pocket. *“T'1l let you have it on Baturday, safe as houses.
And I'll cut off to Rylcombe at once, before 1 bust it again.
I can feel myself getting hungry.” e

“Buck up, Fatty, while there’s time. Where's Figgins?”

“In his ntud{. You'll find him there. He's making
arrangoments with Kerr. If he asks after me, tell him I'm
gono to Rylcombe.”

And Fatty Wynn hurried down to the gates. It was a fine
October afterncon, and it was a pleasant walk to Rylcombe
l.hrcn&gh the lane. The leaves wore browmni‘m the autumn
and fluttering from the trees in the wind. Fatty Wynn had
no eyes for trees or leaves or any of Nature's beauties just
then. A walk always made him l_lngﬁy, and he was pretty
sharp set by the time he arrived in Kylcombe. He paseed
the tuckshop, and paused. For two whole minutes Fatty
Wynn heroically struggled with himself, and then he slowly
bent his steps towards the tuelmhog. : :

“ After all,’’ he murmured, *‘ there Wwas that other little
brooch at eighteen-and-six, and it was very pretty—in fact,
on second thoughts, 1 like it better than the more expensive
one. It was more—more chaste in design. Perhaps 1 ought
to have romething to eat, as 1 feel so very faint. I've got
to walk back to the school. 1'll have a bob'a worth, 1 think,
and r.|'1'on repay Merry his two bob, and get the eighteen-and-
pixer,

Mrs, Murphy smiled benignly as Fatty Wynn entered.
He was her best customer, as he was Dame 'aggles's best
cugtomer in the echool shop. 7

““We have some nice little veal-pies to-day, Master
Wi;nn." she gaid—'' fresh made.”

atty Wynn wavered. The nisht of the crisp crusts of the
veal-pies settlod him. He ordered them recklessly, and
seitled down to eat. He gave up the idea of immediately
returning Tom Merry’s loan,  After all, that would do very
well on Saturday. yI‘hn veal-piesa were excellent, and so
were the ham-patties thet followed, and a cold chicken was
delicious, AnJ: of course, eating made Fatty Wynn thirety,
and ginger-pop refreshed him and made him ready to eat
again,

‘* Bome of the usual %nm ones, Master Wynn?" asked Mra,
Murphy, alluding to the tarts upon which the fat Fourth-
Former had now fixed his eyes.

“Ye-e-es, 1 think so, Mra. Murphy,’” said Fatty Wynn,
“Not—not more than a dozen, though. I—I've got to do
somwe shopping yet.'

The tarts vanished at an nlnrminilrate. But Fatty Wynn
had been doing some reflecting. He remembered a little
scari-pin in the jeweller's, marked at nine-and-six. It was
really a nobby little scarf-pin, and would make a pretty
present. It. wasn't quite up to the form of the brooch,
perhaphs, but it was very pretty. And Fatty resolved that
the scarf-pin it should be; ln(i then, feeling a little freer
in mind he ordered right and left, He was only brought
to himself when he saw Mrs. Murphy totting up the account

ht olr&n figures. ;
. ““How much is it, urphy 7'’ he asked, with a slight
inward tremor,

*“One pound and fourpence, Master Wynn.

Master Wynn gasped. He had had no idea that the sum
was mounting up like that. But he reflected that he had
never before reached his present ecstatic feeling of complete
fulness under a pound.

What on earth was to be done? The scarfpin would have
to follow the brooch at twenty-two shillings, that was clear.
Mrs, Murphy did not believe in credit. li"atty Wynn paid
up, and received one-and-sightpence change.

“1—I wish I hadn't passed the tuckshop,” he murmured.
“What can I get for one-and-eight? It will have to be a
packet of hairping now 1"

And a packet of hairping it was!

