g2

-

J!

TALE;

i .“s
Nexe »A«mm}.&“

"GRAND SCHOOL




-y
=

“THE GEM" LIBRARY,

secures IM-
MEDIATE
delivery of
the world « ©

WRITE FOR
LIST No. 34
S TO-DAY.

with 2@ selections; and 16-ineh:
horn, sumptuously hand - painted!
in six charming tints, which
I sell for Easy Payments, at
HALF shop casli priees. I supply
EDISON, QDEON; COLUM--
BIA, ZONOPHONE,EDISON-
ATHE, and all other Discand g
QOylind pgraphs ON CREDIT, and
arrange terms of payment to suit yourself:

GEO. W. ROBEY,

The World’s Provider, COVENTRY.

How to his derful art. in,
VENTRILOQUISM. o7 o et tomton Distoston Ac. Post i, 64
Additional Present inchuded free.—IRONMONGER, Great Bookseller, ILKESTOR.

FREE!! THE WHOLE LOT. FREE!!

OVER 100 FOREICN STAMPS. Paeket of “ Premier” Stamp Mounts,
Splendid Perforation Gauge with full instructions, %euum’ul

nated in gold and with transparent linen pgckets for duplicates, indis-
pensable to stamp collectors, Included among the stamps—which alone

Set of Mexico, Chili, Victoria, New South Wales, Splendid Set of
Japanese Empire, Roumania, U.S.A. Omaha, Set of Canada, India,
Transvaal, Chinese Empire, Greece. and other rare specimens. Mention

“Pppremier” Stamp Case of Levant Morocco Leather, illumi-{ §

are worth 1s.—will be found Newfoundland (Royal Portrait), Beautiful §

GIVEN AWAY.

We willigive £75
fér-the Correet So-

i lutiom of this Re-
| bus: Take your
time-aboutiit, even
consult friends or
yourii &5 then,
if you thimk you
are  right, send
your: Solution: on
a: posteard. It

; represents a fami-
; larsaying of'great
amtiguity.-Remem-
ber, there is-enly one exactly correct: solution: Probably very
few will send in the rightiSolation:. H'more thawoneisreceived
we shall invite 3 non-contestautsto award’ the Cash: prorata. If
you find five .words correctly you will' participate in: a: second
prize of £60. Other Handsome: Gash: Prizes: of’ £15; £10, and £5
will be given, and there is onli:one easy: condition; which need
cost.vou nothing, and about which weswillwrite whien we receive
your Solution. Finally, every promise intiis® advertisement will
be scrupulously carried out, and all willibe’ treated with even-

handed justice.
The GOLDWARE & ELECTRO CO. (Dept. 26),
17, Bouverie St., Fleet St., London, E.C.

IRONMONGER’S SPECIAL OFFER.—' Mesmerism ” Learnt at Home,
suceess certain, complete,- 3d.—** Hypnotism,” startle your friends, failure impossible,
complete, 3d.—** Spiritualism,” ‘“Signs, Omens, and Charms,” “G

GeM Lisrary and send us two penny stamps (to cover postage and » ¢ Pricks with Cards,” ‘ Conjuring Tricks,” ** Indoor Amusements,”

pac)drig‘,‘), and this astounding and genuine packet will be sent. on receipt. »ﬁh;m!“:i;y."n“ How }tgo }}(ea.d X};le Si(;&ce,”“]‘(}gafnw?el;» and Empogi)ﬁrm
r e ar Dream A2 . each; 6 for1/2; or the lot 2/6. post free.
ARTHUR LENNARD & CO. SMETHWICK. |34 (tRoNMONGER, Groat Bookselier, TON.

Dl ABOLO The latest craze. Finest indoor and outdoor game ever in

® vented, Splendid set, our own make, 1/6 post paid. Superier
sets, 2/6. Beware of inferior avticles. Send P.O. to-day to e “DEVIL” ON
TWO STICKS CO., 161, Station Road, ILKESTON.

Be sure-and mention this paper when communicating
with:advertisers. :

reance of

A Thrilling Double-Length Tale dealing with
the Adventures -of

, SAM AND PETE,

By S. CLARKE HOOK,

VEL”

PRICE 1d.

NOW ON SALE.

!



i NEXTE
TURSDAY :

Wi

MY

M 52 4 TALE OF TOM MERRY’S
. SCHOOLDAYS.

_Vol. 2

===

CHAPTER 1.

Tom Merry's Team.

. OM MERRY stopped in the hall in the School House at
St. Jim’s, to put up a paper on the notice-board. Several
fellows who were standing near came up at once to look

at the notice. For Tom Merry was captain of the junior eleven

of St. Jim’s, and the paper he had pinned upon the notice-
board _contained the list of the players in the morrow’s match

with Frampton Fliers. °

¢ Hallo ! ™ said Gore, the first to arrive on the spot. * Where
have you put my name ¢
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A Splendid Complete Tale of

Tom Merry's Schooldays.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

__*Nowhere,” said Tom Merry cheerfully, * You're not

i 'W%mt . I told you I could play to-morrow.”

** Yes, you told me you could play,” said Tom Merry serenely ;
¢ but I've watched you at practice, and come to the conclusion
that you were mistaken.” - - :

There was a chuckle from the other juniors gathering rouad
the notice-board. Mellish read the names out in order:.

¢ Wynn; Kerr, Herries; Manners, French, Pratt; Figgins,
Blake, Merry, Lowther, D’Arcy. Why, my name’s not there,
Tom Merry.” =

 Gto hon ! " said Tom Merry.

One Halfpenny.



OUT_ THIS
WEEK.

* And where’s mine ?” asked Walsh escitedly. ‘Do you,
1;9&11 th?t you are going to play that ass D’Arcy instead of me,
erry 772
“ Certainly, as he’s a better player.”
* Better rats ¢ That tailor’s dummy
“ My dear kid, he can run you off your legs, tailor’s dummy or
not. When I found you smoking yesterday 1 knew that you
wouldn’t do. A forward wants wind, my dear fellow, and
you've got nene—nothing but gas.” -
“ Look here, Tom Merry,” began Gore, Mellish, and Walsh in
chorus. - -
“ Well, 'm locking,” said Tom Merry, * and I can see three
silly duffers. If you want to play for 8t. Jim’s Juniors you will
1ave to mend your ways. I don’t think anybody can deny

1 -

the Shell and the Fourth Form, and in both houses.”
-‘; That’s it; you've shoved in five New House bounders,
nstead—---"" -
“ Instead of favouring the School House because it’s my
own house ! ” exclaimed Tom Merry scornfully. “ Well, I'm
not likely to do that. I tell you, whether you like it or not,
that if there were ten better players to be found in the New
House juniors than in the School House, I'd play a wholly New
House team. So you ean put that in your pipe and smoke it.”
“ Bravo, Merry | ” said a deeper voice behind the juniors,
and they turned round to see Kildare, the captain of St."Jim’s,
looking at them. *‘‘ That’s the right sentiment, Merry. This
is not a house affair, but the team that goes to Frampton
to-morrow will represent all St. Jim’s, and every player should
be picked strictly upon his merits.” . >
“ That’s what I've tried to do, Kildare,” said Tom Merry.
““I know you have, Merry.”” The captain of St, Jim’s ran
his eye over the list. ** And I think you’ve succeeded, too,” he
went on. “I couldn’t suggest an improvement. As for you
grumblers, you ought to know botter than to find fault with a
football captain’s selection. If a captain played every fellow
who thought he ought to be in the team, the match would bo
like an old-fashioned Rughby garve, with a side of fifty or sixty.
You ought to know better.”
~fi6 Kildare, witl: & severs Lo
“vay. ¢

sok- ot tho —amblers, walked

look here, Tom Merry—-—" -

But Tom Merry had walked away too.

The group of juniors remained before the notice-board,
passing comments favourable or unfavourable on the selected
tea,mbaccording to their views on the subject. Blake, Herries,
and D’Arey, the chums of the Fourth, came along and read
the notice with much satisfaction. Gore was holding forth
on the subjeet in a loud voice. =
** Even if they left me out of the front line,” he said, * for the
gaie of putting in that fellow Blake in my place, that’s no
excuse for leaving out Mellish, on account of that utter ass
DiAreg
Blake and Herries chuckled. Gore had his back to D’Arey,
‘lat hand. - :

“ What  does D’Arcy know about football ?” exclaimed
Gore. “ You'll see him turn up at Frampton in a fancy waist-
¢oat and an eyeglass, you mark my words.” -
** Oh, weally, Goah 17 -
But Gore was too excited to notice the mild, remonstrating
-voice of Arthur Angustus D’Arcy. ;
“ Nice sort of a fellow to represent St. Jim’s Juniors on the
footbel field,” went on Gore, with a contemptuous snifi.
“That silly tailor’s dummy, without a mind above faney
waistcoats | Why, any fag out of the Third Form could wipo
up the ground with him. He’s no good, silly ass |
“ Goah, 1 wefuse to be chawactawised as a silly ass!” ex-
claimed D’Arey indignantly. : :
Gore heard hin this timee, and turned round.
| Arthur Augustus janemed his eyeglass into his right eye, an
regarded Gore with atore of the most supreme svorn,
“ Hallo, you're here,” said Gore, with a sniff. “ ¥You’ve heard
- | our character, then. Do you really think you are fit to ropresent
St. Jim’s on the footer field.”: : > :
S 14 T did not weally think so, Goah, T should not give Tom
Mewwy permish to put my name down as a membah of the
eleven,” said-Arthur Augustus, with stately dignity. * I wegard
all your wemarks as impertinent in the extweme, and 1 should
inumediately pwoceed to administah a feahful thwashin’ for
vour cheek ; but that 1 wegard you with pwofound contempt,
Goah.” -
“ You—you tailor’s dummy——" :
Arthur Augustus,with his beautiful waisteoat, his nicely-creased
trousers, and high collar, certainly bore some resemblance to
the object Gore compared him with. But none the less® the
ecmparison roused the indignation of the swell of the Schoo}

House. = : = -
“Goah, I object to such an oppwobwious epithet, and unless
you immediately withdraw it, 1 shall stwike you.”
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* Strike away ! ” said Gore scornfully, ‘¢ You couldn’t Ick

hat that eleven represents the best material to be found in

- of the Shell,

“That’s all very well,” said CGore discontentedly: ““ub wallked sulkily away with Mellish. :

and did not know thav the swell of the School House was near.

MNo. 22: “The Boys’ Feiend”
3d. Compiete Library.

one side of me !

Arthur Augustus.eushed forward with a most warlike loo
but Blake and Herries caught him by either arm and dragged
him back. : 5

“ Welease me, Blake,” said D’Arey, strugsling,  Welesse
me, Hewwies! I insist upon bein’ immediately weleased, to
punish the insolence of that wottah ! L

“ Pon’t be an ass, Gussy | ” said Blake.  You're not going
to fight the day before the match. You can liek him on Saturday
night, if you like.”

- *Yah, coward ! ” said Gore, provokingly.

Arthur Augustus turned crimson with indipnation. %

“ Do you hear what he is callin’ me, Blake ? I insist up:
bein® weleased. I will give him such a feahful thwashin’——"
“No yon won't!” e g
“ Welease me, Blake, or I shall no longah wegard you as a
fwiend.” . - :
“ @Go hon ! ” said Blake. “Don’t be an ass,"Gussy ! Can't
you see that that rotter only wants a row so as to make you
unfit to play to-morrow ?

Do you think we could take you -

along to Frampton with a black eye and a double-sized nose * ©

“Yaas, yaas; but weally——" -

* As for you, Gore, if you pick a quarrel with any member
of the team,” said Blake, looking rather savagely at the

“Mind what I say, we’ll give you such a hieking
that you won’t get over it for weeks. I know your little gane,
and you’re a rotten cad,” -

“ Are you looking for trouble ? 7’ said Gore, rolling back his
cuffs. ‘ Come on!”

“ No, I won’t come on,” said Blake. Tl give you a licking
after the match to-morrow, if you giye me any of your check
though.”

* Yaas, wathah | ”” said D’Arey.
with you.  You are not worth it.
T shall thwash you to-morrow atter the match.”

* Righto!” said Herries.  And look here, Gore. Anather
word and we’ll all three take you by the neck and give you the -
hiding you’re asking for.” 1

‘“ Goah, I wefuse to £ght

But if you are impertinent

Goro scowled sullenly. But he knew that the chums of Study S

No. 6 were not to be trifled with, and he said no more, bus

“ Weally, that fellow is a wotten waseal,” said D’Arcy, 23
he walked out into the quad with Blake and Herries, I dic
not think what he was up to, you sse, deaz boys, or 1 should not
have ellowed him to pwoveke me. You know, I get into a
feahful wage when I am pwovoked.” :

“ Yes, T know you're a terrible feilow, Gusgy,” said Blake.
“* A terrible ass, ab all events.”

“ What did you say, Blake ? I stwongly objeet——""

¢ Hallo, look at Figgins & Co. ! exclaimed Blake, ruthlessly
interrupting the swell of S, Jim’s. * 1 say, kids, we ought
to be on in this scene.” =

Tt was a cold winter afternoon. Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn,
of the New House, were punting a ball about cn their side of
the quadrangle for exercise, with a number of other New House
juniors. Blake was on the warpath at once. On the morrow
afternoon, School House juniors and New House would bs
united to do battle with the Frampton Fliers. But to-day
they were at war, for the rivalry of the two houses at St. Jim's
seldom. slept, and never for long. -

“ Come on, kids,” said Blake.  We're in want of a little
exeércise, and we’re going to have that ball away from Figgins
& Co.” 5 : : :

“ Righto ! ” said Herries heartily, - * Come en{”

“ Yaas, wathah [ - £

The three juniors broke into a run. They passed Tom Merry,
who was talking to Manners and Lowther, his chums in the Shell.

“ Come on, kids!” called out Blake.

“ What’s the game 2’ asked Tom Merry,

“ On the ball 1 ”

The Terrible Three understood. They were after B
mornent, and the six of thom came with a rush into the midst
of tlie New House juniors. - .

CHAPTER 2.
A House Row—and an Unexpected Goall
IGGINS, Kerr, and Wynn—otherwise known as Figging
- & Co.—were all in the team that was to represent
St. Jim’s on the morrow, and they were three of
the best junior footballers in the schooli They were kmocking
an old football about in the quad to fill up & spare ten minutes,
and to keep-up their form by a little exercise; and had for the
moment forgotten the existénce of the School House. The
yush of the rival juniors came as a surprise.

Tom Merry was the first of the School House party to reach
the ball, and he took it away from Figgy’s foot in the neatest
way in the world. Figgins glared at him speechlessly for a
moment, and then tore after him. = =

But Blake gave him his shoulder, and Figgins sprawled in
the quad, and Kerr and Wynn piled up over him m their hurry.

No.88: “Ths B.oys’;;ﬁ‘nlgnd"
- 8d. Complete Library.
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“ horseplay and savagery.
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Tom Merry was off with the ball, and the School House juniors,
with yells of triumph, bore it away towards their own side
of the quadrangle, passing it to one another in fine style.

There was a rush of juniors to the scene, to join in the fun.
Figgins & Co. were upon their feet in a twinkling, and tearing in
pursuit.

&4 Stop !em ! "

© Give us our ba¥ { ?

“ Yah, thieves!? .

* Burglars !

¢ School House cads 1

* Stop em |V

“ Yell away, my pippins,” said Blake.
ball t : :

But Figgins’s long legs covered the ground like lightning. He
came driving through the thick of the School House juniors,
and ran neck and neck with Monty Lowther, who happened
to have the ball. A heave of his shoulder sent Lowther out
of his stride, and Figgins captured the ball,

“ Got it 1 7 yelled the Co., ** pass, Figoy, pass!”

