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CUHAPTER. 1,
Homeward Bound.

Jontloman ‘ere, name of Merry?”

M FRRY !
] ‘ Tom Merry looked round. ¥ :
He was sitting in a crowded railway-carriage in

. Charing Cross Station.

The carriage was crowded, not to
say crammed; for although planned by the railway company
to seat only six passengers, there were eloven in it—all
juniors of St. Jim’s,

Tom Merry, sandwiched between Manners and Lowther, had
some difficulty in breathing, and still more in turning. to the
door of the carviage as the porter came up with a telegram
in his hand, and inquired for a gentleman of the name of
Merry, PRBET

Tom jammed his elbow into Lowther’s ribs, and made him
gasp, and knocked Manners under the chin with his other
elbow, and made Manners grunt, as he turned to the door.

“ (tontleman ‘ere—-""

“lere you are,”’ said Tom Merry.
(Pest moi.”

Torn Merry & Co. were just back from a holiday in France,
and they were in the train for St. Jim’s. It is not easy to
drop suddenly out of one language into another—and so
soveral of the juniors had been talking French to puzzled
porters on the way from Dover to London.

“T beg your pardon, sir,”’ said the porter.

“ (Pest moi—I mean—""

“ But—but there’s no more to say, sir,” said the porter,
under the impression that Tom Merry had told him to say
more. ** This ‘ere telogram is for a gent named Merry o

“Sorry—I mean I'm the chap you want,” grinned Tom
Morry. *‘ Hand it over. Here's a franc—I mean a boblet.”

The porter handed over the telegram, and received the

“Meoroi,” said Tom Merry, unconsoiously saying “Thank
in French from long habit, and the porter looked at
He confided to his mate, significantly

“ My name's Meiry !

L shilling, with a grin.
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train who ‘was fair balmy.
told a chap to say more, and then he asked for mercy.

Tom Moarry, ignorant of the doubts he had raised concern-
ing his sanity, sat down again, before he opened the telegram.
That is to say, he tried to sit down ; but Manners and Lowther
had closed up, and he sat half on Manners and half on

When he was given a telegram lae

Lowther. And with a combined effort those two individuals
shifted him off, and Tom Merry staggered across the
carriage, and rolled upon Arthur Augustus D'Arcy.

The telegram slippnd to the floor as Tom Merry threw his
arms round D'Arecy’s neck to save himself,

And D’Arcy gave a howl.

“Pway mind what you are doin’, deah boy. Ow! You
have bumped my hat against the wotten partition.”

“ Never mind—""

P“But I”do mind. I wefuse to have my toppah wuined.
way——

*“Asgs! How could I help it, when those two dummies
rlthoved me?”’ demanded Tom Merry, righting himself at
ast.

“T wefuse to be addwessed as an ass.”

“ Look here, where am I going to sit?” demanded Tom
looking round. :

There certainly didn’t seem to be an inch of space left in
the carriage. Futty Wynn was already gasping as he was
squeezed between Figgins and Kerr, and Wally was standing
up for greater comfort. Blake, Dighy, and Noble were
squeezed together as tight as they would go. The only pos-
sible chance was between Manners and: Lowther, and Manners

’

. and Lowther were sitting shoulder to shoulder.

““You shouldn’t have got up,” said Lowther. * We were
nicely packed in before, and you got out of your own u('.('ord)
[ don’t know how we managed it, but we were packed in.” ;

“Talk about sardines,” said Blake. :

“ Now, you had better stand,” said Lowther. * After all
it won't hurt you to stand for a couple of hours, and you (-ar{
sit down and rest when we get to St. Jim’s.” %

“ Yaas, wathah!”

“Rats!” suid Tom Merry. “‘ As head of the Shell, T ought

Copyright in the United States of America,
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to sit down Lefcre any of you Fourth-Form fags. Are you
going to give me your seat, Gussy?”

“ Wathah not, deah boy.”

¢ Are you, Blake?”

“No fear.”

“ Perhaps you, Dig—"

“Tlhat’s a jolly big perhaps,” said Digby, with emphasis.

“You look very pretty standing,”” said Lowther.

* Look here—-"

“Oh, I'll look, but I won't get up, What did you want to
move for whan we were nicely packed in like sardines?”