CHAPTER 18,
Cousin Ethel Arrives.
DHQOM MERRY locked into Figgins's study in the New

"

House at St, Jim's Figging and Kerr were very
busy. There was a little heap of money on the table
and Kerr had a pencil and paper before him., Figgins had
a wrinkle in his brow,
‘*Hallo!” said Tom Merry. ‘ Busy!” i
“Yes,” said Figgine, without looking up. * Cut along.”
* What time is Cousin Ethel coming?”
““She's driving over from Wayland, She’ll get hore about
five. Cut alon 5 .
‘“ Where is th‘e party going to be held?”
‘S1n &gdyl No..B, on the ground floor; we've got permis-
gion, along.”
“What time Ehnl] we get hero?”
‘“‘ Boon after five as you like. Cut along.”
Tom Merry laughed,
“T've got some more to say.”
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“We haven’t time to listen. Cut ulon‘f‘"

“You'll have to find time, Figgy. As this ht‘a national
occasion, as 1 may say—I mean as it concerns both Houses—
we should like to have a look-in at providing thx feed, We
were thinkiuf of standing one independently, aiid my idea is
that we should all club together over this.”

“Can’t have you School House chaps running the show.
Cut along.”

“We don't want to run the show,” gaid Tom Merry,
laughing—"' at least, I don’t. And most of the chaps are
stony, too, But I've had a decent remittance from Miss

Fawcatt‘, and I want to stand the School Mouee whack
myself.’
**And you won't want to run it?" asked Figgins sus-
piciously.

““My “dear Figgy, I'll leave it all to you, to muck up in
your well-known style.”

Figgins grinned.

“Well, in that case, Merry, we don’t want to prevent you
from taking a share if you like. We three have been saving
up for it, and we've got two pounds.”

“Then put this one along with them,” suid Tom Morry,
lnyinw a lovereisn on the table.

““ Well, that's decent, Merry, il you mean it.”

“Of course I mean it,”" said Tom Merry, ‘' As o matter
of fact, if we're all coming, there will be more Bchool House
fellows than New House at the feed.” :

“Yes, that's so. Well, I'll say we're much obliged, and—
and if you like, you can shove your oar in in making the
arrangements,” said Figgins, with an effort.

Tom Merry shook his head.

“Not a bit of it. Good-bye.” .

And he walked out of the study. He met Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy on the steps of the New Houste. The swell of Bt,
Jim's nodded to him languidly,

“1s Figgins in his study?” he asked.

“Yes, 1've got the time. Cousin Ethel's coming at five
and the feed’s soon after, in Study No. 3, on the gmumi
floor of the New House It’s a big room, and looks out on
the gardens, It will be all right.” B

“ YVaas, wathah! But I want to speak to Figgins about
anothah mattah.”

And Arthur Augustus nseended to Figgins's study,
Figgins and Kerr were going over their calculations Im_:uk~
ing a little less wrinkled since Tom Merry's contribution
had been added to the cash, Arthur Augustus tapped at the
door and went in, and the chuma of the New House gave a
grunt, \

* Don't come in, Gussy. Travel along. Go and see Pratt,
He's in his study.” : )

1 want to see you, Figgins, I object to this celebwation
bein’ held in the New House at all, but I have conceded that
point——""

* Thank you for nothing." -y

“ But }here is one point that I must abeclutely ingist
upon-—-""

* Are you going out on your feet, Gusty, or on your
neck !’ .

b '.l'here”il one thing I must insist upon, s Ethel's
cousin——

“Outside, ass! Can't you see we're busy?”’

“1 insist upon makin’ a—" :

“Chuck him out!" raid Kerr impatiently. ;

Fiqgins jumped up. Arthur Augustus geszed at him
calmly through his monocle. Th
3 n makin’ a contwibution to the feed,” he went on.
“Undah the cires., and especially as 1 have just had
anothah wathah decent wemittance fwom my governah, 1
shall insist ltwonply upon contwibutin’ u soveweign towards
the celebwation.’ ;

““Ha, ha, ha! Slwxe it over, aas!"