Tom Merry and Blake were rushing at Figgins, But Figgins
gave a powerful kick before he cou%d be dealt with, and the
ball sailed over the heads of the juniors and dropped fairly
at the feet of the Co. :

Kerr had it in a moment, and dribbled it away towards the
New House in signdid style. In a moment the whole pack
was streaming after him.  Tom Merry came up with Kerr,
and was about to hook the ball away when Kerr passed to Fatty
Wynn, who rushed it on.

At that moment a tall, thin figure in cap and gown came out
of the New House, and stood regarding the boys with an eye
of extreme disfavour.

It was Mr. Ratcliff, the master of the New House.

Unlike Mr. Railton of the School House, Mr. Ratcliff was
down upon the rivalry between the juniors of St. Jim’s, with
2 heavy “down,” He would have had all boys submissive
and quiet and shivering in the presence of their elders, if he
could have had his way.  He cvuldn’t, and that fact made him
sour. A row between the rivals of St. Jim’s always aroused
his bad temper, which indeed needed little rousing. :

“Ha ! he exclaimed, as he looked at the scene of somewhat
rough, but perfectly harmless frolic. < Ha! More youthful
I T were head of this school, T would
put all this down with a hand of iron. But I will certainly
not allow the boys of my house to turn the quadrangle into a
bear-garden. Boys!” : -

_ Mr. Rateliff’s thin, sour tones were not likely to be heard
in the din of trampling and shouting, and his words passed
unheeded.

“ Boys !’ shouted Mr. Ratecliff, angrily.

But still no notice was taken. Tho New Iouse master
advanced into the quad with a frowning brow, and shouted
atb the top of his voice.

“Boys! Stop that horseplay instantly.”

Tom Merry had just put on a spurt and overtaken Fatty
Fatty Wynn was a first-class goal-keeper, but in the
forward line he was hardly the thing. Tom Merry had the ball
from him with hardly an effort, and dribbled it round the New

=~

“ We've got the

House fellows who tried to intercept him, and started towards -

the School House again. - There was a rush to stop him.

Mr. Ratcliff was unheeded. The New House master wavad
his hands and shouted.
- “Boys! Stop this instantly!”

Biff ! :

There was a wild tussle raging round the ball ; Tom Merry
was: surrounded, and the ball suddenly flew from a press of
excited juniors, from whose foot it was impossible to see—and
it whizzed right at Mr. Rateliffi—and bsfore the house-master

realised his danger, it had plumped upon his nose with terrific

force. . -

Mr. Ratcliff staggered back, and back, and back, and finally
sat down upon the lowest step of the MNew House.

“My word!” gasped Figgins. *It’s Ratty, and you've
got a giddy goal on his proboscis, Tom Merry !

““Ha, ha, hal”

Mr. RatciEY sat on the stone step looking dazed. The ball
had been in a very muddy condition, and a great deal of the
mud had been transferred to the countenance of the New
House master, Mr. Ratclif was scarcely recognizablo as he

sat there. The juniors did not wait for him to rise. They
melted away from the scene like snow in the sunshine.
“My word ! ” said Mr. Ratcliff, in a mumbling woice.  * What

has happened ? I have been assaulted, struck in the face in
a violent manner. So it has come to this,”

He rose from his sitting posture.

The football was lying ab his foet, and there was not a junior
to be seen in the quadrangle. .

*“ So it has come to this,” said Mr. Rateliff, fairly stuttering
with rage. * We shall see—we shall.see{ Ah, Mr. Railton,”
he broke off, as the master of the School House came in sight,
* Mr. Railton will you stop a moment.”

__NEXT
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* Certainly,” said the School House master, &topping. ~ * Dear
me ! What has happened ! Your face is smothered in mud.”

“ I have had a foothall kicked in my face, Mr Railton.”

“ Impossible.” :

*“ You see for yourself. I should have considered such a
happening impossible, if—in short, if it had not actually hap-
pened.” -

Mr. Railton looked at the New House master, and then at
the football lying in the quad, and he had to be convinced.

* This is a serious matter,” he said, “I can only hope that
it was an accident.”

“1It was not an accident, Mr, Railton.
outrage.”

“ You saw the boy who did it, then.” = :

“No, I could not distinguish him among the rest. But I
will find out, Mr. Railton, I will find out. He shall be
punished.” :

** He should certainly be punished severely, if he committed
such an act purposely,” said the master of the School House
warmly, “ I hope it was not a boy of my house.” :

“1 cannot say, but I shall discover, and if it should prove
to be so ” =

“ Of course I should leave his punishment in your hands,

It was a deliberate

* Thank you, Mr. Railton. That is what I expected.”

The School House master passed on, looking troubled. Hs
could have said no less, but he was not easy in his mind. Mr.
Ratcliff had made himself very unpopuler at St. Jim’s, and
specially in his own house, by ill-timed severity and his cold,
hard nature. It was in all probability a New House boy who
had landed that unlooked for goal, Mr. Railton thought. -But
it might bea School House fellow, and thé occurrence annoyed
Mr. Railton extremely, as he thought of that possibility. Ho
prided himself upon the discipline of his house, and the act,
if deliberately committed, was one of outrageous insubordina-
tion. Mr. Railton wore a worried look. -

Mr. Rateliff went into his house to clean off the traces of the
accident. He was determined to probe the affair to tho bottom
and to find out the name of the boy who had kicked the ball

He lost no time about it.” When he was once more presert-
able, he called in the prefects of the house into his study, and
told them to make inquiries. Monteith, the head prefect
of the New House, went straight to the study of Figgins & Co.
He found them in a state of merriment, which confirmed, his
suspicions. ’
" Figgins & Co. had come in to tidy themselves for afternoon
school. They became instantly and almost preternaturally
grave at the sight of the prefect, but it was too late. Monteith
looked at them grimly.

“ Which of you biffed Mr. Ratcliff with the football 2” he
asked, coming directly to the point. -

“ None of us, dear boy,” said Figgins.

The profect hesitated.

¢ I don’t think you would lie about it, Figgins.”

“ You know I wouldn't.”

¢ ‘Well, then who didit 77 ;

‘It wasn’t one of us, Monteith, and what’s more, it wasn'$
a New House fellow at all. It might have been just as easily,
though. It was an accident.”

Monteith laughed. : -

 Yes, I think T know exactly how much of an accident it was,

Figgins.” :
* Honour bright, Monteith,” said Figgins earnestly, ¢ we wero
all struggling round the ball, to get it, and T—— the fellow T an

speaking of, kicked it to clear, and didn’t know in the Jeast
that Ratcliff was coming up. If Ratty hadn’t shoved his lon:
noso into what didn’t concern him, he wouldn’t have got it
biffed.”

“ Well, if it wasn’t a New House boy, that settles it, as far
as I am concerned,” said Monteith. ** [ won’t mention to Nr.
Rateliff that you know who it was, or you'd find yourself in hot
water for not telling.” <

And the prefect returned to make his report to Mr. Rateliff.

¢ Ha,” muttered the New House master, with his sour
smile. “ Bo it was a School House boy ! Figgins says he is
sure of that, Monteith 27

* He says Lio’s certain it wasn’t a New House boy, sir.”

“ 1t comes to the same thing. I guessed it, and T think
I would be safe in saying that it was either Tom Merry, or
Blake, or perhaps Lowther. We shall see.” o
" The pretfect loft the study. Mr. Rateliff was wanted a fow
minutes later to take his class, the house-master being also
form-master to the Fifth. But wlhile he was snapping at the
Fifth that afternoon, Mr. Ratcliff was thinking of the occurrence
in the quadrangle, and wondering how he could discover the
culprit, :

Il? he could have heard a whispered eonversation in the Fourth-
fgrm room he would have been enlichtened. Little Mr. Lathony,
the short-sighted, big-spectacled master of the Fourth, was quite
unaware that Figgins & Co. and Study No. 6 were exchanginz
confidences under his very nose. :

A Splendid Tale of
Tom Merry’s Schooldays.
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* How’s Ratty ?” asked Blake, as Figgins dropped on to
the form near him. *“ Has he got over that smite, yet 2 7

Figgins grinned.

“ He's inquiring all through the New House for the chap
that goaled.”

“TIt was Tom Merry, wasn’t it ? -

* Yes, he kicked the ball, but of course, it was an accident.
He d’ifln’t know that Ratty was just coming up with his long
nose.

“ Yaas, wathah ! ” said Arthur Augustus. * It was certainly
Tom Mewwy, for I saw him. He had just pushed me out of
the way in a decidedly wude and wuff mannah, as I stopped to
adjust my eollah. I saw him kick the ball, and then Mr. Wat-
cliff shwieked out. I gweatly wesented Tom Mewwy’s conduct,
for he made me twead on somebody’s foot, and——'

* 8o it was you, was it, fathead ?”’ growled Kerr.

“Eh? Was it your foot I twod upon, Kerr ?” :

“Yes, it was, and it was my ankle you biffed your great
hoof against, fathead, and youw've given me a twist I may not
be able to get over by to-morrow.”

“ I am weally extwemely sowwy. You see, I lost my footin’
when I was pushed, and I had to knock against somebody. It
was fortunate you were there, Kerr, or I might weally have failen
to the gwound.” :

1 wish you had, ass.”*

I stwongly object.”
I say, i1s that right about
anxiously.

- Kerr’s ankle ?”’ asked Blake,
“TIs it hurt 22 =

** Yes,” said Figgins, with rather a long face. ‘I hope it
will pass off in time for the match to-morrow, though. IKerr
somehow twisted his ankle when he fell, I think, through Gussy
- knocking him over.”

** It weally wasu’t my fault, and I hope Kerr does not——""

* Oh, that’s all right,” said Kerr. * One expects to stand
8 knock or two in afootball scrimmage. 1’mnot complaini}}g.
Only it will be deuced awkward if I can’t play against the Fliers
to-morrow.”

* Yaas, wathah! We weally can’t spare you, Kerr.”

** That’s true,” said Blake, © I admit that there isn’t another

. fellow up to taking Kerr’s place at back, éven in the School
House. I hope it will be all right to-morrow morning, Kerr,
old chap.”

* Oh, I hope so. If not, you’ll have to take Jimson, and I'll
¢ome in the brake as a beastly spectator,” grunted Kerr,

“ Hard cheese. I =

“ You are talking, boys,”” said Mr. Lathom, at last awakin.g
to the fact that a conversation was being carried on under his
nose. ‘I insist upon silence in the class.”

So the discussion ended. When the Fourth Form were dis-
missed, Mellish nudged Blake as they went out of the class-
room.

“ I say, Blake——"" he began. Blake stopped, and regarded
him with an eye of disfavour. He did not like the cad of the
Fourth. =

* Well, what do you want, Mellish ?

_“ Nothing. Only I heard what you #@nd Figgins were saying

“ You generally contrive to hear what’s not intended for
your ears, Mellish.”

 Oh, don’t get ratty ! Of course, I don’t intend to give
Tom Merry away, though he has treated me badly over the
Frampton match.” e

“ If you gave him away we’d give you a licking that would
last you a very long time.”

“ Of course, I don’t mean to doso. Butl say———""

“Oh, rats! Don’t say it to me,” said Blake. / And he
walked away, leaving Mellish considerably out of humour.

** Hallo, Mellish!” said Gore, slapping the junior on the
shoulder. The Shell were coming out of their class-room, and
Gore stopped to speak to Mellish. * What’s the trouble ?
What are you scowling about ?

** Oh, nothing ! ”” said Mellish. “ It would serve those cads
right, though, to spoil their little game for to-morrow.”

Gore started, and an eager look came into his eyes,

** What do you mean, Mellish ? **

*“ Oh, nothing !

* Could you do it—what you just said 2 *

* Perhaps I could, perhaps I couldn’t.”

*“ Come over into the tuck-shop, will you ? Dame Taggles
has got in a fresh lot of jam-tarts, and théy’re prime.”

*“ Righto ! ”” said Mellish, with great alacrity.

Gore did not question him again till they were seated in Dame
Taggles’s tuck-shop, and discussing half a dozen really good
jam-tarts.  Then he resumed the topic.

* Look here, Mellish, what’s the game ? You said you could
upset them for to-morrow ? They’ve left us both out of the team,
and made us look fools to all the fellows. I had counted on a
place, and told several chaps I was playing forward.
been chipped like anything since Tom Merry put up the notice
on the board.” -

Mellish grinned. , He knew that Gore had counted hig

OUT THIS
WEE

" TOM MERRY'S GONQUEST.”

Ive ¢

K. " TOM MERRY'S CONQUEST.”

No. 88: “The Boys’ Friend”
3d. Complste Library.

chickens too early, and had had to take the natural consee
quences. Vi

ks * Oh, it’s nothing to snigger at!” growled Gore. “ As a
matter of fact, you're in the same boat. Now, how can you
spoil their game to-morrow ?

* Oh, I shouldn’t like to do it, you know ! If Tom Merry
were kept in, St. Jim’s would lcse that match again®t the
Fliers = A

“ You couldn’t get him detained 2% &

* Oh, yes, I could, if I liked ! ? =

“ How, then ? Out with it, and don’t beat about the bush.”

* Mind, I'm not going to do anything of the sort ; but if I
liked to tell old Ratty that it was Tom Merry that biffed him on
the nose with a foothall e

‘Gore gave a jump, and dropped a jam-tart on his waistcoat
in his excitement. : :

Do you mean to say that you know that, Mellish ? *’

*“ I heard Blake and Figgins saying so. They saw him.”

“My bat! If Rateliff knew—the old brute would have
Merry detained to-morrow afternoon on purpose t I know him !
He kept Figgins in once on the day of an important fixture, as
as specially big punishment. He knows how to hit harder than
with a cane. Ts that what you were thinking of ?

*“ Yes. If he didn’t think of it himself, a hint would he
enough, and he would jump at the idea, =

** Good ! exclaimed Gore. “ You're a genius.”

“ But, I say, Gore, I'm not going to sneak,” said Mellish.
“ Mind, nothing in the world will induce me to give Tom Merry
away to old Ratty.”

* Oh, I know that !’ said Gore contemptuously. “ You’d
rather somebody else took the risk.”
“ Er—not_at all—er—no!” stammered Meilish. 34 Fom.

Merry’s not to be given away, you know. I won’t say a word,
and what I have told you is in confidence, of course.” Though
to be sure if Merry were left out, Blake would probably take
his place as captain, and you’d get Blake’s place. DBut,. of
course, we can’t sneak.” .

And Mellish, with an extremely virtuous expression upon his
face, finished his treat and walked out of the tuck-shop. He.
knew that he left the matter in safe hands. Gore sat there for
some time, thinking, with a very unpleasant grin upon his faca.

CHAPTER 3.
Mr. Rateliff Comes Down Heavy!

i LEASE, sir o

H? Mr. Rateliff gave a start and looked down. Hoe'

was walking in the quadrangle at St. Jim’s, with a

thoughtful and moody frown upon his face. He was thinking:
of the occurrence of the afternoon, when a form loomed through
the dim winter dusk, and the low voice broke in upon his medi-
tations. He looked down, and recognised Gore, and came to
a stop.

* Do you wish to speak to me, Gore ? 7

* Yes, sir, if you please.”

* Well, say what you have to say, and be done,” said Mr.
Ratcliff snappishly. ~ * What is it 7 What are you mumbling
about ?

