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s CHAPTER 1.
D’Arcy Thinks it a Good Idea.

s AAS, wathah!”
Y Arthur Augustus D’Arcy made that remark with
considerable emphasis.

Now, Arthur Augustus was seldom emphatic. Emphasis
did not accord with that repose which stamps the caste of
Vere de Vere. Naturally, therefors, the other fellows in
Study No. 6 glanced at D’Arcy as he spoke.

Besides. D’Arcy’s observation was not made in reply to
anyone; no one had spoken. That emphatic remark broke
the silence of the Fourth-Form study.

Hence there was reason for the surprised stares which
Blake, Herries, and Digby proceeded to fasten upon the swell
of St. Jim's.

“ Yaas, wathah!” repeated Arthur Augustus, more em-
phatically than before, ande apparently unconscious of the
gazes that were focussed upen him. :

Jack Blake tapped his forehead significantly.

“ Off—at last!” he murmured.

““ Clean off !’ said Digby.

‘“ Yaas, wathah!”

‘ Ha, ha, ha!”’

P’ Arcy’s unexpected confirmation of Digby’s remark tickled
the chums, and a gust of laughter went through the study.

D’ Arcy screwed his monocle into his eye, and regarded the
chums of the Fourth inquiringly.

‘“ What's the joke, deah boys?” he inquired.

¢ Same old joke!” replied Blake.

- What’s that?”’

*“ Yourself, old chap!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

¢ Weally, Blake——" ,

¢ Will you condescend to enlighten us as to what you
happen to be jabbering about?” asked Blake, with elaborate
politeness. ] -

* Yaas, wathah!” '

*“ Oh, change the record!” said Digby.  We've heard
that one already.” - - -
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i Weally, Dig—"" . - :
\Q’“We cZn't lguwe you cultivating the babit of talking fo
yourself, Gussy,” said Blake, with & serious shake of the
head. ¢ That way madness lies.” ~

£ Weally, deah boy——"

< Of course, we know it must come sooner or later, but as
zood chums we want to keep you out of Colney Hatch as
long as possible, and—" ; -

T wegard your wemarks as merely wibald, Blake. I-—

<« Weo'd rather subseribe out of our own pockets for a strait-
waistcoat, and keep him in the study,’ said Digby
generously. .

T wegard you as an ass, Dig _ ; W

¢ By the way,” said Blake, ¢ talking about cricket——

¢ We weren’t talking about cricket.” -

“ No, but we’re going to. Things aren’t looking very
lively in that line at St. Jim’s. Since we beat the Gram.
marians——"" : !

‘¢ Blake, deah boy—"'

¢ And whopped the village——"" .

¢ Blake—" -
¢ And licked the New House, why we haven’t——""

“ Blake, I insist—"’

“ Hallo, are you still talking, Gussy?’ = :

“ Vaas, wathah!” said D’Arcy, eyeing his cham with con-
siderable indignation. *“ You know vewy well that I am
still talkin’, Blake!” -

“ Well, you generally are,” said Blake resignedly.
vou bound to go on talking at the present moment?”

¢ Weally—"" . :

‘ Bacause if you wouldn’t mind going out into the passaga
and closing the door, and coming in after you've finished——"

1

o

¢ Are

 Weally ; . _

“ You could talk without disturbing anybody,” concludad
Blake.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”’

“ ¢ If you chaps wefuse to listen with pwopah wespect, I
shall have no wesource bubt to go and ask Tom Moww
instead of you.”
% Ask him what?”?




“To come.” e e

 “Uome?” = _

. “Yaas, wathah!” > o

- “ Come where? Are you wandering again?”

~ “To come with me, I mean.” -
“ Asg!” . .

“1 wefuse to be called an ass. = While you

been chattewin’, I have been thinkin’ it evah—"
‘‘ Phinking what over?” -

~ “Theadea, you know. I think it a wippin’ one. hat

- what caused me to make that wemark. It is awf’ly svippin’.”’

“ 3 923 T 3 :

“The ideah. T:think I shall take one or two of you
e e

“ Hels of ain,” said Digby.

“ Right aff?% saad I—Ierries,g with a nod.

“ Weally, deah boys——"’

“ Look here, Gussy——"" began Blake.

¢ Pway, don’t intewwupt me, déah boy. 1 wegard the
idea. as bein’ simply wippin’, and I was goin’ to ask you
fellows. But if you don’t want to join in it, I'll go to Tom

1 (‘i‘arAeia?'M will be glad enough of & heliday.” -

day?”

6

- nick of time, when it’s just what we want, and I must say

- it’s awfully thoughiful of my governah.” . i

* Your governor?’ . i !