“Weally, Kerr— . A
“Why couldn’t you u{ that at first?" grinned Figgine.
“This makes us lfl right. The spread will be really rip-

ing, guuy, and you shall have a place of honour at the

ard,

T should natuwally expect that, Figﬁins." Wi

“ You mightn’t get it, all the same.  Your contribution is
accepted, and if you would add to the favour by calling on
somebody else just now, we should be in your debt for ever,”

To this ribald remark D'Arcy deigned no reply., He
walked out of the study, leaving the chums of the New
House chuckling. :

As five o'clock drew near, a considerable crowd gathered
at the gates of 8t. Jim's. Tom Merry & Co. were watching
for Cousin Ethel, and a great many other juniors came
along to wait as well, Fatty Wynn had come in, and was
head over ears busy in making the preparations for the
feed. Figgins and Kerr came down to the gates, looking a
little tired, but very pleased with themselves,

‘‘Everything going all right?’ asked Jack Blake.

“Ripping,” said Figgins, “We've got some flowers in
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:hgl rqlon:,' and they look nobby. The presents are on the
ablo,

“Bai Jove, I'd bettah cut off and ask Mr. Wailton for
mine " oxclaimed D'Arcy. And he dashed off towards the
School Housa,

I think I'll get mine, too,” Tom Merry remarked.

And a good many more followed Tom Merry to the House
fo get the presents and arrange them on the table for
Cousin Iothel's inspection. Figgins grinned at Kerr. They
wore left to greet Cousin Ethef

hero wae a rattle of wheels in the lane, and a trap
dashed up, and Figgins sprang forward to assist a charmin,
girl to alight. The juniors, in the exuberance of their feel-
ings, gave Cousin Ethel a cheer, .

"Mnn happy returns!” said Figgins, in a low voice, as
Cousin Kthel entered the guad with him, emiling brightly
ab the other jumiors. ** You—you ——"

““I had your card this morning,” said Cousin Ethel softly.
‘It waa such a pretty one.” p "

“I—I was afraid you mjfht think it was like my—my
check to send it," stammered Figgins.

I thought it waa very awoet of you," said Cousin Ethel.

Figging would Lave given worlds to be able to squesze
Cousin Ithel's hand at that moment. But it was impossible,
and he satisfied himself with escorting her in great state to
the New House. Tom Morry & Co. Eud taken in their pre-
eonts, with the exception of I'Arcy, who was ]onkl?lg for
Me. Railton, They were on the steps of the New Houso,

and they raised their caps and grinned a hearty welcome.
Cousin Iithel entered the House in the midst of quite an
ovation,

*This way,” said Figgina.
rooms in the whole Houss,"”

‘How pleasant!” said Cousin Kthel.

The room cortainly did look pleasant, It was a large room,
with wide windows looking out on the gardens, and there
was a blush of ﬁ:uniulm at the windows. Flowers were
atunding about the room in jars, Art jars were rather at
u premium in the New House, but Kerr had artistically deco-
rated a number of marmalade jars by sticking old stamps
over the outsides, and the effect was very good.

table in the middle of the room was laid, and the
white cloth and the crockery gleamad in the sunlight. The
pile of presents at tho table was enormous, Cousin Ethel
gave her hat to Figgina, who carried it away as catefully as
if it had been made of the most delicate porcelain, and her
gloves to Korr. Tom Merry reccived her parasol. Very
sweet and pretty the girl looked in her whita blouse and
belt, with a bunch of carnations in the latter that hardly
rivalled the bloom of her cheéks. Cousin Ethel was evi-
dently in a happy mood, and pleased to be there and to be
made so much of ; and that evident fact made everything go

“We've got one of the nicest

swimminfly.
The pile of Jﬁresentn almost hid Cousin Fthel when she
sat down. And she was so pleased with everything, and so

surprised that there were any presents at all—and so sur-
prised, too, that each junior had thought of exactly the thing
she would have wished for if she had thought of it. Figgins's
white muff was a marvel, and just the thing for the autumn.
Fatty Wynn's packot of hlppim caused more than one grin
round the table, but Cousin Ethel did not smile. Every-
thing ileued her, and not for some little time did she ob-
sorve that Arthur Augustus was absent

She was about to ask after him, when there was a patter
of rapid feet in the passage, and the swell of the School
House came hurriedly in.

“Bai Jove! I say, Ethel, I'm sowwy I'm late!"