Gore looked round nervously. No one was visible in the dusk,
and both houses were hidden from sight by the gathering mist
of the winter evening. 5 :

o It; ,you please, sir, it’s about what happened this afters
noon.

Mr. Rateliff started again, =

¢ Can you tell me anything about that, Gore 2 ? : e

I could, sir, only—only if the fellows knew of it they would
call it sneaking, and I should geb a fearful time of it faltered

Gore. :
The Louse-master understood. His steely eyes glinted.

_“You may speak to me safely. Gore. I 'should certainly not
disclose the name of my informant in a case of this kind.”

_Gore breathed a little more freely. He had fully made up
his mind as to the course he intendad to take but it was the
first time }Le had ever actually ““ sneaked,” and he was not quite
sure of his ground. But he thought he knew Mr. Ratcliff’s
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‘nature pretty well, and the house-master’s reply showed him
that he was not mistaken. _
* Thank you, sir. - I shouldn’t like to act the part of a sneak,
nd if you think I ought not to tell you 2
** I decidedly think it is your duty to tell me who was guilty
§ that outrage, Gore, if you know the name of the guilty party.
will see that you do not suffer by it.”
* Thank you, sir. I did not see it done, but Tom Merry will
t deny it if he is asked—— There, I have——""
Mr. Ratcliff snapped his teeth.
¢ So it was Tom Merry ! - :
** Oh, dear, I hope I have done right in telling ! ”” said Gore.
{Of eourse, suspicion rests on all the fellows till he’s found out,
and so he ought to own up. If he don’t own up I ought to give
him away, oughtn’t I, sir 2 He served me a trick something
like that once.” ;
“ You have done quite right, Gore.”
“ Yes, sir. Of course, I haven’t done this because I dislike
him, and I should be very sorry if he were detained to-morrow,
and prevented from playing in the Frampton match.”
“ Ah,” murmured Mr. Ratcliff. * The Frampton football
_match! Ah!”
“ But it would really be only his own fault, and——""
*“ That is enough, Gore.”
Mr. Rateliff strode away. He went, not towards his own
house, but towards the School House. Gore followed him
hurriedly.
“ You—you won’t let anybody know, sir, that—that——""
““ Certainly not. You may be assured on that point.”
And Gore, satisfied that his evil work was well done, dis-
appeared. Mr. Ratcliff entered the School House, and went
“straight up to Tom Merry’s study. He opened the door with-
out the formality of knocking, and entered.

The study presented a cosy scene. The Terrible Three
u?ally had tea there together, and they were preparing the

®
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mealnow. Tom Merry was toasting muffins, with a countenance
crimsoned by the heat of the fire, and Monty Lowther was
attending to the tea-kettle. Manners was opening a tin of
sardines. The chums of the Shell loocked very bright and
cheerful, and the firelight made the room look cosy and warm
after the cold and darkness of the quadrangle. But the scene
was not in the least softening in its effect upon Mr. Rateliff.

The three juniors looked up quickly as the house-master

ent ered. /
"1“ Ah!” said Mr. Ratcliff, with a grim smile.
do ubtless, surprised to see me.”

:‘“ Yes, sir,” said Tom Merry, with some spirit. ‘It is the
cuistom in the School House for a master to knock before
entering a room.”

Mr. Ratcliff’s sallow face flushed red.

“Do you dare to criticise my actions, Merry ? ” he asked
harshly. - ;

TTom did not reply. He was tempted to do so, and to speak
the scorn he.felt ; but he held back the words from his lips.
He turned to his muffin-toasting again. -

“ Stand up, Merry. I have come here to speak to you,

though I have no doubt that Manners and Lowther are equally
ilty.”

gul‘os;n Merry stood up, with a look of wonder and uncasiness

on his face. It seemed impossible that Mr. Ratcliff could

have discovered who had kicked the football, yet his manner

seerned to imply as much. His next words removed all doubt

on the point.

¢ Merry ! You were in the crowd that behaved disgracefully,

like a set of hooligans, in the quadrangle to-day.”

“ I was in the crowd, sir,”’ said Tom Merry. * But I did not

behave disgracefully, and I saw no one else do so.”

~ And Manners and Lowther gave a very audible murmur of

approval. - 2

¢ Don’t dare to bandy words with me, boy !’ exclaimed Mr.

Rateliff harshly. *° You,were there, you do not deny that 2

¢ No, sir, I do not deny anything that is true. I was there,

certainly.”

¢ And you kicked the football into my face ? »

Mr. Ratclift’s steely eyes were glittering with triumph now.

_ He knew that Tom Merry would not tell a lie, so if the accusa-
tion was true, there was no escape for the hero of the Shell.

Tom Merry bit his lip.

‘I kicked the ball, sir, eertainly ; but its striking you was
quite by aceident. I did not know you were there.”

‘ I do not believe you, Merry.”

Tom flushed scarlet, It was with great difficulty that he held
back the hot and indignant words that leaped to his lips.

“ But whether you are speaking thé truth or not,” said the
master of the New House, ‘“is of little moment. Tho fact
remains the same, you were indulging in violent horseplay in
the quadrangle, and you kicked a football into my face.”

¢ It was an accident, and I was sorry it happened.’”.
¢t Doubtless | ” sneered Mr. Ratcliff. I can quite under-
stand that you are sorry, but your sorrow is probably caused
by fear of the consequences.”’

Tom threw up his head proudly.

“ You are,
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* T am not afraid of the consequences, sir, whatever they ares.’

The New House master smiled grimly.

“Good ! Ishall not cane you, Merry, or send you to the Head
to be flogged. I must bear in mind the fact that you state the
occurrence to have been an accident, and inflict g lighter punish-
ment. I shall simply detain you for a single half-holiday, and
I hope that my leniency will have tho effect of touching your
conscience. You will be detained to-morrow afternoon, Merry.”

Tom’s face fell.

When Mr. Rateliff had commenced speaking of lenieney he
had wondered whether his ears were deceiving him. But he
understood now. Under a cloak of leniency, the spiteful
man was giving him what he knew would be a harder blow than
tho severest caning.

“Oh, sir!” exclaimed Tom.
noon ! :

“ Yes, certainly. Understand me, you are detained, and in
order that I may see that you do not leave the school you will
bring your work into the Fifth-Form room, and do it there under
my eyes.”

“ It’s the Frampton match to-morrow, sir——"

“Is it 27 said Mr. Ratcliff indifferently. “I take littla
interest in football. I have no more to say to you, Merry.”

He turned to leave the study.

Tom ran forward.

““ Stop & minute, sir.. Couldn’t you let me off to-morrow
afternoon, sir, and make it Wednesday—or—or cane me—or
anything but that ? Frampton are a strong team, and I am
captain of our side, sir, and I'm wanted there.”

““ Do not talk to me of these absurd trifles, Merry. You are

“Not to-morrow after-

~detained for to-morrow afternoon, and that ‘is an end of the

matter.” e -

“It ts'not the end ! ” flashed out Tom Merry. * You are
not my house-master, and I shall appesl to Mr. Railton.”

M;. Ratcliff showed his teeth in a smile that was more like a
snarl.

“I forgot to mention, Merry, that your house-maater left
this matter entirely in my hands, to deal with as I should think
fit. If you need a confirmation of my sentence you can appeal
to Mr. Railton.” S

And the New House master strode away. §

The Terrible Three looked at each other in blank dismgy. Tom
Merry laid down the muffin he had been toasting, Manners

“dropped the sardine tin on the table, the kettle boiled over, and

the chums hardly noticed it. a

The blow was a stunning one. ]

The match with Frampton Fliers was one of the most im-
portant of the junior fixtures of the football season at St. Jim’s.
Frampton were a town team, and, as a matter of fact, rather
above the weight of a junior side, and S8t. Jim’s required to put_
their very best men into the field and to play hard for victory
to escape returning home defeated. That Tom Merry was the
finest junior footballer at St. Jim’s, with the possible exception
of Figgins, was hardly questioned in either house. Tom Merry
was far from being conceited, but he knew his value to the side.
It was not only the blow to his own hopes that hurt him, it
was the knowledge that without him St. Jim’s would have a hard
struggle on the football field against heavy odds, with the alimost
cortainty of defeat.

Manners and Lowther looked utterly glum. The match
they had looked forward to as something like a certain victory
was to be a certain defeat. St. Jim’s had been beatén in the last
two matches by Frampton. They had determined that the
present mateh should show a change. But the same tale of defeat
was to be told again.

 The hound ! »* broke out Lowther at last, wrathfully.
hypocritical hound ! Leniency! He has
because he knows it’s the worst he cando ! ”

Manners nodded gloomily.

“It’s just like Ratty ! " -

“It’s rotten ! said Tom Merry slowly.. ‘“You know what
it means to the side, kids. It’s not that I care for myself;
but it’s pretty certain that Kerr won’t be able to play now
on account of his ankle, and Jimson will have togo in his place,
and Jimson is not half as good. Now if I am left out——-"

““ We shall want a new centre, and there isn’t one to be had,”
said Lowther gloomily. :

“ Well, it’s not as bad as that. Blake or- Figgins could
take the place ; but we’ve got the best material we have in the
team already, and if there’s a place to be refilled it will have to
be by second-rate stuff. Who is there ?.  Gore, for instance:”

 He would crack up in the first half.”

“And he’s about the best. He can play; it’s his swind
that’s wrong. If I can’t go he will have to be put in the team.”

“You shall go!” exclaimed Lowther passionately. “ That
confounded brute sha'n’t muck up the Frampton match. He's
not our house-master. Appeal to Mr. Railton.”

“ You heard what he said.” = =

‘“ He may have beon lying—he wouldr’t be a bit above it 1

Tom Merry shook his head. :

““ He wouldn’t be above it, very likely, but he wouldn’t tell ‘a
lie that could be put to the proof so easily,”” he said. * Still,

1 *“ The
picked on this

- A Splendid Tale or = -
Tom Merpy’s Schooidavs.



OoUT THIS
WEEK.

it may be of some use to speak to Railten. . He may be able
to persuade the beast.” ¥

“ It’s worth trying, at any rate.”

“Go and try at once,” said Manners.
Railton in his study at this time. Nothing like seeing about
it at once. If he can’t, or won’t, do anything, we shall have
to think of something else. One thing’s jolly certain—that
you’re not going to miss the Frampton match to-morrow.”

Tom Merry nodded, and, without speaking, left the study.

“Youll find Mr.

CHAPTER 4.,
What's To Be Done?

= OOKS cheerful, doesn’t he? Nice sort of expression

H for & football captain on the eve of a match.”

It was Blake who spoke, to Herries and D’Arcy, as
"Pom Merry passed them on the stairs of the School House.

But Tom did not smile. =

* Anything up, old chap %* asked Blake, changing his tone.
* You look as if you were going to a giddy funeral.”

* Yaas, wathah! I weally hope that you are not in any
feahful twouble, Mewwy.”

“ Oh, that’s nothing—only Ratty has found out who took
that goal this afternoon,” said Tom, forcing a smile.

Blake gave an expressive whistle.

“ Oh, he has, has he ? - And he’s come down heavy. But
you're not usually the sort of chap to make a long face about
taking punishment. What is” it—caning, flogging, lines, or
something with boiling ¢il in it 2

“TI'm detained for to-morrow afternoon.”

Blake’s face at once became as lugubrious as Tom Merry’s.

*“ Detained for Saturday afternoon ? What price the Framp-
ton match 22

“ I’ve got to cut it.”

“Youcan’t ! You sha’n’t 17

* Not much,” said Herries. “ You couldn’t ! You wouldn’t !>

“Yass, wathah! You won’t, and you sha’n’t—I mean

“ That's what Ratcliff says, and he says that Railton is
backing him up. I'm going to see if Mr. Railton can do any-
thing for me.” -

“ Ratty is doing this on purpose,” said Blake excitedly.
“ He knows all about the Frampton match, and he’s glad of
a chance to muck it up for us.”

“1 know he is, the cad !> said Tom Merry. “ He never
liked footer, and he always sniffs at anything healthy or manly,
the beastly rotter ! But I'd better go.”

And he walked on towards Mr. Railton’s study. He left the
chums of Study No. 6 looking at each other in utter dismay.

“It can’t he,” said Blake. “TIt sha’n’t be! Tt isn't that
we couldn’g get a captain for the side quite as good as Tom
Merry——

“ Righto ! I wouldn’t mind 22 z :

“*“Yaas, wathah! T would be vewy pleased indeed to take
the lead, deah boys, and cwush the Fwampton Fliahs ; but we
can’t spare Tom Mewwy fwom the fwont line. It’s not poss.”’

“ You—you asses !’ said Blake witheringly. “T was going
to say shat I could captain the team every bit as good as Tom
Aerry, but we can’t get a forward to replace him. There isn’t
such a sprinter, such a sure kick, in either house, except myself
and Figgins. If Tom Merry is left out, it’s as bad as if I were
dropped——" -

“ Worse,” said Herries, who had an uncomfortable way
of blurting out the truth. * Much worse, Blake, for you sce

»

“Yes, I'see a confounded duffer,” said Blake, putting his
hands in his pockets and welking away.

Herries stared after him. :

“I say, D’Arcy, Blake looks quite huffy,” he remarked.
* You must have annoyed him by what you said just now.” -

“Ha, ha! Yaas, wathah! Ha, ha ™

Tom Merry tapped at Mr. Railton’s door.
of the house-master bade him enter.

Mr. Railton laid down his pen as Tom Merry entered, and
looked concerned.

Tom was not the fellow to look troubled for nothing, and the
expression upon his usually sunny face surprised the house-

- master,

* What is the matter, Merry 7

* €an I speak to you a few minutes, sir ¢ >

“Certainly. Go on.”

“It’s—it’s about what happened this afternocon, sir,” said
Tom Merry, colouring a little. * We were kicking a football
ebout in the quad with some of the New House fellows.”

Mr. Railton’s expression changed.

“Yes, I have heard ahout that from Mr. Ratcliff, Merry.
Someone in the crowd kicked the ball in his face.”

“ It was quite an accident, sir.” ° =

The deep voice

OUT THIS
WEEK,

~ “TOM MERRY'S CONQUEST.”

“TOM MERRY'S CONQUEST.”

No. 88! “Thes Boys' Friend”
8d. Complete Library..

* How do you know that ? ” asked the house-master, looking
at him very keenly. .

““ Because it was I who kicked the ball, sir. I did not know
that Mr. Ratcliff was.there, and the ball struck him purely by
chance.”

“I believe you, Merry,” said Mr. Railton, after a searching
glance at the junior’s face. ‘It was a most unfortunate oceur~
rence, though, as Mr. Rateliff seems to be convineed that it was
done intentionally.” < =

*“I have assured him that it was an accident, sir. He says
I am to be detained to-morrow afternoon as a punishment.””

* Well, Merry, an afternoon’s detention is surely not such a
heavy penalty.” - :

““ But it’s the Frampton match, sir,” said Tom Merry eagerly.
“ I'm captaining our side, sir, If Pm kept in I can’t go to the
match with the Fliers.”? e

““ Ah, I forgot that!” said Mr. Railton, his face becoming
grave. ‘‘ That is very unfortunate. Is Mr. Ratecliff aware of
that, Merry 2’

-* T explained it to him, sir.””

¢ And it made no difference to his decision 2 **

“ None at all, sir.””

“I am sorry, Merry,” said the house-master, with & troubled
shade on his brow. *T left the matter in Mr. Rateliff’s hands,
and I cannot go back upon my word now. It is impossible for
me to interfere.” :

1 thought you might speak to Mr. Ratcliff, sir.”