“ Yaas, wathah!”’ s

‘ What are you talking abouti*

* Weally, Blake——"

(el ASS !”

‘ Weally—"?

*‘ Chump——"%

‘“ Blake—"

* Fathead I’

D’Arcy rose to his feet.

‘1 wefuse to wemain here and listen to these oppwobwious

Vrex%wessiqns,” he said. “I will go to Tom Mewwy's
study——"’

_ *‘ Frabjous fathead 1"

“ Vewy well; T will wetire——""
- “ Collar him !’

- “ Weally, deah boys—"’

‘“Now, then—"

44 OW !” % 5,

Arthur Aungustus was promptly collared as he made for the
door. Three strong pairs of hands seized him, and he was
e’;;nmed against the study wall with a -force that took his

eath away.

“Ow! Yow!’ gasped the swell of St. Jim’s.

“ Now, then, ass—"’

““ I—1I wefuse to be called an ass! If you do not welease
me instantly, I shall give you a feahful thwashin’,”

“ Chump 1"’ ,

“ You howwid wuff wottahs—"’

** Now exphin—""

o) Weal]y—w” A
- “ What were you going to ask us?
to ask Tom Merry? What's the game?
Explain 1’

“ Weally——" :

“Go ahead!” :

“1 wefuse! You have tweated me with gwoss diswespeet,
and wefused to considah the wippin’ idea——"

“ Bat we don’t know what the idea is yet !’ roared Blake.
You haven'’t told us that!”’

« Wa dont k T
- “ We don’t know anything about it, chump! We're quite
in the dark, fathend! Wo——> . -

. Bai Jove, you know! I nevah thought of that!” gasped
‘D’Arcy. - “Pway welease me, and don’t be a set of wuff
asses, and I will explain, deah boys!”

Fhe chums of Study No. 6 released him.

But they stood round him, with their hands ready to grasp
him again in case of necessity, and bending extremely
exasperated locks upon him.

“ Now go ahead!” growled Blake. “ Explain!”

- “* Yaas, wathah!” : s -

_ Arthar Augustus seemed in no hurry to begin. He set his
collar straight, and adjusted his necktie, and smoothed out
his sleeves, repairing all the damage that had been dene to
his elegance by the rough attack of the juniors.

The chums watched him with growing exasperation.

He had roused their curiosity, and his deliberate . and
leisurely manner would have tried a greater patience than
the chums of the Fourth possessed. > . -

* Will you go ahead?”’ roared Blake, at last,
£ Gem LiBrary.—No. 123, s
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“That was

Mewwy’s study and speak to him and Mannahs and Lowthah. = 5
i it i _had a lettah fwom my governah.

““Yaas, wathah, with mlenty of good ewidket thwown in”
i rea G g : >

“Cortainly, deah boy! The suggestion comies just i the “Week e
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M Vomg, wathah ol
“ Oh, collar him !’ ‘exclaimed Dighy.
of him.” * . = Sl

“Let’s bump it out

* D’ Aroy seased his meagrengement of his necktie at once.
“Hold g0, deah boys—THexplain !’ =

“CHAPIER 2.
. o Exit,
ACK BLAKE glared at his elegant chum.
QB “ Pl give you one second to start,” he zaid. s
- D’Arcy stayed only to jam his monoele into his eye,
and started in a great hurry. s . .
*“ You see, deah boys, it’s a splendid ideah——"
“What is?” ; :
< And it will give us a bit of a holiday——""
‘“ What will?” - = _
“But I shall only be able to take good cwicketahs—of
course, my patah makes a point of that. Pway dom’t get
excited, Blake, I'm comin’ to the point. In short, 1 have

Pat wﬂﬂ?’, e
* He’s holdin’ a ewicket week at Bastwood:”

- A what?” ’

“ Weally, Blake, T pwesume you know what a cwicket
The governah’s filled Hastweood House with guests,
you see, and he’s got a lot of ewicketahis among- them, and
they’re goin’ to play a sewies-wd matches. If yeu are goin’
to make me explain what a cuselket week as——"
‘“ Ass! Get ahead !’ -
*“ Well, my eldah bwothek, Tem
and he’s skippahin’ the heuse

sorts of teams, or they¥me goi

governah has stxggcswﬂy‘%&ﬁ ? Jike ¥o go down—and,
of course, P'm gow’. . Fon see, knows we play good
cwicket here, and he has &n idea that 1 might be put into

;5 dhome, of coitse,
Theg're meetin’ all

meepm. - And the

30

the Eastwood eleven: -

L odly b hg;aon I ds

“1It is extwemely pweh. thet Conway only intends to put
me down as a weserwe,” said D’Arcy. “ 1 shall, however,
argue that  aftah owt with him when T get #here. Of
course, 1 should abrolutely wefuse to be p ¢
weserve. -
- ek Ram"!ﬁﬁ : o '."
“Although the ewicketubs there are guite gwewn mp, of
couse it's all wel %o suppose that I'm not £it %o play in the

house team.”