“How do you do, Arthur?”

“T'm awfuTIy sowwy, but that boundah Wailton has gone
out for a stwoll, and I had to hunt for him, you know.
had left this locked ur in his desk. It's a little present for
you, Ethel, if you will honah me by accoepiin’ it.’

*Thank you very much, Arthur.” Please untie it for me,
Manners,”

“Tea's ready!" aaid Fatty Wynn,

The juniors sat down at the table,

CHAPTER 19,
The Birthday Party.

OUSIN ETHEL poured cut the tea, as m duty pound.
Figgine and Tom Merty passed the cups n the
table.© Arthur Augustus wanted to make himself

useful, and he passed some, too, succeeded in upsetting
one over Monty Lowther. Monty looked daggers at him,
but bore the warm tea without a murmur on his legs.

“Bai Jove! I'm sowwy, Lowthah!” said D’Arcy.

“Oh, it's all right,” said Lowther.

“1 am afwaid it will soil your twoun——
twoad on my foot, Kerr
boot, you know.”

by

1 Pway don't
You will spoil the polish on my
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Meanwhilo, Manners waa untying the string of the little
parcel, and Cousin Ethel unwrapped the paper with a
‘charming smile of anticipation. A cardboard box was ex-
posed to view, and Cousin Ethel removed the lid.

Then she gave a start,

- ou lke it, Ethel?" said D’Arcy, beaming.

“ Really, Arthur——""

** Wathah nobby, isn't it?"

1 suppose you think so,” said Misa Cleveland. * But I
ocannot say I think there 1s anything very humorous in a
joke of this sort, Arthur.”

** A-a-a-a-a joke!"

Figgina was looking daggers and scimitars at D’Arcy. He
didn’t krow what the School House swell had done, but it
was evident that he had displeasad Ethel, Y

“I—=I—I don't quite understand, Ethel,” said D'Arey.
“I=I thought you would like that for iY.o'ur birthday, you
know. " D'Arcy broke off, for he had looked into the
box, and what he saw thore took his broath -away.

Instead of the moroeco case containing the watch-bracelet,
a cake of soap was roposing in thy cardboard box

Arthur Augustus stared at it in stupefaction.

“You—you nsas!" muttered Figgins fiercely. ‘' Nice time
thia is for your little jokes, isn't 1t?7 You—=" 3

Biake and his chums were looking at D'Arcy as if they
could eat him, Cousin Fthel went on pouring out the tea,
as if nothing had happened

Arthur Augustus found his voice at last.

“I—=I—I do not understand this,” he said feebly. *I——"

“ Botter shut up!” whispered Blake. * You'll only make
matters worse,"’

“ J=I wefuse to shut up! There was a watch-bwacelet in
that box when I gave it into Mr, Wailton's charge. Some-
one has playad a twick on me!"

There was' a tap at the half-open door, Mellish of the
Fourth eame in, with an ingratiating smile upon his face,
and a morocco case in his hand.

‘I say, D'Arcy, I found this in the dormitory—-—'""

“Bai Jove! Thanks awfully, deah boy! I say, Ethel,
this is what I weally meant to give you, you know. Home
wotten cad has taken it eut of the box, and put that wotten
cake of soap in there instead.”

“I—I wish I know whom it was,’

Blake snapped his teeth.

““ Mellish, of course,’” he muttered, ‘Tt was he who was
out of bod last night in the dorm., end that's what he waa
doinﬁ.r You ouiht to have guessed, D‘Arcly." :

" Weally, Blake, how was T to guess? shall give the
wottah a feahful thwashin'.”

“Don't make a row now—— -

“I pwesumo you know me bettah than to think that I
could posaibly be guilty of makin'-a wow in the pwesence of
a lady, Blake!™

“Oh, cheese it!"” muttered Blake, oo

“Thank you so much!" said Cousin Ethel. ‘* This is very
beaatiful, Arthur, and I am so pleased. The boy whe
layed that trick upon you must have leen a very mean anc
Foo ish follow indoed "

Her eyes soomed to lm‘ger for a moment upon Mallish,
who coloured uncomfortably. But Figgins, who saw nothing,
was prossing the cad of the Fourth into a seat.