¢ I—I—I think we oupiht to change carriages, you know,”
gasped Fatty Wynn. *‘I'm being squashed.”

““Oh, stuff 1" said Noble. ‘**We ought to stick together for
the last lap of the journey.”

“We look like sticking together at this rate,” grinned
Figgins. ‘‘The question is, whether we shall become un-
st,u(ﬁ( at the end of the journey.”

‘“Ha," ha, hatl”

“0Oh, don't laugh here, Blake—there's no room."”

“Too late to change,” said Harry Noble, as the train
began to move out of the station. ** &’e'rc off I

“ Well, who's going to give me a seat?”

“T give that one up,” said Blake, as if Tom
been asking a conundrum. *‘ Ask us another.”

ST sit on Gussy’s knees.”

“Sowwy, deah boy, but I couldn’t have my tw ousahs
wumpled.” I'd do anythin’ for a chap I like except wuin
my twousahs. A chap is bound to be wathah particulah about
:Iis twg»usahs. Tt is mnposs. to wespect a chap with baggay
knees.’

** Oh, blow yeur bags !’ T'll sit on Blake's knee, then,”

“You can, if you find it comfy,” said Blake.

And Tom Merry sat on his knee.

He repased there for about the millionth part of a second,
and then he lcuped up with a fiendish yell.

“Oh! Yow!” :

“Bai Jove, deah hoy 1" said D’ Arey, looking annoyed. “‘I1
weally wish you wouldn’t make those sudden wows., Pway
considah o chap’s feelin’s. It thwows me into quite a
fluttah.”

“Yow!

Merry bad

“ Weally, Tem Mewwy—"
“ Some dummy ran a pin into me—""

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”’

“Well, T had a suspicion you wouldn’t find the seat comfy,”
snid Blake. “‘Deon’t say I didu’t warn yoa.”

“Yah! Asl!” 2 i

“Ha, la, ha!"

Tom Merry locked up and down the rows of faces. There
was a stony grin on all of them. And there wasn’t room for
a fly to sit down,

Tom cast his eyes up to the luggage rack. Although the
bulkier baggage of the juniors was in the luggage-van, many
smaller articles were in the carviage with them, and the racks
were pretty full. Among other things was Arthur Augustus’s
hat-box. Since a Calais porter had sat upon it D’Arcy had
not trusted it out of his hands.

“T wonder if that hatbox is safe?’ said Tom Merry, after
reaching up and giving it a shove to the edge of the rack.

D'Arcy’s glance turned anxiously upward.

“ Bai Jove, it’s in a wathah dangewous
marked. ‘‘Pway give it a push to the bac
Tom Mewwy.”

" El] ?’)

“ Pway
It might
best toppah, and

osish,’”’ he re-
of the wack,

ive that hatbox a push to the back of the wack.
amage my othah toppah if it fell down. It's my

it would be howwid if it should be
damaged.”

“Yes, it would be rough,” agreed Tom Merry. “What
T'm afraid of is, that when the train jolts, it will come down
with a bump.”

*“ Yes, wathah.

“ E}l Y’!

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy, you are vewy dense. Pway push
that hat-box to the back of the wack, where it will be safe,”
bawled D’Arey.

“Oh, the hatbox?”

“ Yaas, wathah,

“Push it.”’

“Yaas, you duffah.”

Tom Merry pushed the hatbox further over the edge of the
In g?!ge-ruck. 1t swayed dangerously now whenever the train
jolted.

And as the express was getting up speed the jolts were
frequent and bumpy. D’Arcy put up his eyeglass, and
stared at Tom Merry in blank amazement.

“Tom Mewwy, you uttah ass—"

“ Hallo 1" ; :
T asked you to push it to the back of the wack.”

“You have pushed that hatbox into a more dangewous
Tae Gem Lisrany.—No:
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Pway push it to the back of the wack.”

" THE ST. JIW'S SPORTSMAN.”

Rl G I Y S e

“ By Jove!”

“ Pway give it anothah push, deah boy.”

Tom Merry obeyed, and the hatbox was pushed further
forward, so that it was now fairly toppling.

D’Arcy gave a yell of warning.
. *“Youass! It will come topplin® down in a minute! Push
it back—bai Jove!”
_ He leaped up as the hatbox toppled over, and caught it,
ust in time to save it. He pushed it back carefully to the
I ack of the rack, and then turned back to sit down again,
Tom Merry was sitting in his place, and he regarded the
swell of 8t. Jim’s with a sweet smile.