“I am afraid it would be of no use. It would be going back
on my word. He has evidently made up his mind, and I am
more sorry than I can say, as I know the importance of this
junior fixture. I can only advise you to see Mr. Ratcliff in the
morning, when he will probably think more ealmly of the
matter, and beg him to let you off.” . .

“ Thank you, sir,” said Tom Merry.

He quitted the study with a heavy heart. He understood
that the house-master could do nothing more for him. He did
not resent that. But there was a fierce anger in his breast
against the New House master. -

“ Well,” said Blake, meeting him in the passage, © what
does he say ?”

“ He can’t interfere.
to-morrow.”

¢ Much good that will do.”* : >

“ Well, I'll try. - Anything’s better than missing the Frampton
match, even eating humble pie to that cad,” said Tom Merry.

And Blake nodded a gloomy assent. 2

Tom Merry went into his study. Manners and Lowther
looked up hopefully, but became downecast again at once when
they saw the expression of Tom Merry’s face.

“No go ?” asked Lowther despondently.

Tom Merry shook his head.

“ All the same, you shall go,” said Lowther, setting his teeth.
“But I say, do you know how Ratty came to know that it
was you ? 77

“No; I suppose he’s been making inquiries.”

“ Somebody has sneaked, you mean.”

Tom Merry gave a start. : -

“Oh, I say! I don’t think anybody would be so beastly
mean——"

“T don’t know. Gore would!” - =

‘I hardly think so. Besides, he wasn’t there at the time.”

“ He may have found out. He's cad enough to sneak, I°
believe. If you're really kept away from the mateh to-morrow
afternoon——" .

* Hallo, what’s that ? ” said a voice st the door, and George
Gore looked inte the study. ‘ Tom Merry going to be kept
away from the match to-morrow afternoon ! ”

“I'm detained,” said Tom, looking keenly at Gore.

“Seott ! T'm sorry ! That’s too bad !” said Gore, but his
eyes did not meet Tomx Merry’s. “1Is it certain, Merry 3%

“T'm afraid so0.” : L .

“ Well, it’s bad for us, then, You'll want another forward.
If T should be any good, you can call upon me, if you like.
I’m ready at any time.” =

* Thanl you,” said Tom Merry drily. “T’ll ¢hink of it.”

“ Who'll be captain ? ” went on Gore eagerly. “ Of course,
I shouldn’t expect that——"

“ Wouldn’t you ?”’ said Moniy Lowther,
like your modesty, Gore.” : = -

“ Who’s it to be, Merry ?” asked Gore, taking no notice of
Lowther’s remark.  Blake or Figgins, I suppose ? 2 :

¢ Very probably,” said Tom Merry. . -

*“ Unless they fight over it, as they very likely will,” grinned
Gore. “Come to think of it, it would be better to keep the
peace by giving it to a third party.” 5 -

* Well, there’s Manners and Lowther,” remarked Tom Merry.
“ You wouldn’t have it, Gore, if that’s what yow're driving at.”

“Oh—er—no ! I didn’t mean that. But—only e

“And I don’t think I should put you in the team, either.

; Somebody has given me away over this business to Ratty, Gore.
Was it you ? 7’ . = -
Gore tried to assume an expression of virtuous indignation.

He says I had better appeal tp‘ Ratty

Tt would be
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¥ you think T've been sneaking, Tom Merry—7
%7 hate to think it of any fellow,”* said Tom Merry quietly.
% But somebody has. I don’t aceuse you, but it looks sus-
picious. Anyway, new arrangements in the team are not
going to be made just yot, so it’s no good talking about it.”

“ Oh, very wsll! But as I'm ready to play, and I'm in good
form, I think I have a right to be eonsidered, that’s all,” said
CGore, and he went away with a dark brow.

¢ T believe it was Gore,”’ Lowther said fiemly. -

Tom Merry nodded.

“ More likely to have been Gore than anybody else, and it
cerbainly was someone ; but that is a minor point now. The

question is, what’s to be done 7 If Ratty won’t relent when i

»

ask him to-morrow

“ Then yowll have to take French leave, that’s al ,” said
Monty Lowther.

The hero of tho Shell smiled slightly.

* Dq you think Ratty will give me a chance 2 I'm to stick
in the Fifth class-room with him, so that he can keep an eye
on me.” -

“ The heast ! said Manners and Lowther together.

But beyond that tribute to the personal character of ths
New House master, they had nothing to say, and the-Shell
went to bed that night with the matter still in doubt.

® CHAPTER 5. 7
A Futile Appeal—Moanty Lowther’s Brilliant Tdea.

OM MERRY awoke with & heavy heart on Saturday
morning.
Ho was usually fiest up in the Shell dormitory, and
bright as a lark in tho early morning, but there was a
differencs on the morning of the Frampton fixture. -

He rose quistly, and dressed himself with hardly a word.
The thought of the afiornoon’s mateh was in his mind, and of
the probable fortunes of the 8t. Jin’s Juniors if they went to
the fight without their captain. .

Manners and Lowther were equally glum.

The chums had looled forward to that mateh so much, and
for once St. Jim’s Juniors were in the very best of fighting trim.
and prepared to avenge thsir late defeats at the hands of
Frampton Fliers.

Tn the midst of their rosy hopes this heavy blow had fallen
upon them.

It was crusl, and they could not help their thoughts about it
being bitter. ~If Mr. Rateliff had had anything of the sportsman
in him, he would have spared the junior football captain that
afternoon. But Horace Rateliff was the last man in the world
to ever feel or do anything iike a sportsman.

Morning school was a bore to the juniors of 8t. Jim’s. It
often was, but more so than ever that day. All the School
House boys knew of Tom Merry’s detention, and it made them
anxious about the match. And under the nose of Mr. Lathom,
in the Fourth Form room, Blake imparted the lugubrious
tidings to Figgins. :

Tigging’s face fell at once. :

“Tom Merry’s detained!” he repeated. * Detained for
this afiernoon [ Bus it’s the Frampton mateh!” -

. “That’s why old Ratty has fixed on him.”

. ©“qe _the brute! He shan’t stay in. Why, that would

make two,of our best out of it, for Kerr can’t coms.” -
lake gave a hopeless shrug of the shoulders,

¢ Is that certain about Kerr 2" .

“ Yes, His ankle’s swollen. He can come in the brake, and
he ean wall aboust, but he couldn’t play against a girls’ school.
He'’s out of it.” 2

 Jimson caun take his place, after a fashion.
weo to do without Tom Merry 77

“ Blessed if I know ! ” :

¢ Vaas, wathah ! I should be guite weady and willin’ to
captain the team in the absence of Tom Mewwy,” said Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy modestly. “ But that would leave a place
in the forward line to be filled, and we weally haven’t the man,
you know.” . :

“ Yes, I can see you captaining the team,” grunted Figgins.
“ You could captain a tailor’s shop, I dare say, but——""

““ What did you wemark, Figgins 7 Did you &

¢ Silence !’ said Mr. Lathom.

The news of Tom Merry’s detention was as dismaying to
Figgins & Co. as to the School House fellows. To them it
appeared that the Frampton match was destined to end in a
tﬁird consecutive defeat for St. Jim’s. It was too rotten for
words, as Figgins remarked ; but however much the Co. turned
it over in their minds, they could think of no way out of the
difficulty. They knew their house-master too well to think
that he would relent. ==

Tom Merry was ben$ upor trying that forlorn hope, however.
After morning school he made his way to the New Houso
before dinner, and found Mr. Ratcliff just come in froth his
class-room. The New House master glanced at him sourly.

But what are
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Perhaps he guessed the boy’s mission; for & glimmer of malice
camo into his hard eyes.

“ Please, sir, can I speak to you a few minutes,” said Tom
Merry respectfully. :

¢ Certainly, Merry. You may come into my study.
what isit 2 ”

“It’s about my detention, sir.”

“Ah, yes! You will bring your work into the Fifth Form
elass-room. I have some writing to do this afternoon, which
I shall do there, and I shall have the pleasure of your company.
I shall expect you there immediately after dinner, Merry.”

“ Yes, sir. But, sir- =

Tom Merry hesitated. It went sorely against the grain to
ask any favours at the hands of Mr. Rateliff. Had he himself
been only concerned, he would have bitten off his tongue first,

But he thought of his cemrades, he thought of the hardest
struggle of the £sotball season in front of them, and of the
colours of St. Jim’s being lowered again to the enemy, of the
team returning defeated and dispirited home !

And, at the thought, Tom Merry erushed down his own feel-

Now.

" ings, and went on to speak, in a quiet voice, from which he tried

to keep all trace of the indignation and seorn that were throbbing
in his heart.

“I—T've come to make an appeal to you, Mr. Rateliff, if you
will listen to me.” i & -

The New House master glanced at his wateh. -

“I have two minutes to spare,” he said coldly. ° You are
welcome to it.”

Tom Merry’s heart sank.

Mr. Rateliff’s manner was sufficient to dash any hopes he
might have entertained. " But he went desperately on.

“T don’t think you understand, sir, how important that
football match is to us this afternoon——"

Wir. Rateliff shrugeed his shoulders. - -

“ No, probably not. I am not one of the masters who place
football before more important matters,” he said drily. *“1I
take little interest in it, and certainly less than I take in the
maintenance of discipline in the college.” 5

“ But, sir, if you will listen, this isn’t an ordinary match.
Frampton have beaten us twice, and we’ve been slogging at the
game for weeks to get into form for giving them a licking this
time. We're in good form, and we hope to win and uphold the
honour of the school. We've already lost one man, as Kerr
has hurt his ankle and can’t play. If I have to stand out
too——®? 5 :

“ And you are so exceedingly valuable, in your own opinion,
Merry——"" 2

Tom Merry flushed searlet. L

“Tt isn’t my own opinion, sir. The fellows chose me as
captain because they thought I could play. If I couldn’t play
I shouldn’t be captain of St. Jim’s Juniors.”

“H’m! That is a question of no interest to me. I suppose
all this is leading up to an appeal to be let off this afternoon.”

“Yes, sir. 1 am very sorry that accident happened, and I
give you my word of honour that it was only an aceident——"

Mr. Rateliff smiled sourly.

“ That makos little difference. The incident should never
have occurred. You were as much to blame, accident or not.
I certainly shall not release you from your detention this after-
noon. It would be a dereliction of duty to do 50.”

¢ If you would hear me, sir &

The house-master glanced at his watch again.

“ The two minutes are up, Merry. You may go.”

“ But, sir——" \

“If you tallced for two hours it would make no difference.
I shall expect you in the Fifth-Form room immediately after
dinner. You may go.”

There was nothing more to be said. Tom Merry went from
the house-master’s study with a heavy heart. ;

Figgins & Co. were waiting for him in the porch of the
Now House. They looked at him with eager inquiry.

¢ He won’t let you off ?”” asked Figgins.

* Tom Merry shook his head. :

¢ The—thoe—but there ain’t a word I “said Figgins. * What's
going to be done ? 1If you don’t play, we're done. Frampton
Fliers will walk over us !’ :

“ You must put up & good fight, that’s all. Tl look round
for a substitute——"’ = -

“ No, you won't!
French leave.” :

Tom Merry smiled sadly. :

“ You don’t mean to say you funk it, Merry ? * said Figgins,
in amazement. I khow it would mean a fearful row and a
flogging in the Head’s study. But the match is worth it. Any
other fellow would stand the racket for the sake of the match.”

¢ And so would I, Figgy ; and you know it.
Ratty expects me in the Fifth-Forni room after dinner ; and if
I don’t turn up he'll look for me. I should never be allowed
to go.” . S

Figgins gritted his teeth. : :

“The beast! He thinks of everything! But we're not

You've got to come! You must take

A Splendid Tale of :
Tom Merpy’s Schooldays.

But it’s no use. - -
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fo'ng to be done.
think of something.” 2

* Come up to my study, then. Blake and the rest are there ;
and we can talk it over. I don’t see what’s to be dons.”

If we all put our heads together we may

Figgins & Co. went into the School House with Tom Merry. ‘

Kerr was limping s little. His ankle was swollen, not badly
enough to prevent his getting about, but playing was out of
the question. - The Scottish partner in the Co. took it cheerfully
enough, on his own account. He was more worried about the
detention of the junior captain than about himself.

St_udy No. 6 were there, with Manners and Lowther, when
the juniors came in. Tom Merry’s expression was enough to
tell them the resulf of his appeal to the New House master.

“ What’s to be done ?** said Blake savagely. *T'd like to
scrag Ratty ! Figgy, you horror, what do you mean by having
such a rotten, measly house-master 2

“ Yass, wathah! I wegard TFiggins as bein’ extwemely
wepwehensible——"* -

“ Oh, don’t rot,” said Figgins—* the matter’s too serious !
I tell you what, kids! Tom' Merry has got to come with us
We can’t meet the Fliers with our best forward left at home.”

; * That’s s0,” said Blake. “ But how’sit to be done ? Ratty
is going to keep him under his eye in the Fifth Form room.”

*“ And there’s no eseape%from Ratty’s gimlet eyes,” Lowther

remarked.
“ Weally‘, deah boys, Pve thought of a weally wippin’ idesh

*“ Get it off your chest, then, Gussy—and buck up
"“I wefuse to be huwwied. I find bein’ in a huwwy most
exhaustin’. T &

*“ Buck up, or shut up ! ”

[ Weally, you are wude, Kerr. If you were not alveady
injahed; I should be gweatly inclined to administah a feahful
thsvashin’. But to come to the point——"

*“ Time you did ! growled Fatty Wynn.

* If you intewwupt me, Wynn, I shall lose the thwead of my
idoahs,” said D’Avey. * As I was sayin’, when Wynn so wudely
1 “wupted me, my ideah is this: Why shouldn’t Tom
Mewwy %’)}122 off at once on his hike, without waitin’ for his

an't expect a chap to do that,” said Fatty Wynn, shaking
his head. * It’s asking too much of any fellow.”

“He could take some sandwiches in his pockets, deah boy.
Then he could get to Fwampton, and be there weady when we
came up in the bwake.” -

*“ And as soon as Ratty found he was gone he would be after
him,” growled Figgins. “ He'd very likely come in our very
brake with us to feteh Tom Merry back.”

“ Yaas, I certainly nevah thought of that——"*

“ Don’t you start thinking at all, Gussy,” said Lowther, in a
tone of friendly advice. * You may break something in ‘your
head—if there’s anything there, No, you chaps; it’s pretty
plain that if Tom Merry bunks, he will have to do it only just
m time to get to Frampton for the match; or Ratty will be
after him. It would make us look a lot of asses to the Frampton
chaps to have Merry yanked off the field in the middle of the
game.”

“ Yaas, wathah, that’s vewy twue.”

“ But if Merry bunks just before the start, and gets there in
time, Ratty will have lots of time to follow if he likes,” said Kerr.
* The game takes ninety minutes, and it wouldn’t take Ratty
half an hour to drive over. He'd collar Merry out of the second
halfs>

* Well, if we had Merry in the first half, it would give us &
leg-up,” Manners remarked. It would be better than not

_having him at all.”

** But you've forgotten,” said Tom Merry quietly, “if T eut
off at onece,-as Gussy suggests, I should be fetched back before
the match ; and if I leave it till later, I shall be in the Fifth

- Form eclass-room under Ratty’s eye, and there will be no escape.”

A silence fell upon the juniors. :

The point was well teken. The dilemma was complete.
There was no escape from it, and it seemed hopeless to attempt
to think of one, :

In the midst of the dismayed and troubled silence a curious
expression upon Lowther’s face attracted general attention,

Lowther first of all gave a start, then he wrinkled  his
brows in a thoughtful frown, and then his frown slowly
changed to a grin. The grin became a laugh ; the laugh ex-
tended itself into a roar of merriment.