“You'll stop to tea, old fellow,” ho said genially. “Ii
was very lucky you found the watch and brought it over.”

“Well, if you'd like me to stop, Figgins——" Mellish

sat down. .

Tho tea proceeded. It was a high tea, and there was
something of almost every sort of catable ¢n the table. If
Cousin Ethel had eaton a tenth ‘Fnrt of what was pressed
upon her from all sides, she would have exceeded the finest
parformance of Fatty w_ynn.

The cake was a marvel, It had been made by the best
Rylcombe baker, under tha porsonal supervision of Fatty
Wynn, and it was a wonderful success. Cousin Ethel made
such a pretty figure at tho tablo, and her enjoyment of the
little celebration was so evidently unaffected, that more than
half the juniors felt themseclves in love with her on the
spot. Everybody was jollf. but the jollity waa subdued, the
;uniarn being just a little
eminine company. Lowther told funny stories, and even
Figgins 1au|irimtl at them; as clear a proof as could be ob:
tained that Figgins was in the best possible temper. Figginas,
in fact, was so pleased with himself and everything and
everybody, that &main Ethel couldn’t help smiling soveral
times when she looked at him; and Figgina smiled back, and
then everybody olse smiled.

The happy celebration was at its height when a junior in
glassea poered into the room, and discerning the company
at tho table, came right in. It was Skimpole, of course.

‘“ Ah, Miss Cleveland,” he said, * you will exense my not
being here to greet you, but Figgins most unaccountably

forgot to invite me!"
A Tale of Tom Me &
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Figgins turned red, and Cousin Ethel smiled demurely.

“Qhn, it's all right, Figgins,” eaid Bkimpole, beaming
t.hrougfl his glasses. ** n't mind at all; lp‘:hre say you
,had many things to think of. But I am glad to have the
nl:purlumty of ‘wishing you many happy returns of the day,
Miss Cleveland. And 1 did wish to present you with a copy
of Socialism Simply Silly—1 mean Socialism Bimply Stated,
You confuse me by kicking my leg, Blake. But owing to
unforescen circumstances I cannot get a copy of that book.
Don't pinch me, Dighy. Jt hurts; and I do not approve of
foolish jokes, nder the circumstances, Mise Cleveland, 1
hope you will deign to accept this copy of a poem by myself,
written out in my own hand, inscribed to you.”

* Thank you very much,” murmured Cousin Ethel.

Skimpole's poem was added to the pile. Skimpole blinked
round cheerfully at the party.

“1f you would care for me to add to the festivity of the
m-;-a»m_r’l by reading my poem out,” he said, ' 1 should not
refuse,

Blake dragged him down into a chair.

** Feed, ass, and shut up!"’ he whispered.

“Well, I don't mind having something, Blake, but I
cannot say that——"'

“1f you say another word you'll get elain!"

‘ Really, Blake——""

Blake gave him a ferocious look, and the amateur Bocialist
accepted a helping of cake and relapsed into silence,

“Bai Jove,” murmured D'Arcy, “if it wamsm't for the
pwesence of a lady——"

‘' Pass the cake!"

* Yaas, wathah! But as I was sayin'—'

‘* Pass your teacup!”

Blake z:pt a watehful eye upon Skimpole, and stopped
him with ferocious threats in a whizper whenever he showed
a desire to speak. celebration pr , and all was
gaiety., Figgins made a speech, rather hesitatingly, but it
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had a reception that encouraged him, and he soon found hie
depth, and as he voiced the eentiments of the whole party
in his observations upon their friendship with Cousin Kthel,
and his wishes concerning her future welfare, his remarks
were unanimously endorsed. And Cousin Ethel made a shy
little reply that captivated every heart. Then Skimpole roso
to speak, and Blake dragged him down again.