CHAPTER 2.
The Telegram!
HRTIIUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY jammed his eyeglass

into his eye, and stared at Tom Merry with an ex-

pression that ought to bhave brought a blush to the
cheek of a gargoyle. But it had no perceptible effect what=
ever upon the cheek of Tom Merry.

“Tom Mewwy

“Hallo 1 %

“You are sittin’ in my place?”’

“I am quite comfortable, thank you.”

“I did not inquire whethah you were comfortable, Tom
Mewwy. I wemarked that you were sittin’ in my place.”

“Thank you! I prefer to sit down.”

“But I do not prefer to stand.”

“*Better sit on your knees, then, unless you'rve afraid it
“}ll'"llnmke your trousers baggy,” suggested Tom Merry
affably.

“Pway don't be widiculous.”

 Nice views we get from this train,” remarked Tom Merry,
glancing out of the window.

“Tom Moewwy—""

“ Somebody speak '’

“Yaas, wathah, you wottah! T spoke.’

il | HlI]])[)()Se it’s a habit you've got into,” said Tom Merry
resignedly. *‘ You generally are speaking. Couldn’t you go
to sleep for a little while?”

“1 wequest you,” said D’Arcy, with elaborate politeness—
“T wequest you to vacate my seat, Tom Mewwy.” b,

“Go hon!” 3

“ Otherwise, although I shall be extwemely sowwy to use
violence, I shall have no wesource but to dwag you hence
by force.”

“Good gracious!”

“ Pway take your choice, deah boy."” ;-

“ Ceortainly. 1 prefer to sit down.” ’3

1 did not mean that——"" ‘ :

“Never mind what yon meant, Gussy. If you don’t mind;
T should prefer this conversation to cease. Je suis ennuye—
I'm getting bored.”

“This discush will not cease till you have vacated my

”

seat, Tom Mewwy.

“My hat! Is it going on for an hour?”

Arthur Augustus did not reply to that question. ITe pushed
back his cuffs carefully, and laid his hands upon Tom Merry’s
shoulders.

“Qut you come!” he ejaculated.

Anud he pulled with all his force.

Now, Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, in spite of his elegant ways,
was no weakling, and he Fut a good deal of force into that
pull. But Tom Merry, the champion athlete of the Shell
Yorm at St. Jim’s, was a tough customer to tackle at any
time, and in any way. He braced himself to stand the pull—
and he withstood it:

Arthur Augustus tugged and tugged—and Tom Merry sat
like a rock, looking at him with a smiling face.

“Oh!” gasped 6’Arcy. “(Come out, you beast!”’

“Pull away,” said Tom cheerfully. '‘It’s good exercise,
and it ought to bring your biceps up. Go it!”

And there was a general chorus from the juniors in the
carriage.

“QGo it, Gussy!”

And Gyssy ‘“went” it.

He put a tremendous effort into the pull—and succeeded,
But he only succeeded use Tom Merry, for reasons of
his own, suddenly allowed himself to leave his seat. Back-
wards went D’Arcy like lightning, crashing down in a sitting
posture upon Jack Blake, who was seated opposite.

There was a roar from Blake, as the back of his head went
against the wood behind, and a howl from D’Arcy as he
released Tom Merry. &t : b _ i

Tom Morry sank back again into his seat immediately.
Arthur Augustus rolled off Blake’s knees to the floor of the
carriage, and lay there amid innumerable feet.

Tle sat up, looking bewildered.

“Bai Jove!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

_A Grand Tale of T
& Co. By Martin
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T ItlAuk«V:m ﬁick@ciw ;p tln. poker from the grate, and brought it down upon the table beside Skimpole
with a terrific impact, Crash!