They staved at him in amazement,

** What on earth’s the matter with him ? ”’ exclaimed Figgins.
** Are you ill, Lowther 2 ~ Are you oif your silly rocker ?

“ Ha, ha, ha t

* What is it, Monty ?*’ asked Tom Merry, in surprise.
“Blessed if I can see anything to laugh at at the present
moment.”

“Ho, ho, ho 1.” -

* Bxplain yourself !’ shouted Blake, thumping Lowther on
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the back. “ You silly cackling ass, tell us what’s the joke
before.we jump on you ! ” :
“He, he, he ! =
Two or three pairs of hands grasped the hilarious Lowther;
and he was jammed against the door, and Blake knocked his
head upon the panels. :

' * Now, then, you howling idiot 2 : :
“Hold on,” gasped Lowther, “ Pax ! Gently does it ! I'll
explain.”

They released him, but still regarded him with wrathfal
glances. - > =

Lowther gasped for breath, and put his collar straight.

“It’s an idea,” he said—®“it’s a—— Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Go on, fathead !

““ It’s the funniest wheeze I ever———
hot?”

 Collar him and =

-“Hold on! TU tell you! Tt’s a. grand, ripping idea!
Ha, ha, ha! Tl explain. Look here, Kerr's the chzp to get
us out of this difficulty.”

“Xerr!” exclaimed half & dozen voices in amazement.
And no one looked more surprised than the Seottish partuer in
the Co.

“How the dickens am I to get you out of it 2 demanded
Kerr. “ Of course, I'd do anything’; but what can I do ?

“ Why, you asses, have youa forgotten ? *’ exclaimed Lowther.
‘“ The idea shot into my head all of a sudden, and I—— Ha,
ha, ha!” ®

* Explain 1 - -

“ Why, you know how Kerr makes up as other people: you
remember his impersonations—he made up as Lathom, and took
us all in, he made up as Herr Schneider, and onee as the head-
master of Rylcombe Grammar School %z

“Yes, I know he did ;" but what about it 27’ demanded
Blake.

“ Oh, I see, wathah!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus—*“ T see !
Lowthah means that Kerr should make up as Tomm Mewwy and
come with us to Fwampton, but that wouldn’t do any good,
Lowthah, I weally think that is a wotten ideah.””

“ Fathead ! Of course it’s rotten—but it’s yours, not mine

5

Ha, ha, ha! Ho, ho,

22

I object to bein® chawactewised as a fathead——"

“ Tl tell you the wheeze,” said Lowther. * You see, if Kerr
can pass himself off as a man of sixty, he can certaiuly make
up as a chap of fifteen or thereabouts. Now, he could make
up as Tom Merry——"’ - 3

“ That was weally what I said, Lowthah, and I wegard the
ideah as distinctly wotten.” -

“ Ass ! What I mean is——’

““ I wefuse to be called an ass ! T wefuse——""

“Shut up, Gussy! Go on, Lowther,” said Tom Merry,
mther’ excitedly. I think I sec the idea now. Go on, old
chap.’

“pKerr can’t come, anyway, on account of his busted ankle,””
said Lowther. ‘““So it won’t hurt him to stay behind. He
can make up as Tom Me}',ry, and be detained in the Fifth Form

room by Ratty, and

“Ha, ha, ha!”

A roar of laughter shook the study.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” : =

“ Well, I think it’s a pretty good idea,” Lowther said modestly.,
“Tom Merry has got to tura up in the Fifth Form room after
dinner. Well, his double turns up ; aund Ratty doesn’t know
the diiference. You'll sit in the shady corner of the room,
Kerr, and as for speaking, well, if you ean imitate Lathom’s
voice, you can imitate Tom Merry’s.”

“ Basily,” said Kerr. “I can work the oracle all right,
never fear.”

Tiggins gave Lowther a tremendous slap on the baek.

“Splendid ! he exclaimed. ‘“It’s bound to sueceed—
and it’s remarkable that I didn’t think of it myself! Kerr
will do the trick first-ratet T'd back him against any actor
in London for impersonating anybody. And while he turns
up in the class-room with Tom Merry’s boolks—"

- While he’s there, Tom Merry slithers off to Frampton.
He can’t come- in the brake, of course, because he would be
seen. That wouldn’t do. He can leave the school quietly
without waiting for dinner, and get a lift in a farmer’s cart to
Frampton. There are plenty on the road on Saturday.” '

. “First-rate ! * : :

“ We'll take his things in the brake, of course. I'll shove
them into my bag, and they ‘won’t be noticed. He joins us
at Frampton, and plays with us there, and we lick the Fliers.”

“ Yaas, wathah, we shall lick the Fliahs, deah boys !

‘“ Meanwhile, Ratty kee];)s Tom Merry’s double under his
eyes in the class-room. Hc’s satisfied ; and so are we.”

* Ha, ha, ha!’? - = e

And Gore, as he passed the door of Tom Merry’s study,
swondered to hear the thunderous peals of laughter that rolled
from it. < 2 -




Every Thursday,

Gore shook his fist at the disappearing brake con- l

taining Tom Merry & Co.

CHAPTER 6,
Qff for Frampion.

R. RATCLIFF sat at his desk in the Fifth Form
M class-room at St. Jim’s. He had come in as the
clock struck the hour, and glanced round. Tom
Merry was not present. -

The brows of the New Housc master wrinkled a little.

He considered it quite possibl> that Tom Merry would break
bounds that afternoon for the purpose of attending the foothalk
match without leave, and if he did so, Mr. Rateliff was quite
prepared to act. :

It would have pleased his nrean nature to follow the hero of

“the Shell to Frainpton, and order him back to St. Jim’s after
the match had started, and then to send him in to the Head
to be flogged for disobeying orders. <

But any anticipations of the kind that he was forming were
suddenly scattered by the boy he was thinking of walking
quietly into the class-room with his books under his arm. Or,
if it was not Tom Merry, it was so like him that no difference
could be seen. .

Mr. Ratelitf glanced at him viciously.

I was beginning to think that you were not coming, Merry.”
© ““Indeed, sir.” > :

The junior spoke somewhat huskily, as if he had a slight cold.

“ However, I am glad you have come. It saves you from
a more severe punishment.”

“ Yes, sir.” :

“ You may begin your work, Merry.”

The junior went to his place.

There he sat down, opened his books, dipped his pen in the
inkpot, end commenced working. Mr. Rateliff, satisfied that
his victim was safe, turned his aftention to his own work. He :
had examination papers to prepare, which would oceupy him
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- all the afternoon, and it was no inconvenience to him to sit

there like a cat watching a mouse for two or three hours.

Only the scratch of the pens broke the silence of the classe
room. - Presently a step was heard in the passage, and Kildare,
the captain of St. Jim’s, stepped into the room. The boy and
the master looked up at the same time.

Kildare’s blue, Irish eyes were glinting, but his manner was
quite respectful as he addressed himself to Mr. Rateliff,

“May I have a few words with you, sir 2 .

* Certainly,” said Mr. Ratcliff, laying down his pen. He
knew what was coming, and he smiled in his hard way. He
disliked Kildare, as he habitually disliked any open and frank
manly nature, and he anticipated the pleasure of refusing a
request.

 Merry seems to be detained for the afternoon, I have just
heard so——’ : :

“That is the case, Kildare.”

“Mr. Railton tells me that the matter has been left in yout
hands, and therefore that any appeal mustsbe made to you,
sir. I venture to make an appeal, because I think you do not
know how important this football match is to the juniors, and
I am sure you would not disappoint them if you knew how——""

“I am afraid I cannot agree with you, Kildare. The out-
rage to which——"

*“ That seems to have been accidental-——’

*“ Accidental or not, it is all one, Such hooliganism is to be
severely reprehended 2 :

“I do not regard a scramble for a football as hooliganism,
sir,!” said the captain of St. Jim’s rather hotly. “1It is good
excercise, and keeps the youngsters fit——*’ o :

““Ahem ! I do not care to argue upon that subject. I am
satisfied with my own opinion, and I leave you to keep yours. .
Have you anything else to say to me 7 ; e

“If you will be kind enough to pardon Merry, I will answer
for his conduct——"" s -
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¥ T am afraid that T could not consider that at all satisfactory.”

Kildare shut his teeth hard. ¥ -

“ Do you mean, sir, that nothing will induce you to be lenient
on this oceasion ?

. “Yes, Kildare, it would not be consistent with my duty to
be lenient, as I am bound as & man in a responsible position,
to putb duty before everything.” :

“Then I have no more to say, sir,” exclaimed Kildare,
hardly concealing his disgust. I am sorry not to have been
able to help you, Merry.” .

¢ Thank you all the same, Kildare,” said the junior.

Kildare gave a slight start, and looked more closely at the
youngster.

The latter coloured slightly, and bent over his work. A
puzzled look came over Kildare’s face for a moment, and a

- slight smile succeeded. But he said nothing. Without a word

he walked out of the class-room and closed the door. The

junior breathed again.

There was a good deal of noise in the quadrangle. The
brake was about to start for Frampton, and the youthful foot-
ballers were taking their places in it. With two exceptions
they were as the list on the notice-board had specified the day
before. Jimson was in the place of Kerr, disabled ; and Tom
Merry was not visible at all.

Gore was hanging about as the young players came to the
bralke, and he was puzzled and curious. He tapped Blake on
the shoulder.

“1 say, what’s the gomo, Blake ?” he demanded aggres-

sively.

“Foothall,” replied Blake innocently. * Association
rules——"

“Idon’t mean that,” scowled Gore. I mean, what are you
up to ? If Tom Merry isn’t coming with you, who is going
to take his place ?

£ Nobody,” said Blake, as he climbed into the brake.

“Do you mean to say that you're going to play a team like
Frampton a man short ? 7 Gore almost shouted. -

1 don’t mean to say anything.”

“%Who's captain in Tonr Merry’s place 27

“Captain 7 Oh, Figgy’s captain at present,” said Blake
carelessly.

* Figgins, are you going to play a man short 2 ”

“I? What's it got to do with me ?”’ demanded the chief of
the New House juniors, as he tossed his bag into the brake
and prepared to follow it.

* Why, you’re captain, aren’t you 7

* Certainly not. Lowther’s captain.”
the brake and took his seat. :

Gore turned to Lowther. :

“ 1 say, Lowther, do you mean to say that you are going to
play ten men against eleven of Frampton——" he began.

“I1?” said Lowther. “No business of mine. I'm not
skipper, am I 2”7 !

* Figgins says you are. Who is, then 27

“ Who is ? Oh, Manners,” said Lowther, as he climbed up
keside Blake.

¢ Oh, Manners, is he ¢ Manners, yowll want me as a reserve
it .you're going a man short to Frampton. You can’t play
ten men against such an eleven as——"

“My dear chap, it’s nothing to do with me. Why don’t
you speak to the captain ? Let go my arm. You're stopping
iHe

“ Who is captain, then ?** yelled Gore, red with rage. * Who
is captain instead of Tom Merry, you beast 2 Who is it 2

“ Why, don’t you know ? It’s Herries, of course.”

“ Herries ! Gore clutched Herries by the arm, as if deter-
mined that he at least should answer questions. *“ Herries, I
am coming with you to Frampton to play eleventh man 2
. Better speak to the skipper about it, Gore,” said Herries,
shaking his head. “ Whut's the good of talking about it to
me ? I'm only a back ”
~ “Then who’s captain 7’ screamed the infuriated Gore.
“ Where is he 2 Whom shell I speak to 27

““ There’s Fatty Wynn, Speak to him.” And Herries joined
the grinning footballers in the brake. Most of the fellows
standing round wero grigming too. Some were in the secret,
some. were not. But Gore’s excitement seemed very funny
to all of them.

Fatty Wynn was clutched by Gore as he was getting into the
brake. Gore pinned him against the step and shouted his
inquiry,

““ Are you captain in Tom Merry’s place, Fatty Wynn 22

“I wish I were,” said Fatty.
keep goal and captain the team too. Lots of fellows couldn’t
ds it, but I think: Let go, ass ! I want to get in.”

“I'm comingas last man.. Who’s your skipper if Tom Merry
isn’ 2 7 :

“ Oh, yowd better speak to Gussy,” said Fatty Wynn, as he
escaped from Gore’s cluteh, and jumped into the brake.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was the last of the team to enter
the brake. He came up in his usual spick and span atbtire,

Figgins jumped into
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drawing on & lavender kid glove.
in his path. -

“You captain the team in the absence of Tom Merry, T
suppose 2 = - :

Gussy adjusted his eyeplass and looked at him.

‘* Answer me, you ass !’ yelled Gore, shaking his fist in the
calm face of the swell of the School House,

I object to bein’ ealled an ass. I distinctly——""

 Are you captain now, while Merry's away 27’

“ Yaas, wathah! While Tom Mewwy is away, I naturally
take my place as head of the affair,” said Arthur Augustus, 1
don’t know that I have weceived pwecise instwuctions on the

Gore planted himself directly -

.

point, but it would naturally fall to a fellah like me. Have -

you any wemarks to make on the subject, Goah 2"

* Yes, Thave. I'm coming with you. You ecan’t play a man
short against a team like the Frampton Fliers. I'm coming,
do you hear 2"’ ,

“ Yaas, wathah. T am not in the slightest degwes afflicted

with deafness, deah boy. I hear you perfectly well, and should .

hear you with as much ease, and
not woah at me like that.”

** Look here, D’Arcy, it’s time to start, and if you haven’t
an eleventh man, I'm coming. Do you understand that ? >

* Yaas, I compwehend perfectly. “You can coms to Fwamp-
ton if you like, Goah, and seo us thwash the Fliahs——"

“I'm coming in the team, fathead.”

*“ Oh, no, quite a mistake on your part, Goah. You are not.
coming in the team, you know. Whatevah put that cuwious
ideah into your head, deah boy ?

“You ecan’t play a man short against the Fliers—"*

“ Certainly not. We are not goin’ to, you know. Pway
stand aside, deah boy, or I shall be compelled to wemove you
fwom my path in a waff mannah.” . = .

“ Look ‘here, if yow're going to play a substitute, who's the
man ?”

“ You sre weally gwowin’ quite a boah, Goah. Will you
With your permish I should like to get

gweatah comfort, if you did

into the bwake.”

“ Buck up, there,” shouted Blake. * We're starbing.”

“ You hear, Goah. Will you kindly stand aside, Goah ? Iam
wegwetfully compelled to insist upon your standin’ aside, deah
boy.” :

“ You won’t get into the brake till yon’ve told me——""

Jimson leaned out of the brake and caught Gore by the callar
of his jacket behind. He jerked the cad of the Shell out of
the way and sent him staggering. Arthur Augustus placidly
stepped up into his place.

“Off you go, dwivah!” he exclaimed.

The whip cracked, and the brake rolled off. (ore ran after

it, shouting.

. “Stop, you cads! There’s room for me, and——> :
Several pea-shooters replied to Gore from the brake, and hs

stopped. He shook his fist after the brake as it rolled out of the

ancient gateway of St. Jim’s, and took the road to Frampton.

£

s

CHAPTER 7. _
The Frampton Match—Gore is Astonished.

HE party in the St. Jim’s brake was a merry one,
” That the trick would probably be discovered aftor-
wards, and the boys concerned in it called to account,
mattered not a whit to the enthusiastic young footballers.