No one who was present is ever likely to forget that births
day cclebration. Even Blake admitted that the New' House
had for once scored a success. Tom Merry acknowledged it
frecly, and congratulated Figgins in his cordial way, and
Figgins gave him an expressive thump on the shoulder. And
when it was all over, and the time had come to part, and
Arthur Augustus presented his arm to Cousin Ethel to show
her to her trap, which was drawn up outside the New House
with 1fs lights gleaming through the dusk, it was Tom
Merry who took the proffered arm, and walked D’Arcy off.
And Cousin Ethel, apparently having scen nothing of that
curious incident, accepted Figgins's assistance in mounting
into the trap. It wae over before I’Arcy had finished re-
monsteating with Tom Merry.  Then the good:byes were
said, and the presents stacked in the trap, and Figgins—as
founder of the feast and head of the affairs—shook hands
with Cousin Ethel a second time, and if he equeezed that
littlo hand the merest trifle, no one made any remark upon
it
The juniors stood hat in hand while the trap drove off,
and Cousin Ethal waved hor hand; and so she went—to join
in n perhaps more pretentious party that evening, but not
one that sho wmu!dp enjoy hall as much as that birthday
celebration in the New House at St. Jim'e.

THE END.

(Another splendid long, complete tale of Tom Merry
& Co. noxt Thursday, entitied ‘‘The Joker of St.
Jim's.” Please order your copy of "THE GEM”
LIBRARY iIn advance.)

THE FIRST CHAPTERS OF A GRAND STORY.

By MAX HAMILTON.

- -

~ LAST WEEK'S OPENING CHAPTERS,

David Steele, fifteen years of age, it forced through cir-
cumstances to leave the little North-country village which
had been home to him all his days.

Wrexborough is his destination. He tramps on hour after
hour, but at last, being too tired to move, falls to eleep
on the banks of a canal. He is awakened by voices, and
overhears a vile plot. He resolves to [rustrate it, and is
suocessful in saving the vietim's life. It is necossary “for
him, theugh, to resort to the canal, and he and his wounded
companion flont down with the stream.

Micky Jones, the son of John Jones, had been left in
charge of the barge Annie May. Miocky did his duty b
falling to gleep. The rising wind did not trouble him at all,
and as he had neglected to make the barge fast to the bank,
it began to swing out into the canal.

But this was how it happened that Mr. Jones's absence
and his son's carelessness saved two lives: David Steele's
senses had almost left him when his companion's head
grazed the barge, and one of the arms that had been clutch-
ing him o tightly relaxed its hold and shet npwarde, and
then the boy felt himeelf drawn up to the surface, and his
lungs were filled with a blessed draught of air.

The next mnrmr& the rescued man tells David he is Mr,
Beott, a wealth rexbarough mine-owner, He exacts a
promise from the boy not to say a word about the attempt
on his life, and later on orders My, Grafton, his manager,
to find David soma work to do.

(Now go on with the story.)

NE,
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David Makes a New Acquaintance, and Finds Cause to
Suspect Him,

Before Grafton departed it was settled that David was to
enter upon his work at the mine two days later. The boy him-
self, in his rness to begin his new life, would have been
willing to start the next morning ; but of this Beott would not
hear. David must have a thorough night's rest, he declared,
before thinking of starting his duties at the mine.

“ Besides, wo have to find a home for youn,'" he said cheerily.
“1 have my eye on one already—with Mrs, Nichols, a good
aoul, who, since her husband was invalided by an accidint a few
manths agoe, is very glad to add to the family income by letting
her roome. 1 will take you down there to-morrow, and I am
gure she will do her bost for you when I tell her you are a friend
of mine.”

“ §he ought to,” broke in Grafton, as he took up his hat to
leave, ** for you've heen a good friend to hor and poor Nichols
gince he broke his leg. There aren’t many employers who look
aftor their men a8 3 ou do, sir."”

And with a hearty good-night to Mr. Scott, and a kindl
shake of the hand to his new subordinate, Grafton took his
departure.