I

“1 can see no weason whatevah for wibald laughtah,” said
- Arthur Augustus. “1 wegard Tom Mewwy as a twicky
. beast! Bai Jove!” .
. He picked up the telegram Tom Merry had dropped in the
Ccarriage. It was still unopened. In the excitement of the
. contest for the seat, Tom had forgotten all about it.
“Hallo!” exclaimed Tom. My telegram.”
‘‘ Bai Jove!” A
D’Arcy rose to his feet. IHe put the telegram in his
. pocket. Tom Merry viewed this proceeding with consider-
able astonishment.
.. ‘““Hallo! What are you up to?”’ he demanded,
“Snuff 1 said Arthur Augustus, dusting down his clothes.
| “T’'m up to snuff, deah boy.”
“That’s my telegram.”
“That's my seat.”
“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lowther. * Gussy’s scored this time.”
“ Yaas, wathah,” said 1’Arcy, with considerable satisfac-
tion, ‘I weally considah that I have scored, you know.”
“Give me my telegram.”
*“ Yaas, in exchange for my seat.”
“It may be important.”’
“It’s vewy important for me to sit down.
fatigued othahwise.”
‘“ Hand it over.”
“ Wats 1”
¢ You're fairly done !” chuckled Figgins. = ¢ Take it calmly.”
Tom Merry laughed and rose.
*“ There you are, Gussy. Now fork out.”
Arthur Augustus grinned, and fished the telegram out of

I shall gwow

T NBXT
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his pocket, and handed it to Tom Merry.
down, and then stopped.

* Upon weflection, Tom Mewwy, you can have my seat,”
he suih graciously. “ You see, it was gveally the pwinciple of
the thing I was contendin’ for.
like.”

Tom Merry laughed, and pushed D'Arcy into the scat.

““That’s all right, Gussy. Sit down. I wonder whom this
blessed telegram is from?"

** Look inside,” suggested Wally. * I’ve always found that
a good dodge when I didn’t know whom a letter was from.”

Tom Merry did not reply to this piece of sage advice, but
he opened the telegram. He glanced over it, and gave a
whistle.

*“News?’ asked Manners,

“ Yeﬂ.'Y

‘““Read it out, then.”

“Right you are.” Tom Merry read out the telegram.
***Shall be at the school to meet my darling boy.—PRrisciLLA
Fawcerr,”

“My hat!”

‘“My only Aunt Jane!” said Wally,

Tom Merry looked thoughtful.

His old governess, Miss Fawcett, was very fond of him,
and he was very fond of her. He had wired her from Dover
to announce his safe return to England. It was just like her
to journey to St. Jim’s to meet him on his return to the
school. But—

There was a ‘‘but.”

Miss Fawcett's visits to the school were not infrequent,

Tue Gem LiBrary.—No. 94,
A Grand_Tale of Tom Merry
& Co. By Martin Clifford.

He prepared to sit

You can sit down if you
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and curiously enough there always seemed to be some trouble
there to accompany them.

Miss Fawcett had the kindest heart im tho world; and she
would help people, and she would be kind, and would not
be denied.

Hence, on many occasions—trouble !

Still, Tom Merry was very glad to think that he would be
seeing his old governess, and other considerations were not
for him to worry about.

I‘Fﬂuy Wynn looked up with an expectant expression in

113 eyes.

“1 say, Merry, if your old governess is going to be at
St Jim’s, 1 suppose she will be getting up some sort of a
celebration, eh?”

“I—I shouldn't wonder.”

Tom Merry had long ceased to wonder at anything Miss
Priscilla Fawcett did.

“Then, I suppose, there'll be a bit of a feed?”

* Ha, ha, hal”

“Well, I don’t believe in any of these blessed affairs that
don’t take account of the faet t{’mt a chap gets hungry,” said
Fatty Wynn argumentatively. * People got hungry—
anyway, 1 know I do. And I'm always particularly peckish,
somehow, at this time of the year.”

“Tt is vewy kind of Miss Pwiseillah to take so-nmech twouble
to welcome us home,” said Arthur Augustus. I wegard
it as weally wippin’.”

*“ Yes, rather,” said Tom Merry.

T suppose there will be a feed

““ Weally, Wynn—-"

“Did you put that milkk chocolate in your pocket, Figgins
—the packet I gave you to mind while I was eating my
sandwiches,”’

“Yes,” eaid Figgins.

“You haven’t lost it?"”

Ny 3
.

“Good. Where is it?'%

“T've eaten it.”

e 1

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bai Jove! you know, I wegard that as wathah funnay,”
said Arthur Augustus, while Fatty Wynn sat speechless.
‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

The train rolled on, and the juniors, relenting towards Tom
Merry, took it in turns to stend up; and most of the time
was spent in a rousing chorus, which made other passengers
put their heads out of the windows, wondering what was the
matter.