‘hey had something more important than that to think of
now. The Frampton match was to be a victory instead of a
defeat, if Tom Merry could lead them to vietory; and they
believed that he could.  While the disguised Kerr sat under
the watchful eye of Mr. Rateliff, Tom Merry would be kicking
goals for 8t. Jim’s*—and the reckoning might come afterwards
That did not matter | ; .

The brake bowled merrily down the road. Nearly a mils
from St. Jim’s, a figure appeared in a gap in a leafless hedge,
and there was a shout from the Saints. s

““ Good old Tommy !”

.

. The brake came to a halt, and Tom Merry stepped fri. Thay'

slapped him on the back till he was sore, and the brake rolicd
on again towards Frampton. =

“ It worked all right ? ” asked Tom Merry, squeezing himself
into & seat between D’Arcy and Figgins, his face all smiles.

“Like a charm,” said Figgins. * Trust Kerr for a thing
like that. He’s doing your exercises in the Fifth Form eclass-
room at this blessed moment.” =

“ We'll give Kerr a feed for comin’ to the wescue in this
weally noble mannah,” said' D’Arcy. “Isn’t that a good
idea, boys * If we beat the Fliahs, we'll give a feed in No. 6,
with Kerr as the honahed guest of the evening, bai Jove !

“ Good wheeze,” said Figgins, reaching across Tom Merry
to give D’Arcy a slap on the shoulder. It was a hard smack,
and as Gussy moved at the same moment, he got it in the neck;
and gave a yell of surprise. : : :
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Every Thursday,

“ Figging |
W a‘Y'?'” - &

* Oh, that’s only a sign of approva

“Then I weally wish you would show your appwoval by
punchin’ somebody else in the beastly neck, Figgins, and
soilin® somebody else’s collar.

Whatevah are you stwikin’ me for in that wuff

kil

I weally =

“It’s a good idea,” said Blake, interrupting Gussy. * Kerr
is a brick. And we shall beat the Fliers, of course. Gore
didn’t know what to make of our starting a man short, Merry.
He wanted to come on as extra man.”

“Ha, ha! T'm glad he’s not here,” said Tom Merry. “I
don’t trust Gore, as a matter of fact, and it would be a sell to
be given away at the last moment.”

There were a good many of the juniors of St. Jim’s following
the brake on bicycles, but Gore was not among themr. The
road, too, was pretty well sprinkled with walkers. Some had
started eszely, to arrive in time for the match; others only
hoped to get in to see the finish. But pretty nearly all the
lower Forms at St. Jim’s had resolved to be on the ground
somehow or other, sooner or later.

““ Frampton ! exclaimed Blake, as the brake rolled into a
straggling country town. “ We'll be at the ground in a few
minutes now.”

* Here they come ! yelled & voice a few minutes later.

And the brake rolled into & field through the opened gates,
and the footballers from St. Jim’s were on the ground of the
Frampton Fliers.

The Fliers were there already, waiting. The kick-off was
timed for twenty minutes later, so the Saints were none too
earlys Young, the Frampton captain, welcomed the team
heartily. He was a big, sturdy fellow, as big as miost of the
Fifth at St. Jim’s, and the rest of the team were well above
the weight of the Saints. As far as size and weight went, the
Frampton Fliers had an undisputed advantage. But in
knowledge of the game, in skill in combination, Tom Merry
hoped to pull ahead.

The afternoon was cold and fine, splendid weather for football.
There was already a goodly ecrowd round the ground, villagers
and country people, and friends of the Fliers. The crowd was
added to every moment by fresh arrivals from St. Jim’s.

Frampton Fliers were, as we have said, a town team. Young,
the captain, was a solicitor’s clerk, and there were several young
mechanics in the eleven. They were fine fellows all, and played
the game well, as St. Jim’s knew by past experience. Some
fellows a little tinged with snobbishness had sniffed when Tom
Merry agreed upon the fixture with Young’s team. But Tom
Merry was always ready to answer for his acts with his good
right hand, and so the sniffing was not done in his presence.
As for Tom, he didn’t care & rap who or what a fellow was, so
long as he played a straight and clesn game.

*“ We're glad to see you here, Merry,” said Young, as he
shook hands with the St. Jim’s captain.
our best to lick you, you know.”

Tom Merry laughed.

 Righto, old fellow, but you won’t find it so easy this time.
I warn you that we're out for scalps. But we shall see.””

“Here's your dressing-room. Kick-off at three, as you
know.”

The dressing-room was in fact a tent, of none too large
dimensions. But the Saints were there to play football, not
to grumble at accommodation.
~ It did not take the Saints long to change. When they
emerged from the dressing-tent, they found the Fliers kicking
sn old ball about. The referee, a gentleman belonging to
Frampton, looked at his watch, and the two captains tossed
for choice of goals.

Young won, and chose the goal from which the wind was

Llowing. It was a pretty keen wind, too, and the advantage
was a decided one.

There was a cheer from the Fliers’ supporters round the
ropes. The crowd in the field was thickening, and the top
of the fence was lined with small boys.

The teams went out into the field, both sides looking very
fit, The disproportion in size was very marked when they
foced each other, only Figgins on the Saints’ side being as
big as the average Flier. - There were few among the natives
of Frampton, looking on, who did net expect the home team
to simply wipe up the ground with the visitors. :

Phip ! went the whistle, and the ball rolied from Tom Merry’s
foot.

The game started, and it was hard and fast from the start.
Young knew very well in what lay the strength of his side,
and he tried rushing tactics, and the weight of the Fliers told,
* Fliers ** they were, but it was seen before long that they had
not the speed of the §t. Jim’s boys.

* The fight went right into the visitors’ half at the start, and
the heavy Fliers drove it right up to the 8t. Jim’s goal.

And Fatty Wynn, who had been slapping his thighs and his
chest to keep himself warm, now stood alert and resdy for
business. = :

There were few junior goalkeepers to equal Fatty Wynn,
and he was in his best form to-day. A tearing shot came in
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“ We're going to do

One Halfpenny,

from Young’s foot, and Wynn sent it back again, and it bounced

in again from the head of the Frampton. inside-right, and

Fatty’s fat fist plumped on it and it went out to Jimson at
back. Jimson cleared -hefore he was rolled over by a heavy
Frampton forward, and the ball came down in mid-field.

Then the St. Jim’s forwards had their chance.

Tom Merry was on the ball in a twinkling, -

Away he went, with the field in pursuit, Figgins and Blak
and Lowther well up with him to take a pass when required.

Now it was seen how the speed and nimbleness of the younger
team more than compensated for the additional weight and
age of the Frampton Fliers. .

The St. Jim’s forwards outran the Fliers with hardly an
effort, but the home backs fell in towards the goal and stopped.
the run for & moment.

But Tom Merry passed to Figgins, who rushed the ball on,

and got it through the halves, and then rolled on the ground

with a couple of backs sprawling with him.

But Lowther was on the ball

In it went, with a whizzing shot that would have beaten
many & goalie, but by luck more than anything else the
Frampton custodian collared it, and hurled it forth in the
Same movement. . 3

But Tom Merry was there !

As the ball came out, Tom Merry fleaped from amid the
Frampton backs, and his head smote the ball, and it went in
again almost before it was out.

The Frampton goalie was not quite prepared for that.

He made a hasty clutch but missed, and the ball climbed, up
the back of the net, and there was a shout of amazement and
admiration from the crowd.

It had been sharp work, but there was the goal, and the
spectators-from St. Jim’s waved their caps and yelled in glad
chorus.,

“ Goal 1> .

“Goal ! Hurreh!”

“ Good old Merry ! ™ .

“Bravo, Tom {” :

And all joined in the cheering. The goal-keeper slung
out the ball, and the teams walked to the centre. Figgins
slapped Ton: Merry on the back. .

“Good old Tommy! What should we do if we had Ieft
you at home at St. Jim’s ? :

" “ Yasas, wathah ! That was weally a vowy good bit of work;
Tom Mewwy, and I have seldom done bettah myself,” said
Arthur Augustus. 2

Whereat Tom Merry smiled. :

The teams were lining up again, and the cheers had snot yet
died sway, when George Gore came through the gateway into
the football field, and mingled in the crowd. .

“Good old Merry!”

Gore nearly jumped when he heard the ringing shout.

“ What the dickens does that mean ?” he muttered.
“Merry ! Merry is at St. Jim’s! Axe they all off their silly
cocognuts 77’

He listened again, wondering if his ears had deceived him.

But there was no mistake.

“ Bravo, Tom Merry !> :

Gore felt as if his head were turning round. He had the
best of reasons for supposing that the hero of the Shell was
still at St. Jim’s. Yet here was his name shouted on the
Frampton ground, coupled with ringing cheers,

What did it mean ? What couli it mean ? :

Gore tried to get to the ropes, but the ecrowd was thick,
and it was not eesy to get a front place. The game had
restarted, too, and the players were mingled on the further
side close to the touch line, and not easy to distinguish.

“I say, was that a goal ?” asked Gore of the nearest
fellow, a Frampton mechanic. “ Tve only just arrived.”

-

“ That it was, sir,” said the man; ** and the finest goal I've

seen for a long time.  He went at it lilke a flying fish.”

“ But who kicked it 2’ :

-4 He didn’t kick it, he headed it in.”?

“ Yes, yes, but who—who did i, then 7 ” . ———

‘“ A chap named Merry, I think—T don’t know him by sight,
but he’s a good-locking lad, and he’s the school captain.”

“ But—but Merry isn’t here ! He can’t be here!”

The man stared at him. ~

* Well, I only kunow what the fellows are saying. There
are a lot here from the school, and they’re all' cheering Merry
for the goal.” = =

tore turned away gnawing his lip. -

He looked round in search of a St. Jim’s fellow, who would
be able to enlighten him. He ‘found Walsh of the School
House eating toifee and looking on from the top of a cart a
little distanee back from the crowd.

“ Hallo, Walsh—1I say, old fellow 22

* Hurrah ! shouted Walsh. - Tom Merry’s got the ball—
he’s away—run, n—pass—oh, pass——there, he’s done it,
and Figgy’s off—no, }:oung has robbed him of it.”

“1I say, Walsh

A Splendild Tale of -
Tom Merry’s Schooldays.
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*“There goes Young over, with
done, Pratt. My word!” 5

“ Walsh 1 ” howled Gore. ‘Do you hear, you ass ? ’

* Hallo,” said Walsh, looking down. * Is that you, Gore ?
I didn’t know you were coming.” -

“ Oh, I came!” growled Gore. “T got a lift in a farmer’s
cart. What’s this rot about Tom Merry being on the field.
He’s not here.”

“Isn’t he? He's taken the first goal for St. Jim’s—the
first goal of the match, too—that’s all 1 grinned Walsh.

** But he can’t be here ! ” yelled Gore. I tell you I looked
into tho Fifth Form room just before I left St. J im’s, to make
sure that Merry hadn’t hooked it—I mean, to see whether
he had hooked it.”

“ And he had, of course ?

““ No, he hadn’t !

G RER e

“I tell you he hadn’t. He was sitting at his desk writing,
and old Ratty was there, doing exam. papers, and watching
iim like a cat.”.

** Off your rocker ? ” inquired: Walsh pleasantly.

“I tell you it’'s true!” almost shrisked Gore.  You're
all mad. I suppose they’re playing a substitute for Tom
Merry, and——"" :

“ Think I don’t know Merry by sight 2 You can see him
from here if you climb up.”

* He's not thero! He can’t be ! growled Gore obstinately.
But he climbed up on the cart to see for himself. =

There was a good view over the heads of the crowd, and Core
had good eyesight. The sides had been engaged in a close
tussle in midfield, but now they broke away, and a nimble

Pratt on top of him—well

figure went speeding to the home goal with the ball at his

“feet.

Gore did not need telling whom that was.

“ Tom Merry ! ”

Hp almost hissed out the name.
with a grin.

“ Do you believe it now, Gore ?

“I can’t understand it. I tell you I looked into the Fifth
Form room before I left 8t. Jim’s, and Merry was there under
Ratty’s eye.”

“ Did you come straight here ?

“ Yes, and nobody passed me on the road.” .

“Ha, ha! T 8ippose you're dreaming. Tom Merry has
been here from the start. "I know he-was detained, of courss,
and he certainly didn’t leave the school in the brake with
the rest. I found him on the ground when I got here, and
concluded that he had sneaked away before the brake started,
and joined the others on the road.”

 Yes, yes, but he was in the class-room =
., “Oh, rats to that! How could he be in the class-room
2t St. Jim’s and on the football field at Frampton at the same
time ? ”’ demanded Walsh.

Gore could not answer that conundrum, and he gave it
up. He descended from the cart, and departed in search of
information to clear up this amazing mystery.

He encountered Mellish in the erowd, and Mellish was ablo
to enlighten him. Mellish had first learned that Tom Merry
was still in the team when he arrived on the ground, and he
had been amazed to see him there, but he had inguired, and
learned the truth from some of the Saints who werse in the
secret,

¢ Tom Merry’s here, Mellish,”? said Gore. *“ And T looked
into the Fifth Form room just before I left St. Jim’s, and——""

* And saw him there ? ”’ grinned Mellish.

“ Yes. What are you sniggering at ? You look as if you
knew all about it.”

ﬁv’alsh looked at him

“8o I do. Tom Merry never went into the Fifth-Form
jroom at all—’
“But I saw him ??

 You didn’t see him ; you saw Kerr !

““Kerr ! ” almost shouted Gore. * Kerr! What on earth
are you talking about ? Do you think I don’t know Kerr
from Tom Merry ?”
¢* Not when he’s made up to imitate Merry,” grinnsd Mellish.
You know Kerr’s old tricks—you remember how he imper-
sonated old Lathom =

*“ Yes, yes, but >

* Well, he’s made up as Tom Merry, and is sticking it out
in the class-room, while the real Merry is here playing Frampton.

See 2 And old Ratty hadn’t an idea ! Ha, ha, ha ! ”
“ My hat!” said Gore. “I see now. What a nerve of
Korr. And what a row if old Ratty should discover the facts.”’

“ Yes,” said Mellish, with a covert glanee at his fri
““ Yes, that’s so.
‘doesn’t it 7 .

* What do you msan ? ”” asked Gore roughly,

“I mean that somebody—of course I don’t know who—
-but somebody must have told Ratty about Merry, and that’s
why he was-detained. I don’t care who it was, but the chap
~must be awfully disappointed to find Merry here all the same.

OUT THIS
WEEX.

This rather spoils somebody’s little game,

*TOM MERRY'S CONQUEST.”
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spoil his game yet.” e :

“ How could he spoil it 2 asked Gore eagerly. ¢ What
do you miean 2% -

* Well, ho could send a wire from Frampton post-office,
if he thought of it, and warn Ratty that Merry is here,” snig-
gered Mellish. “ Of course, it would be a caddish thing to
do, and he very likely wouldn't think of it. But if Ratty got
that wire, he’d come over here as fast as horseflesh could bring
him to fetch Tom Merry away.” ;

QGore started. : '

“ Of course, I don’t suppose the follow—whoever he is—
would think of it,” said Mellish, “ and, besides, it would be
horrid mean. Where are you going, Gore ? ”*

Gore had suddenly turned away and was striding towards the
gate. Mellish looked after him with an ill-natured grin.