The next day found David settled in his new quarters,

Scott had said rightly, that Mrs, Nichols would do her best
to malke the boy at home. She gave him the warmest of wel-
comes ag'she installed him and his few belongings in her noat
little back bed.room ; and from her conversation David learmt,
somewhat to his embarrassment, that the Wrexborough pitmen
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. to David's oager questions about the underground lifo

_up, and saw his face quite choorful-like,
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wora preparod to look upon the boy who had saved the lifo
of thew gopulnr employer na something of a hero.

Tom Nichols, her husband, was a burly miner who had sus-
tained a compound fracturo of the thigh some few montha
before, an ncoident from which he was only slowly recovering.
Ho scemed a good-natured fellow, and while Mrs. Nichols
bustled about the kitohen proparing the tea he readily renrimnded

10 was
to lead in future,

He was in the midst of a description of those dreaded enemies
of the miner—fire and choke-damp—when the streot door
suddenly opened and at the same moment a hoarse exclamation,
almoat a cry, brolke upon the boy's ears.

He turnod hueriedly round. The new-comer was a stout,
thiclc-sot man, who had evidently but juat left his work in the
pit, for his face waa black with coal-duat.

“ Why, Bill, whatever be the matter with you ? " exclaimed

Tom Nichols,

I'he man at the door drew a long broath.

“ Nothing," he replied almost an ril_y.
over me for a moment. I felt queer.like.’

8o saying, he crossed the floor towarda the staircase, and
David was conscious as he did 8o of the intent gaze of a pair
of ateoly oyes, As the door banged behind him Mrs. Nichols
turned to her husband.

“ Burely Bill Markham ain’t been drinking, Tom ?" she
inquired, * He looks mighty queer.”

om Nichols shook his head.

* Bill nover touches a drop,” ho aaid. * It's nigh on three

yﬁu?'i‘.hz:t he's lodged with us, so you ought to Enow that,
old lady."
e “’e’il." continued Mra, Nichols, as she buttored the toast
with a generoua hand, * T can't think what could come over
him like that. He waa all right as he opened the door. 1 looked
Then he seomed
to give a glance round the room, and he staggered bacl all
of a heap, a8 one might say. Thero ain't nothing to frighten
him_here, eh, Tom * Thero's something funny about it, yon
take my word.”

Tom laughed. '

“ Listen to the missus trying to make a mystery out of
Bill Markham,"” he remarked, with a jovial wink at David.
“Bhe's n fine hand at mare's nesta is my old lady ; nearly as
fine a3 she v with the buttered toast. Here, put it on the
table, and ﬁ)our out the teas, while the young 'un gives Bill
a hail to tell him it's ready, won't you, young "un. Give him
A thump on his door if he don't hear you shout. He's in the
next room to yours,'

“Bummat came

David ran uEi the narrow wooden staircase, and, obedient to-

Nichols's direction, gave a resounding thump upon Markham's
door. There was no answer, but as he repeated it with a
“Ton's ready ! the door was suddenly thrown open, and
Markham appoared upon the: threshold. He had made no
attempt o8 yot to remove the stains of his daily toil, and the
hand that shot out and gripped David by tho shoulder was
black and begrimed with aonf.

" What do you want with me " he asked ao savagely that
David woa amazed,

** Only to tell you that tea is ready,” he stammered in reply.

““What are you doing
here 1" waa the noxt ques-
tion, . What's your busi.
ness wi' Tom Nichols ¢
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mo I know that name, You don’t remember ever seoing mo
afore, do you 1"’

As ho spoke, David felt the hand upon his shoulder tremble.
and the miner thrust his coal-smeared face forward until it
almost touched his own.

“ No,” returned David in utter agtonishment.

“ Youdon't ! Ay,butyoucan'tbesure ! Waitamoment !"

Markham released his ‘hold, and, turning to the washhand
stand, plunged his face into a basin of water and rubbed it
vigorously, Cleared from the dirt that had encrusted it,
David saw that ho was a man of about forty years of age,
with deep-set light grey eyes, and coarsely-cut features,

“ Now can you eall mo to mind t"" ho asked eagerly,

David shook his head.

* Youcan't ' You've never scon me afore 1"

* Nevor, that I know of | "' returned the boy, more and
more bewildered by his companion's evident anxiety.