And in high spirits the travellers arvived at Wayland, and
changed there for the local line to St. Jim's, and so came
back to Rylcombe, the old station they knew so well,

CHAPTER 3.
Miss Priscilla Takes a Nap.

AGGLES, the school porter at St. Jim's, looked out
of his lodge as the station cab from Rylcombe rolled
in at the gateway. Taggles looked, and gave a little

jump as he recognised the cl(lerTy lady seated in the cab. It
was Miss Priscilla Fawcett, and there was a beaming smile
of happiness visible under the shade of the mid-Victorian
bonnet.

“My ’at!” said Taggles expressively.

Miss Fawcett caught sight of the old porter, and gave him
a pleasant nod.

“You see I have returned, Taggles.”

“Yes, ma'am,” said Taggles, touching his hat.

“1 am glad to see the school again.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“My dear boy is returning from France to-day with his
friends.”

“Yes, ma’'am.”

“Do you know whether the Head is engaged, Taggles?”
pursued Miss Fawcett. ““T should not like to interrupt him.”

Taggles rubbed his nose thoughtfully as he stood beside the
halted cab. ; ;

“Phe 'Ead takes the Sixth this mornin’, ma’am,” he said.
“The Sixth Form, you know, ma'am.”

“ Ah, yes.”

“ Mornin’ school will be well-nigh over now, though,
ma'am,” said Taggles, glancing up at the big clock in the
tower, “‘and it’s a ’arf-’oliday this arternoon, ma’am.”

“Thank you, Taggles.” _

And the cab creaked on towards the Head’s house.

Taggles blinked after it, and shook his head forebodingly.

Then he went back to his lodge, still shaking his head, as
though he scented trouble in the air since seeing the arrival
of Miss Fawcett at the old school.

The cab stopped at. the Head’s house, There were two
houses at St. Jim’s—the School House and the New House.

Tee GeMm LiBrARY.—No.
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The Head’s house was an adjunct of the School House, and
formed the private residence of Doctor Holmes,

Miss Fawcett dismissed the cab, and was admitted to the
Head’s house. She discovered that the Head was still
ongaged in the Sixth Form: class-rdom, and that Mys. Holmes
was absent on a visit to a relation.

She forbade word to be carried to the Head of her arrival,
while he was engaged with the top Form. She was the most
considerate of old ladies, and she would not have interrupted
the Head’s morning work for anything.

“T will wait in Dr. Holmes’s study,” she said, with a sweet
smile.

And she was shown in there.

She knew that apartment quite well. It was a very com-
fortable roem, leoking out on the quadrangle. The arm-
chair by the side of the cheerful fire looked very comfortable,
and Miss Fawcett, having taken her bonnet off, and confided
it to the maid, sat down to wait, choosing the armchair,

The great school was very quiet.

From the distant class-rooms came a faint hum of sound,
which only seemed to make the silemce more deep in the
study. Birda were twittering among the almost leafless
branches in the quadrangle.

The quiet, and the heat of the fire, added to the fatigue
of the journey, soon produced their mataral effect upon Miss
Priscilla Fawcett.

Her head sank baek upon the well-padded chair, and she
began to breathe deeply and regularfy. She was asleep!

Miss Fawcett slept quietly and peacefully.

ap!

She did not hear the light knock at the door, and did not
hear it repeated, nor hear the door open.

A face looked in, and a pair of furtive eyes glinted round
the study.

It was Mellish of the Fourth at the door. Mellish was
looking sullen, as ho often did. He had a note in his hand
for the Head, a note written by Mr. Lathom, the master of
the Fourth, explaining that Mellish had been impertinent
and required caning, Mellish did not like taking that note;
but he had to, and he had come to the Head’s study in the
expectation of getting a ecaning there.

Mellish did not know whether the Head was in his study
or with the Sixth, and he had come to the study first, as the *
furthest off from the Fourth Form room, thus postponing
the caning as long as possible,

1f the Head were not there, he could then seek him in the
Sixth Form room, and thus gain another five minutes away
from lessons.

He looked into the study, and for the moment thought it
was empty. ., Then the low sound of Miss Fawcett's breathing
came to his ears.