“1I say, Gore,” he called out, “ aren’t you going to see the
match ? 7’

Gore did not reply. He disappeared in a few moments,
and Mellish turned to the football field again, with a shrug
of his narrow shoulders. -

It will be lﬁckjr for Mérry it the fellqw,, whoever he is, doesn’t

“ I roally think that Tom Merry will be sorry, in the long -

run, that he left.me out of the team,” he murmured. s

He watched the game. The tussle between the school and
the Fliers was hard and obstinate. As yet no second goal
had been taken. The school were fighting bravely against
the adverse wind and the woight of the Frampton men. They
held their own gallantly, and opposed skill and combination
to the kick and rush business of the home team. 5

Close upon half-time, however, the Fliers succesded in beating
Fatty Wynn, and the leather lodged in the St. Jim’s net

There was a deafening cheer from the crowd.

“l G‘O&l ! 2 & > & =

 Hurrah for Frampton.”

The score was equal.
the players retired for a brief rest, Gore came into the field
again, and Mellish turned as he felt a tap on his shoulder.

 How does it go ? ”* asked Gore.

“ One to one—but the wind will be behind our men in the
second half,” said Mellish.
Merry is still here.”

¢ Yes,” said Gore, with a grin, * if Tom Merry 1s still here 1 |

He said no more, but Mellish understood.

3

CHAPTER 8.
Bowled Out—Kerr on His Mettle.
CRATCH—scratch—scratch !
Two pens were scratching patiently away that Saturday
afternoon in the Fifth-Form class-room &t St. Jim’s,

Mr. Rateliff, at his desk, was still busy with his exam. papers,
though every now and then he lifted his hawkish eyes to throw
a glance towards the detained junior.

The latter was working diligently. - -

Mr. Rateliff had expected to see many a sign of impatience
and weariness, and of suppressed anger ; but he saw only a
junior diligently working, apparently thinking of nothing
but of getting his exercises done in a creditable manner,

The New House master could not quite understand it. That
was not how he had expected Tom Merry to take it, and ho
was somewhat disappointed. There was no opportunity for
fault finding, and that,. of course, was rather a worry to Mr.
Rateliff. :

The junior never looked up to meet the house-master’s eyes.
He worked away, only resting for a few minutes every now
and then. When he looked up, it was at the clock.

Under other circumstances Kerr would have felt his exclusion
from the football match; and his enforced absencs even from
the ranks of the spectators, very keenly.

But the knowledge that he was acting in the interests of the
St. Jim’s eleven, and that his staying there enabled the colloge
to uphold its fame on the football field, imparted fortitudo
to the detained junior. = =

Tom Merry and his team might win the match on the field,
but they would owe their success to Kerr, and that was enough
for the young Scotsman to know.

And the thought of how completely and satisfactorily hs
was ““ doing ” the hawk-eyed houss-master was additionally
comforting. . - 2

There was a knock at the door at last, at a quarter to four.
Kerr, who, of course, knew the time of the kick-off at Framptom
knew that the first half would be just ending. How had tho
match gone ? He would, have given a great deal to know
whether Frampton or St. Jim’s was ahead at the interval.

As it was something like half-aa-hour’s journey to Frampton,
even discovery was not so dangerous now. If Mr. Rateclifi
had found out the truth, and hurried off that moment, thors
would have been only a quarter of an hour to play when he
arrived there. In a quarter of an hour, then, all would he
safe. Kerr thought. so as he was looking at the time, and

_ the knock came at the door of the Fifth-Form room.
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The whistle went for half-time, and °

“8t. Jim’s will win—if Tom —
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It svas the School House buttons that entercd. He ha
a telegram on a salver, which he presented to Mr. Rateliff.
The New House master glanced at it and opened it. Kerr
was looking at him carelessly, and he gave a start to see the
look that came over Mr. Ratcliff’s face.

* No reply,” said the house-master, in a thick voice.

** Yessir,” said Buttons, and he retired.

The dgor closed. Mr. Rateliff read the telegram again,
and then fixed his eyes on the detained junior.

Then he read once more through the message from Frampton.

““ Merry is here at Frampton. It is a trick.”

There was no signature, but Mr. Rateliff knew from whom
the wire had come. It could only have come from Gore.

Was it a hoax—though ? Was it from some lad who knew
that Goré had sneaked, and was inclined to play a joke on the
house master ?

Merry was before his eyes, writing at his desk. How could
he possibly be on the football field at Frampton.

““ 1t is| & hoax,” murmured the Fifth-Form master, “ or else
it is ﬁ‘oﬁn Gore, and he is mistaken, There is Merry before
my eyes—yet,”

Mr. Ratcliff was of & suspicious nature. The telegram
plaiuly %tated that he wag the victim of a trick, and he noticed
that the| detained junior had selected the desk where the least
light fell, and had not once turned his face towards the window.
He 1‘emlgmbered the absence of impatience he had expected
to see in the boy. Ho remembered many little things—yet—
Tom Merry had no double at 8t.Jim’s ! And the boy sitting ab
the desk there was Tom Merry or his double !

What did it mean ?

There was a trick somewhere. The house-master left his
desk, aﬁd approached the form where the junior sat.

* Let me see your exercise, Merry,” he said, quietly.

The junior felt a tremor run through him. He had been
writing| industriously, to keep up appearances, but his hand-
writing| was nothing like Tom Merry’s, and would not pass for
Tom’s to the most careless glance. He hesitated, and the

house-master’s suspicions strengthened.  He picked up a sheet
irom the desk, and looked atit. Then he looked simply stupefied.

He was not very well acquainted with Tom Merry’s hand.

But the hand here he was perfectly well acquainted with,
as it was the hand of a boy belonging to his own house, whose
impots he had read over many a time and oft.

“ Kerr 1

The junior sat dumb. He was discovered.

¢ Kerr ! What—what—what is this masquerade ? What—
what—what ! ” Mr. Rateliff was choking and spluttering with
fury. |“ Kerr! Rascal! What—what—what—"

Kerr was looking at the clock. Five minutes to four. The
interval was over, and the second half at Frampton had been
going five minutes, if the teams had kept to time! Only ten
minutes required to make all safe—and here was discovery !

“ Kerr ! ” thundered Mr. Ratcliff, seizing the boy by the
shoulder and shaking bim violently. “ Kerr! You young
rascal ! What does this masquerade mean ?

* If you please, sir ** stammered Kerr.

He was rather scared at the rage in the house-master’s face,
but he was not so frightened as he pretended to be. He wanted
to gain time. Another ten minutes and Tom Merry’s team
were safe to finish the mateh.

¢ If—if you please, sir, I—T—I——"

The house-master shook him till his teeth chattered.

“ You are Kerr !" You are not Tom Merry | You have made
up in| this way to deceive me. Where is Tom Merry ? Where
is he 9—at Frampton ?

‘“ Was that telegram from Frampton, sir ?

“ That is nothing to do with you. ~Where is Tom Merry 27

“ I—TI haven’t see him for some time, sir.”?

‘ Did he go to Frampton ? ¢

“ I—I—you’re hurting my shoulder, sir.”

“ Will you answer me 7’ shrieked Mr. Ratcliff,
Men‘zg at Frampton ? Did he go in the brake ?

** No, gir ; I know he didn’t go in the brake.”

‘“ But he has gone, he is there ? Answer me.”

* If you p—p—p—-please, sir =

“ Answer me.”

** You—you’'re hurting my shoulder. sir, and you’ve made me
b—b—bite my tongue, and »

o Will you speak ? *’ :

*“ How can I speak when you have made me b—b—b—bite
m t—tongue, sir ? 22

%‘ . Rateliff hurled the boy away from him and rushed from
the class-room. He had glanced at the clock, and knew that
Kerr was trying to detain him. Kerr staggered and fell heavily,
striking his head on the floor.
he grinned. -

* My word, if he’s not off | I suppose he’s going to Frampton
to ‘ff}itch back Tom Merry ! ” Kerr looked at the clock as he

“Is Tom

slowly rose to his fest.  Well, he’ll have to buck up. It’s
balf an hour to Frampton, and there’s only thirty-five minutes
more to play.”

The house-master’s footsteps had died away. Kerr looked
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He sat up looking dazed. But'

One Halfgeany.

out into the corridor, a thoughtful expression upon his made-up
face.

* Suppose the match should have started late 2 Suppose we
should want a goal to win in the last five minutes ? Suppose
he does it under the half-hour——"’

There were a good many possibilities to be considered. It
ocecurred to Kerr that the house-master might do the distance
on his bicyele, instead of taking the trap, and then he would
gain a great deal of time. It all depended upon how determined -
he might be to stop Tom Merry playing in the match, and Kerr
knew how strong was Ratty’s determination. All the malice
and spite of his petty nature were aroused. He would have
fotched Tom Merry off the football field at Frampton if he had
had to walk every yard of the way.

*“ Yes, by Jupiter, if he goes by the bike he’ll dish us yet !
muttered Kerr. “ Hang him! It all depends upon me now !
What am I to do ?

There were not two ways about it.
stopped somehow, and Kerr had to stop him !
to be done ?

The junior was making his way to his own quarters to get
off his disguise. He thought deeply as he went. Fe gave a
start as a sudden idea flashed into his mind. The New House
was deserted on the fine half-holiday, else the pseudo Tom
Merry might have been chased and collared as he raced through
the New House corridors towards Figgins’s study. But now
no one was to be seen.

Kerr reached the study and ran in. To take a length of
slim but strong cord from a locker, and dart out of the study
again with it, was the work of a moment. A few moments
more, and he was outside Mr. Rateliff’s door.

In however great a hurry Mr. Ratcliff might be, he had to
prepare to go out, and that would take him a few minutes.
Kerr heard hith moving quickly inside the reom. - The house-
master’s bed-room wag on the second floor. The door faced
that of another master’s room, unoccupied like most of the
other rodms in the house at that hour.

Kerr slipped a noose over the handle of Mr. Ratcliff’s door,
and tightened it, without a sound. Then he drew the rope
taut across the passage, and wound it round the opposite door-
handle and knotted it there..

It was the work of a few moments only, but it made Mr. Rate
cliff as helpless a prisoner in his bed-room as if the door had been
bolted and barred. o

Kerr, with a deep breath of relief, stood grinning. He knew !
that it was a risky business to fasten a house-master’s door,
but the whole affair had gone too far for retreat now. He
waited ; he had not long to wait.

There was a sudden wrench at the rope. - The house-master’s
door opened about half an inch, but not far enough for the
oceupant of theroom to look out into the passage. Then it held !
Mr. Ratcliff evidently did not comprehend what was the matter.
He thought that his doer had become jammed somehow, and
he pulled and pulled again. The door, of course, did not open.
Kerr had no fear of the rope breaking. It had borne the weight
of a junior in its time, in a descent from a dormitory window,
and it was likely to stand easily all the strength Mr. Ratecliff
could bring to bear upon it. :

The voice of the house-master, hoarse with rage, came through|
the keyhole.

‘“ Is someone there holding this door ?*’

Kerr grinned, but he did not commit himself by replying.

* Who is there ? Who is holding this door 7

Dead silence ! i

“ Kerr ! Is it you, Kerr ? I will have you flogged—1I will
have you expelled! Rascal—scoundrel—open -this door !
Villain ! Open this door.” S

Kerr grinned silently. There was a fresh wrenching at the
door, - Mr.-Ratcliff might as well have wrenched at the solid
stone walls of St. Jim’s. -

The house-master commenced to thump on the door, in the
hope of attracting attention to his plight. But it was an|
unfortunate time for him. On a half-holiday, few people’
remained indoors at St. Jim’s. And on this specially fine
afternoon, there was not a soul, nearer than the kitchen, which
was too far from the bed-rooms for a sound to be heard there.
Mr. Ratcliff’s frantic hammering was not likely to be heard.

He might, when he thought of it, succeed in attracting
attention in the quad, from his window. But time was passing !i

Kerr, realising that the enemy was safely trapped, hurried off
to his ownroom, and soon divested himself of all traces of his!
disguise. Then he left the New House. He intended to get to'
Frampton now; there was nothing to stay at St. Jim’s for,
and the further away he got from Mr. Rateliff at the present!
moment, the healthier it was likely to be for him. He could;
have cycled over in a quarter of an hour, but the injury to his:
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foot prevented that. He limped into Rylcombe and hired a
trap, and was driven over, though without much hope of arriving
before the match finished. He would be in time, however,
to warn Tom Merry that Ratcliff was on the war-path, and to
save a scene on the Frampton field. = Meanwhile, Mr. Ratcliff,
when he bethought him of his window, opened it and yelled
and raved for help, and, at last, succeeded in attracting the
attention of Taggles the school-porter, who ascended the stairs
of the New House to release him.

¢ Get out my bicyclo 1 snapped Mr. Ratcliff.

A few minutes later he was pedalling frantically away towards
Frampton. If he were in time to drag Tom Merry ignomini-
ously off the football field under the eyes of the Frampton
fellows, that would be a consolation. But would he be in time.
St. Jim’s clock chimed out the quarter past four as he mounted
his machine.

CHAPTER 9.
Tom Merry Kicks the Wisning Goal—and Mr. Ratcliff
Arrives Too Late !

& OAL!"”

@ * Hurrah ! ” :

The second half was being fought out gallantly.

With the wind behind their backs, the juniors of 8t. Jim’s
had held their own bravely, and brought the tussle more than
once right up to the home goal. But Young and his men were
putting their beef into it, too, and the first goal after the interval
was scored by a Frampton Flier. Frampton were two up !
But that only added to the grim determination of the Saints,
and they played up grandly. -
- And so, when we look down upon the football fisld again, it
is to see the teams lining up after the fourth goal—taken this
time by St. Jim’s ! ;

Two goals all ! =

The score is level, and little more time remains fo play !

Ten minutes more—and both sides determinedr that the

mateh shall not end in a draw !
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* Play up, 8t. Jim'’s 1 ¥

“ Buck up, Frampton 1 »* :

The crowd yell and shout encouragement to their favourites,
Loud cheers greet every bit of fine play on either side. And
the teams did play up well ! g :

Ever to the front was the athletic figure of Tom Merry, and’
the long legs of Figgins stood his sidoe in good stead that day.
it was to Figgins that the second St. Jim’s goal had fallen, and
it had been a difficult one, and splendidly kicked. =

Even Gore and Mellish felt something of the provailing
excitement, and joined in the'cheering. And for once Gore,
somewhat to his own astonishment, felt a momentary pang of
regret for a mean action, and half-wished he had not sent that
wire to St. Jim’s. : : -

Bub that thought wes only momentary. He looked roand
occasionally for the arrival of Mr. Ratcliff on the scene. But
the New House master did not come !

And the gams was drawing to a close now! Five minutes
more—four minutes, three ! Was it to prove a draw after all !

“ Play up, St. Jim’s | ¥

“ One more goal, Merry !

“ On the ball, Frampton ! On the ball ! *

They were going at it hammer and tongs now. Frampton
Fliers had guite abandoned finesse. Kick and rush, rush and
kick—that was their game ! -

“ On the ball | ” muttered Young.

And his men tried to obey.
foemen worthy of their steel.
mined as their opponents !

Tom Merry’s face was set and determined.

¢ Play up,” he cried. * Play up for St. Jim’s!
ball 1 - - .

+** Yaas, wathah !” gasped D'Arcy.

A Frampton back had sent the ball well down the St. Jim's
half.  Fatty Wynn ran out of goal and kicked it up the field,
and dropped it right at Figgins’s toe. . :

Three Fliers were on Figgins in a twinkling, but not before
he had kicked the ball across to Tom Morry, who captured it
and was away like an arrow.

Then wes seen as pretty a bit of football as could be desired
by the most ardent lover of the grand old game !