Markham drew a breath that sounded like a sigh of relief.

“Then I've made & mistake, sonny,” he said  * You ain't
the boy I took you for.”

David was saved the necessity of answering by Mra, Nichols's
vOioee

i‘lAin't you two coming down! The tea's getling stone
cold !

“ Right you are, missus ! " aaid Markham hastily, *“ Run
on, lad ; I'?I( be down as soon a8 I've had a wash.”

And as David ‘desconded the staira, he retreated into his
room, banging the door behind him.

The boy was too deeply engrossed in trying to fathom the
meaning of the sceno through which he had just passed to
pay much attention to good Mrs, Nichols's lamentations over
the havoe which Tom had wrought in the dainties which she
had prepared for the tea-table. What was the moeaning of
Markham's violent interest in him—-his desire to know whethe:
David recognised him ? Surely-——-o

Like aflash an idea darted through the boy's brain, Markham
wa#s one of the men who had tried to murder Mr. Scoti !

That would account for his start of horror in rocoimiainig in
the Nichols's new lodger the boy who had frustrated his erime,
for he must have seen David's face plainly enough when the
light of the lantern was turned upon him in the wacer, 'That,
too, would account for his anxioty to know whether David
recognised him.

The more David thought the matter over, the more certain
he became that his theory was correct. The man's own
manner had betrayed him ; his every word had shown o
aecret fear,

The lad's head was in a whirl! He was actually living
under the same roof with the manjwho had all but suceesdod
in killing him, scarcely more than a few hours before ! And
Seott—8cott, who had practically admitted that he knew
who his would-bo murderers were—Scott had moloctod - his
lodging and bound him to silence !

The more he t.hou%ht. it over, the less able was he to account
for Scott’s anxiety to spare the rough, almost brutal.looking
miner. What tie could possibly exiat between them ?

“ You're scarcoly eating anythi“gl;‘lagldh'" suid Mrs. Nichols

indly.

And, indeed, the boy's
food remained almost un.

“1—I'm going to lodge
here,” returnod David, more
and more amazed.

ot Lodqn here and work i’
the pit 1"

do you do ?

touchod upon his plate,
Seeing that his good.
hearted hostess waa grieved
at his nogloct of his tea,
ho turned his attention to
hia meal, when the door

Yo" S E A A Lt O P, St e opened, and Markham, this
“'What’s your name ? "’ WHOM TO WRITE TO: The Editor, time clean and brushed,
“ David Steele.” X8 “GEM P Library, 23-9, Douverle made his appearance,

“ David Steele ! T thought - Street, Fleet Street, London, who will Mra. Nichols exclaimed

o, You're tho lad aa was
being talked about to-dny
—the lad ns saved Left.
handed Billy out o' the
canal 1"

There was something in
the man's voice—a strange,
oxcited ring — that con.
vinced David that his curis
osity had some motive,
The miner's hand, too, still
rotained its grasp upon his
shoulder; it was impossible
for him to leave his ques«
tionor until that grasp
should be relaxed.

“ David Steelo ! " Mark.
ham repoated. ‘‘Seems to

£E

listen to him.

i be pleased to hear from you.

= -
HE JOKER OF ST. JIM'S."

The one and only, the great Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy, comes oul very strong indeed nex( week.

D’Arcy has a story to tell and tell it he will,
notwithstanding the fact that nobody wanits fto

But all things considered, our aristocratic friend
is not a bad sort of chap, Is heP?P

P.S.—You can enter our £50 Football Competition now.
Yol To] Tol Tol Tol Tol Tol ToT Tol Tl Tol Lol Tod tod Tl fod Tol)

upon his lateness, Socarcely
imyinF any attention to
wr, however, he walked
across the room, pausing
at the outer door.

“I1'If be back in a
minute,” he said. * You
need only keep a cup o' tea
for me. I'm focling a bit

ueor still, and I'll just ask
the chomist at the corner if
he can give me a bottle o
atuff.”

And he hurried out
before Mra. Nichols lhad
time to make any rejoinder,
(To be continued next

Thursday.)

The EDITOR.
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