He started a little, and looked at the figure in the arm- -
chair. Then he grinned, and stepped into the study.

“ Miss Faweett! My hat!” he murmured.

It was easy enough for Mellish to guess why she was
there. Tom Merry was coming home that afternoon, and his
old governess, of course, had come to the school to greet him,
and to satisfy herself that her dear boy was quite well after
his journey.

Mellish glanced at the ealm, quiet face of the old lady with
an ill-natured grin. He detested Tom Merry, as a small and
mean nature slways detests a big brave one. lle detested
anybody who was fond of Tom Merry; and Miss Priscilla was
devoted to him. The eye of the Iourth Form cad rested
upon Miss Priscilla’s sleeping face, and then upon the inkpot,
on the table close beside her.

“Should he dare—"

Mellish’s breath came thick and fast. After all, no one
knew he was there—no one could guess he had been there if
Miss Fawcett did not awake, and she was sound asleep. The
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| long railway journey naturally told upon a lady of her age.
She was deep, very deep, in slumber. :

‘* Miss Fawcett!” :

Mellish muttered the words in a low tone.
~ slept on.

¢ Migs Fawcett!”

His voice was louder this time. But still the old lady
showed no signs of awaking. Mellish made up his mind.

He twisted up a corner of his handkerchief, and -dipped it
into the ink. With the thick, black ink he lightly drew the
pad over Miss Fawcett’s face.

He blacked her nose, causing a strange alteration in her
exprossion, and then stepped back, ready to dart from the
room if she should awake.

But she slept on soundly. 3

Emboldened by his success, the cad of the Fourth returned
to fhe attack. He dipped the pad in the ink again, and
mixed a little soot from the grate to give it body, and then
proceeded with a light touch to draw black circles round
Miss Fawcett's eyes.

. This finished, he blacked in a gigantic moustache upon
her upper lip, with the ends curling up over her cheeks
to her very ears.

Then, afraid to go further, he stepped on tiptoe to the
door, and went out, lightly closing it behind him.

With a low chuckle he seudded away down the passage,
- heading for the Sixth Form class-room. He did not mind

the caning s0 much now.

e found Dr. IHolmes in the Sixth Form-room. The

The old lady
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Tead glanced at him, and took the note and read it, and
. frowned. Then he gave Mellish a cut on either hand, and

Mellish went out of the room squirming, with a sullen
brow. '

But he was grinning when he re-entered the Fourth Form
class-ropm again,

“Faith, and he looks as if he has enjoyed the canin’
intirely,”” Reilly remarked.

“WKnt’a the joke, Melly?” asked Pratt, of the New
House.

Mellish shrugged his shoulders.

“ Nothing.” .

“ Didn’t you got the licking ?”

‘ 'Y(‘q »

“ Didn't it hurt?”
“" Y(‘S.”

- Hancock.

Mellish chuckled.

“ Nothing.”

Myr. Lathom looked across the class.

“1 am sure there is someone talking !” he execlaimed.

And the juniors ceased to ask questions.  Mellish sat
- rubbing his hands and squirming and chuckling by turns.
- He was wondering what the Head would think when he
- found Miss Fawcett in his study, and every time he thought
of it he burst into a fresh chuckle.
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§ CHAPTER 4.
Ds. Holmes is Surprised.
x G-GOODNESS gracious!”
Dr. Holmes uttered that startled exclamation as
lie came into his study.

The good doctor had just been released from the Sixth,
who had just been released from him, both parties being
probably just as much pleased by the mutual release. Dr.
- Holmes had come to his study, where he generally spent
an hour hefore lunch. He had come in, and crossed to-
wards the armchair, picking up en passant a newspaper from
the table. After a tiring hour’s work in a class-room,
nothing was so refreshing as to glance over a paper in a
comfortable chair before a cheerful fire.

Thon he caught sight of his visitor.

Now, Dr. Holmes knew that Tom Merry & Co. were re-
turning that day; but he was far from attaching as much
importance to the event as Miss Fawcett did.

n faet, tho matters at the school would have gone on
much the same as far as tho head-master was concerned, if
those heroes of the Lower Forms had remained in Paris
for the term of their natural lives.