St. Jim'’s forwards broke away in line, passing the ball with
the precision of clockwork, each parting with it at. the last
moment in the nick of time, as it were, and that splendid run
brought the ball right up to the homs goal, srith only the goalis
to repel the attack, and Tom Merry, who had the ball again,
kicked—a kick that might have baffled the custodian of many a
League team.

The reforec had his whistle to his lips.

There was a roar as the Frampton goalie was seen to clutch
at the ball—and miss it—and lose his footing with the effort
and sit down. The ball was in the net, and the boys of St.
Jim’s round the ropes were yelling like maniacs.

““ One more goal ! ”
But they were fighting with
St. Jim’s were quife as deter-

On the

“Goal! Goal! Goal!l”
“ Bravo Merry | ”
“ Goal! Goal! Goal!” -

The shrill note of the whistle rang through the roar of cheering.
The game was ended, and 3t. Jim’s had won three to two ! :

In & moment more the field was black with a surging crowd.
In the midst of a wildly hurrahing crowd, St. Jim’s Juniors wore
escorted off the feld and back to their dressing-tent, At the
door they met an unexpected figure—XKerr !
¢ Kerr 1" exclaimed Tom Merry, in amazement, & you here—"
* Somebody’s given the gams away,” said Kerr burriedly. I

bowledout. Rabiy’scoming—I don’t knowwhere he’is now,
e’s certainly coming. I got here just in time to see you

tlast goal. It wasripping!” -

ah | hurrah | the crowd were yelling. Caps and hats
o the air, andthe chesrs were deafening. S
the faces of the St. Jim’s footballers wore serious.
tty coming!” murmured Figgins, * woe must travel.

rant a scene before the ¥rampton fellows. That's

'y would like, to make us look asses—but he sha'n’t
ay, the rotter, Kerr, old kid, seé the brake got ready
got to fiy.”
> the 8t. Jim’s Juniors long to change. There was
reed for haste, if the New House master was to beeluded. Tom
» hestily explained to Young, and sdid a hearty good-bye to
the Frampton captain. In & very short space of time tha
St. Jim’s brake was rolling asay from the ground, with the

victorious foothallers in i, and Kerr with therm.
¢ We'd betier get off the usual road, or weshall mest Ratty,”
id Tom Merry, “ Go round by the wood, driver. A little

“longer dossn’t matter.”

So the brake left the main road. Ten minutes after it had
left the Frampton ground, a breathléss cyclist jumped off his
machine there. : :

** Are the footballers from St. James’s Collépe here ? ¥’ he called
out, addressing two or three loungers at the gate of the football
ground. o

“ They’re gone, sir.”

No. 38: “The Boys' Friend”
2d. Complete Library.



Eery Thursday.

* Gone !
gomne long %

¢ About ten minutes, sir.”

The house -master muttered gomething under his
breath. There was nothing for him to do but to return dis-
appointed to St. Jim’s—which he did, in about the worst
fempera man could possibly be in. But he was looking forward
to reprisals—Tom Merry had beaten him all along the line, but
the hour of reckoning was to come.- .

By the longer route, and without seeing anything of the house-
master, the victorious footballers reached St. Jim’s. The winter
dusk was falling as they rolled into the old quadrangle, and
fellows were coming in from all quarters.  Cheers greeted them
when a voice from the brake shouted out the news of, vietory.

Kildare, the captain of St. Jim’s, met Tom Merry as he stepped
from the brake. The captain’s kindly face was very concerned.

“I'm glad you’ve won, Merry,” he said, “ but I am afraid
there will be a row about this.”

Tom Merry nodded.

“ I suppose s0, Kildare. But—do you blame me 7 :

. “ Iwon’t answer that question, Merry. ButI'lsay this much
that in your place I should have been strongly tempted to act
as you have done. But it was an audacious trick, and one
that Mr. Rateliff will never forgive. He is certain to place the
matter ‘before the Head.” :

* Let him ! » said Tom Merry, firmly. “I knew what I was
doing when I did it, and I am ready to take the consequences.”’

“1 will do what I can for you, Merry. I will speak to the
Head, before Mr. Ratcliff returns, and make him see your side
of the case first anyway.”’ :

* Thanks, Kildare,” said Tom gratefully.
all the difference.” -

True enough, Mr. Ratcliff went straight to the Head of St.
Jim’s when he returned to the school. But Kildare had already
done his best, and Mr. Railton Had also put in a word for the
foothallers. Mr. Rateliff found the Head alone, but he found
him in an unexpected mood.

The Doctor listened to his tale, but without more sympathy
than politeness demanded.. Mr. Rateliff demanded the expulsion
of Tom Merry from the school, and the flogging of everyone con-
corned in the matter with him. To his amazement and anger
the Head pooh-poohed the suggestion.

Mr, Ratcliff ground his teeth. . *“ Have they been

“ That may make

#THE GEM" LIBRARY,

One Halfpeany.

‘* The fact is, Mr. Ratcliff, you seem to be out of sympathy
with the boys in this matter,” said the Head. *‘I am far from
maintaining that athletic sports should take first place in a scheol.
But they have their proper place, and it is an important one. It
is quite of as much fmportance to train a boy’s body as to train
his mind. You seem to have overlooked that fact. I really
wish you eould bring yourself to take a more sympathetic
interest in the boys’ sports.” :

Mr. Ratcliff was quite taken aback. e

** You—you do not uphold this gross insubordination ?  he
stammered. ‘ This disrespect—this open contempt for a
master 77’

¢ Certainly not. I regret very much that the incident
occurred. But I really think that in the best interests of the
school at large, the whole matter should be allowed to drop into
oblivion. = No good can come of raking it over.”

Mr. Rateliff could not speak. His breath was taken away,
and he could only gasp 1i§e a newly-landed fish as he stared
at the Head. :

‘I ask you as a favour,” said Dr. Holmes, * to let the matter
drop. Iam convinced that it will be for the best.”

Mr. Ratcliff rose. :

““ A wish from you is a4 command to me, of course,” he said.
‘T have no more to say.”

He quitted the study.
himself to say more.

Tom Merry waited for the thunderbolt—but it did not come.
Not a word was said about the matter again, and it was clear

He could not in fact, have trusted

* that Kildare's intervention had prevailed. Needless to say, the

Yyoung footballers of St. Jim’s were greatly relieved.

The feed D’Arcy had proposed in honour of Kerr camse off,
and it was a ripping one, with as many guests as could be
crammed into the study. Tom Merry and Figgins, who had
kicked the goals for §t. Jim’s in the Frampton match, came in
for an ovation, but the guest of the evening, the honoured
guest, was the canny Scotsman who had so well played the
part of Tom Merry’s Double !

THE END.

Another jong, complete tale dealing with Tom
Merry’s Schooidays next Thursday, entitied, “ Tom
Mierry & Co. in Town.’’ Please do not foil to order “ THE
GEM ” LIBRARY in advance. Price One Halfpenny.
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2% The ONLY ~EW AND ORIGINAL SCHOOL TALE by this famous author. :
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: READ THIS FIRST!

Tempest Headland is a large school standing in an exposed
position of Britain’s coast.

A fearful stormi is raging outside, when Cyril Conway
tells Herr Ludvig, who is taking the class for German, that
he can see from the window a ship being driven ashore. Dr.
Buchanan, the headmaster, Herr Ludvig, and the boys
immediately make their way to the cliff, but on reaching
there they find that the ship has sunk. However, the Head
is instrumental in saving a little black boy, He is taken
to the school, and money to the amount of £1,000, with a
request that it may be used for his up-bringing, is found on
him. A medical man examines the nigger, and he finds the
boy has had such a shock to his system as to affect all
memory of the past. He does not even remember his name,
so the Head leaves it to the boys to re-christen him.
After a lengthy discussion, Billy Barnes and Cyril decide
on naming their new schoolmate Snowy White Adonis
Venus, He is taken as a fag by Graft, a bully. : -

One evening Cyril, Venus, and Billy Barnes lay in wait on
the stairs with the intentioh of lassoing Graft. Unknow-
ingly the chums haul up Herr Ludvig, and Billy at once
lashes away with his whip. ¢

Now go on with the story.)
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We'm cavght de wrong fish.

“Yah, yah, yah!” roared Venus, oblivieus of the fact
that his guffaw would certainly be recognised. *“We'm
caught de wrong fish 1”2 :

At that critical moment the rope snapped. Venus and
Cyril toppled backwards, head over heels, while there was a
heavy thud down below. s

“Ugh! But ven I catch tose boys !’ roared a voice that
was easily rfecognisable as Herr Ludvig’s. - “Uh—uh!
Someting shall happen about tis! Prut, but I’m hurt; und
“all te breath is knocked from my body !’ =

“T wouldn’t be a bit surprised if he’s right about being
hurt,”? murmured Billy. “I know I lashed him hard
enough to hurt any ordinary man.”

“T thought he was rather heavy,” murmured Cyril

“Golly! I knew de man was heavy when 1 heard de
bump wid which he took de stairs! Yah, yah, yah!”? =

“Tat boy Venus is to come to my study at vonce I’

“1f you please, sah, I’'m rader sleepy just now, and——"

“But I shall be able to keep you avake! Just you .
come 1”2 — : 2 .

“PDo you tink you would rader see me in de morning,
sah, after you hab got some more ob your wind back 2’

A Splendid Tale of
Tom Meppy's Schooldays.
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- “You come now, or it will be te vorse for you!”
“Seems to me dat it is going to be de worse for me,

anyhow. De man ought to hab told us who he was!”
fgrowled Venus. “I dunno how he guessed dat I was
here.”’ S

“ Why, vou silly owl,” exclaimed Cyril, ‘it was your
giddy laughter! All the same, it does not matter; I will
come with you.” -

“T expect we had all better come,” grumbled Billy. *“It’s
a bother, because a good scheme like that ought to have
come off. Look here, Cyril, just you convince him that we
are not in any way to blame.”

¢ How would you like me to do that?”’

“I don’t know; I haven’t got time to think.
He’s coming up !”

“PDe¢ man has gone into our dormitory,” murmured
Venus. ; 2 A

;‘llrx’ that - event, we will go into his study. ° Creep
softly.” -

They got down the stairs all right, and then they entered
the German master’s study. Venus rolled his eyes at the
cane which hung from a nail in the wall, and gravely shook
?ﬁs head. It was obvious that he did not like the look of

ings.

Billy kept in the background. Cyril suggested that there
was no sense in his coming, but although Billy was not
clever, he was very staunch, and he declared that he would
take his share. <

Cyril looked somewhat despondent: but he was, as usual,
quite 'cool. What he was going to say he did not know,
but he had the conviction that however badly he put it, he
would certainly put it ten times better than Billy would
have done. : - - - =

They were kept waiting nearly a quarter-of an hour, and
then Herr Ludvig entered=the study. The expression on
gis face was not reassuring, and he groaned when he sat
lown. : - -
~““So yow arc te tree boys?”’ growled the badly-flogged
master. T might have known it. So vat have you to say
for yourselves? Und just hand me down tat cane!”

“T don’t tink you .will need anyting like dat, sah,”
observed Venus, who was the nearest to it.

“ Hand me tat cane, boy I'?

¢ Suttinly, sah ! Woohooh ! Oh, I tought you were going
to hit dat time ! - :

¢ A misunderstanding has occurred; sir,” murmured
Cyril, bowing profoundly, though the best bow he could
have made would scarcely
have put Herr Ludvig in
a good temper.. © We mis-
took vou for someone else.

Hark !7
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“T hope you will not doubt my word, sir. You never
0.2 < - s

“No; I did not mean tat. I do not doubt your vird;
because yau always speak te truth to me. Of tat I have no
doubt. Vat I desired to say vas to ask te question if you
ODI); ;desire to assure me tat you did not intend to ihjure
me?’ -

“That is so, sir. There is no reason why we should
desire to harm you; ‘and even if there were, we would nof
do so. A master is one matter—a boy another.”

‘8o, you can only assure me tat you made a mistake,
and you admit tat all I suffered vas intended for a boy?”’

“Buch is the case, sir. There is nothing else to be
said.”’ -

¢ Not even an expression of regret?”’ :

“Well, so far as you are concerned, that goes without -the
saying. There isn't -a doubt that we give you a lot of
trouble, and shall certainly give you a lot more, if you don’t
get us expelled for this little lot; but I hope you will never
doubt that we would not insult a master.” e

“Und te boy you vished to catch?”’

“I would rather not name him, sir, if you will kindly

excuse me.”’ =

¢ Vich means tat you vill not tell me?”

“T'm afraid it amounts to the same thing.”

¢ Vell,'T assume your reason is tat he did someting to you,
und you do not desire to sneak?”

¢ Yes, sir; that is about the fact of the case.” ;

“TUnd do you consider tat te vay you treated me by
mistake for him is te proper vay to treat a monitor of tis

“T see you know who if is.” :
“Yes, I know. Go und fetch Graft into tis study. I
desire tat he shall see how I punish tis matter. Mind, it
is most serious, und von tat shall be punished most severely.

1f a master is insulted it cannot be overlooked. I shall n?t

report it to Dr. Buchanan. I shall administer te punish-

mont myself. Toll Graft tat I desire to speak to him in iny
study, and you vill come ‘back mit him, und ten te whole
matter vill be settled.”” =

Graft was in his study when Cyril, locking as mild as
watered milk, entered it. ~Graft looked slightly uncomfort-
able because he did not know what was going to happex.

“Hr, good-evening, Graft!’ murmured Cyril, carefully
brushing a little tobacco-ash from the table-cloth, and as
carefully throwing it into the fire; ““nice evening, isn’t it?
Rather cold, but that is no detriment, because it may enable
us to get some skating, and——"" : .

“What do you want in my study this time of night, vou
idiotic-looking camel?”’ snapled Graft, knowing perfectly
well that there ywas something behind this.

“ Tor, there has been a slight mishap, Graft, and one that
1 feel sure will fill your breast with sorrow. You see, we
wanted to sling up a certain fellow—I won’t mention his
name, because it might hurt your feelings, but he is an
unconscionable scoundrel,
and we intended to haul
him up with a lasso, and
when we had him in that

e

Mistakes must oceur. We
have authority for thaf,

position to flog him
soundly. . We did it, but

P\

A8 o you do?

and personal experiencg._?" Iy unfortunately caught the
I_er—desired to catch s wrong bird. - ‘We caught
another boy—I mean, a. Herr Ludvig, the German

boy, and not a  master.

master. Well, we slung

Quite an accident !” %

“You consider tat you
have te right.to catch a
‘boy up I’nit a_rope, and :
971

flog him?

wdis - pleased to hear from you.

him up and fogged him,
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he has broken every bone

~i  *“Obh, no, sir! We con-
~ sider the boy had the right
't,(l)1 ahe flogging.  That is
. all.
“TI must say tat for a
boy mit your intellect your
 excuse is insignificant.”
o “Well, sir,”’ exclaimed
Cyril, “this is a case
where it will not make any
difference what I say.
only want you to be con-
vinced that it was a mis-
take, so far as you are con-
- _cerhed.” -
. “You vish me to believe
such is te case?”’

TOM

round town.

Do they enjoy themselyves?
would say.

P,S,—Will you note that
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in your rats’ bodies!’” "

“ Well, we were miuch
more likely to have broken
his bones, especially as we
dropped him; but, you
see, we struck him where
he doesn’t carry many
bones, and ~ when we
dropped him, quite inad-
vertently, it only winded
bhim. At any rate, he de-
‘sires to see you in his
study.  Step this way, if

- you please!” -

(Another long instalment- of
this splendid sechool story in
next Thursday's number. Please
order your GEM in advance,)

¢Yaas wathah !” as D’ Arcy
THE EDITOR.
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