- He was not, consequently, expecting any of their rela-
. tions at the school to welcome them. There was nothing
unusual in a junior getting leave, and nothing to mako a
. fuss about when he returned. So the good doctor thought.

» But oven if ha had been expecting n general wvisitation of
¥ relations anxious about the juniors, he could not pessibly
. have recognised the figure in the armchair as one of them.
He had not boen told that Miss Fawcett was there. And
certainly Miss Priscilla’s most intimate friend—even
- Hannah, at Laurel Villa, or Tom Merry himself-—would
hardly have rccognised her now.
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Miss Priscilla could generally be known at once by her
face or her bonnet. Her bonnet had beea taken off, and
her face—the reader knows what had happened to that.

It was absolutely unrecognisable. -

The black nose, the black circles round the eyes, and the
huge, blacked-in moustache, rendered the kind old face un-
recognisable, hideous, and grotesqua.

It was no wonder that the amazed Head never even
dreamed of connecting it with the face of anybody he had
ever seen beforo.

For a full minute Dr. Holmes stood looking at the start-
ling figure in the chair.

“G-g-goodness gracious! Bless my soul!” he stammered.
‘““ Who—what is this person?! How has she como here?
Dear me! I—I—I—"

He backed away from the amazing apparition somewhat

nervously.
““Bless my soul!” he murmured, as he retroated to the
door.  ‘“Bless my soul! It is somc—some intoxicated

person who has intruded here, and fallen asleep in my
study, overcome with drink. Horrible !”

He touched the bell.

Then he hurried out into the passage, to meet Binks, the
School House page, as he came in answer to the ring. Binks
was not in a hurry to come; he seldom was. But he cameo
along the passage at last.

“ Binks !”’

Binks started on seeing the Head outside his study.

“Yes, sir!”

“There is a—a person in my study, Binks.”

“Yes, sir!”

“It is a—a woman, Binks."”

“Yes, sir,” said Binks, unmoved.

“1 am afraid she is intoxicated, Binks, as she is most
grotesquely blacked about the face, and is fast asleep in
my chair.”

“Yes, sir!”

“1 desire her to be removed.”

“Ho !” said Binks.

“I do not desire her to be hurt,” said the doctor. “T
suppose she is some—some disreputable person who has come
in to ask for alms—though how she found her way to my
study I cannot imagine. Do not be violent with her, Binks.
Porsuade her to move, and conduct her to the gates. If
she is in neod of monoy, you may assist her to to the extent
of“uI;m!f-crown, for which I will reimburse you.”

ol .

“ And—and do_it at once, please, Binks. I—I will present
you with a shilling afterwards. It is most distressing.
Come to me in Mr. Railton’s study when it is done.”

It might have been an execution or a murder the Head
was instructing Binks to get ‘‘ done,” by the way he spoke.
Binks grinned slowly.

‘“ 8'pose the pusson won't go, sir ?"’

“You must persuade her.”

““But if she kicks up a row, sir?”

“If she—what—what—ah, you moan if she resists?’”’

““ Yes, sir, if she kicks up a row,” said Binks, who thought
his variety of the King's English was quite as good as the
doctor's, and who couldn’t see the faintest distinction be-
tween resisting and kicking up a row.

“In-—in that case Binks, you—you must use force, but—
but I trust it will not be necessary.”

“If she's a tough 'un, sir——""

“ A—a what, Binks?” -+

“A tough 'un, sir. I mean if she cuts up rusty and is
*ard to 'andle, sir.”

‘“ Ah, yes, I think I perceive your meaning.”

“‘?,I’f she’s a tough customer, sir, will you lend a ‘and,
sir ?

The Head jumped.

“I! Binks! Certainly not!"”

““I may not be able to ’andle ‘er alone, sir.”

““ Then—then you must call upon Taggles for help,” said
the Head, wiping his brow. *“I—I shouldn’t caro to wit-
ness so—so distressing a scene.”’

“Werry well, sir!”

“Come and tell me immediately it is done, Binks.”

“Yes, sir!”

And the Head walked away with a troubled face and a
rustling gown to Mr. Railton’s study, to take refuge in the
School House-master’s quarters till the deed was done,

Binks entered the study.

He was prepared to see'some disreputable female there,
some charwoman who had taken liquid refreshment not
wisely but too well, perhaps. But oven Binks was startled
by the strange and ghastly apparition in the chair.

“My honly ’at!” said Binks, aloud. *“Well, this is a
fair caution . She don’t look werry tough, anyway, that’s a
good job. ’'Ere, wake up! Houter this!”

He shook the sleeper by the shoulder, and Miss Priscilla
Fawceott started up out of the land of dreams.
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CHAPTER 5.
Miss Fawcett is Surprised, Too.

188 FAWCETT looked at Binks, and Binks locked o8

Miss Fawcett. Binks had seen Miss Fawcett several

times, but he had not seen her arrive that day; and
if he had done so he would never have recognised her now.
He gave her another shake to bring her fully to her
senses, :

“OFre! This ain’t & place for a nap!” said Binks.
“Houter that!”

“Eh!”

“ Houter that, I say !

*‘What ?”

“ Houter that chair.”

“Ah! I am still dreaming !” murmured Miss Fawecett.
“This looks like a pageboy I have seen here, whose name is
Binks, or Chinks, or something of that sort. 3ut- Chinks
would never venture to address me in such a manner.”

Binks gave the old lady a fresh shake.

‘“ Houter that chair, ma'am |”

¢ Chinks—"’ :

“Hey?” @

“ Are you Chinks?”

“Well, of all the cheek!”
to ring the changes on my name.
chair, or shall I yank you hout?”

“1 am not dreaming,” said Miss Fawcett wonderingly.
“T am awake, and Chinks is shaking me and raising his
voice. I am very much surprised.”

“ Houter that chair, ma’am!”

“Is the doctor disengaged 7"’ asked Miss Fawcett.

“Well, he ain’t engaged as I know on,” seid Binks
humorously. ‘ He's married, you see. He, he, he! Har
you going to get houter that chair?”

“1 have called to sce the doctor.”

“You can't see him.”

“ Chinks I

“ And don't you call me outer my name, either,” said
Binks, who had the dislike of a certain class of people for
being * miscalled.” “ My name's Binks, and a good hold
Henglish name, too.”

“ Ah, yes, Binks! T should have remembered.”

“Which I ain’t never seed you afore, and don't want fo
geo you agin,” said Binks. ‘The ’Ead, he says I'm to
ghow you houter this room, so hout you come. Now, har
you going to go quietly 7"’

“0Of course I am,” said poor Miss Fawcett, rising to her
fect. “You say Dr. Holmes gave you instructions that 1
was to leave his study ?”

““Yes, ma'am.”

“Dear me!” said Miss Fawcott.
him.”

“1 dessay you did,” said Binks, with a knowing chuckle.
“ But the "Ead ain’t taking any. He’s a downy bird, is the
'Tad. He says to me, he says, ‘ Binks, my dear fellow, show
that pusson houter my study,” he says.”

“Dear me !

“He ain’t, got nothing to give away, so 'taint any use to
wait and see him,” chuckled Binks, “Now, do come
quietly.”

“You are insulting

Binks grinned,.

“Ho, ho! Do come on!”

“But I wish to see the Head !’

“Took here, if vou want ’elp, you can ’ave it up to a
Yarf-crown,”’ said Binks. “ But you've got to go!”’

. “You dare not tell me that Dr. Holmes said
exclaimed poor, bewildered Miss Fawcett.

“He did, rather!”

“Impossible !

“Now, do come quietly, ma’am,” said Binks. “I ’ate to
use violence, even towards a lady wot has been drinking so
hearly in the day.”

Miss Fawcett shrieked.

“ Drinking !”

“That’s wot I said, ma’am.”

“You little wretch!”

“Ho!” said Binks, nettled.
Look ’ere, are you goin’ quietly ?
use force, and the 'Ead said so.”

“ 1t is impossible !

“QOh, come on!”

“JI—I—I must see the Head I’

“You can’t !”

“1 must!”

“Then I shall ’ave to use force,” said Binks, ‘“Mind, it's
your own fault!” And he took a grip upon Miss Fawcett’s
arm, and propelled her to the door.

The old Iar}y from Huckleberry Heath was so astounded
that she madeno resistance. In a few moments she was out
of the study and in the passage. - 3
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said Binka. “T’ll teach ’er
Will you get houter that

“PBut I called to: see
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so 1"

“A little wretch, am I1?
If you don’t, I've got to
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