““ MOI’eva;ﬂ" -

‘“ Some of them are membahs of the M.C.C., and there
1s an old Zingari thers, too, and the house team will be
wathah stwong. - T believe the governah has a pwofessional
there as well. But, of course, T shall expect to play.”

“ Of course,” said Blake sarcastically. “I can see them
playing a Fourth-Form junior in a team made up ot

Zingari I”’

& '-Vgeaﬁy, Blake—" -

“ But it will be a holiday, anyway,” said Blake.

*‘ Yans, and the governah suggests that I might take z
fwiend or two.” v

“ Hurrah !”

“ Of conrse, I thought of you chaps immediately—to say
nothin’ of Wally—"

“ Good old Gussy!” . c

“ But if yon don’t like the ideah, T'll po and ask Tom
Mewwy——"'

44 R&bﬁ !7’ '

D’Arcy polished his eyeglass and replaced it in his eye.

“ Well, T shall be glad to have you chaps, as you play
decent cwicket. Yeou mmay be wanted to play, you know,
but of course that’s not a pwomise.”

Blake chuckled. - '

“You ass, we sha'n’t be wanted to play; but we can see
some good cricket, and have a good holiday, and that’s
encugh. Hurrah!” .

“ Yaas, wathah! Huwway!” :

* A friend or two,” said Digby thoughtfully. * Jolly pood
idea; but will a friend or two cover three?”

‘“Oh, yes,”” said Blake. “ It was probably a misprint in
Lord Eastwood’s letter, and he meant a friend or three.”

“ Ha, ha, hal” i

 That's all wight, deah boys. A fwiend or two is & wathah
bwoad expwession, and will covah—7’ 5

“ A multitude of sins, like charity,” said Blake. “ We're
;2&1 gﬁgg, of course. I suppbse Lord Eastwood has asked the

“ Yaas; he says so.”’ ,

“ And the Head consents.” ik
“ Yaag, wathah!”? e :
¥ Good old Head! He’s a brick! That’s comes of




Byery Thursday.

Blake grasped the handle of ﬂ;e study door with both hands and gave a tremendous tug.
- The door flew open and he staggered back. *“Oh!”

being a governor of the school”” said Blake.
pater were on the governing board —’

“TI've got to see the Head about it, but that’s only formal,”
said D’Arcy. ‘‘ Of course, you can all come. I wish we could
take Tom Mewwy, too, and the New House chaps. Howevah;
it 13 wathah good for us four to be able to go.”

¢ Yes, rather.”

*“ When shall we start?”’
- “To-mowwow mornin’,”

“ Jolly good!” said Herries. ¢ Towser will be pleased.”

D’Arcy turned kaseyeglass suddenty upon Herries.

* Towsah!” he said. L

< YQS-
said Herries affably.
down to Eastwood.”

¢ Weally, Hewwies——’ =

¢ Of course, you want Towser to come?”

“ Weally, that wotten bulldog has no wespect for a fellow’s
twousahs, and——"’ . : - -

 Oh, if you don’t want Towser,”’ said Herries huffily.

“I—I will have him with pleasuge,” said D’Arcy, remem-
bering that he was host now, and that he was bound to con-
cede anything to a guest. ¢ But—"

“ Now, if my

Towser likes a change of air as well as anybody,”
“ He will therouzhly enjoy a run

»

NEXT:
HURSDAY

- Sp

*“ But. we jolly well won’t have him,” said Blake, with

emphasis. “ You’re not going to inflict that bulldog on us,
Herries, old man. Like to see Lord Eastwood’s face when
you waiked in with a beastly bulldog.” B

*“He’s not a beastly bulldog!” exclaimed Herries indig-
nantly. “ He’s a jolly fine bulldog, and—" -

¢ Well, he can stop at St. Jim’s.. If hs comes in the train
with us, there will be a mysterious death of a bulldog on
the railway line,” said Blake darkly. : -

““ Look here——" ; L

““ Pewwaps I had bettah go and see the Head now,” said
Arthur Augustus, turning to the door. * Bai Jove!”

“ What’s the matter?”’

¢ The door won’t open.”

““ Rats! Let me try,” said Blake.

Arthur Augustus was tugging in vain at the handle of the
door. The door did not budge. e stepped aside to allow
Blake to get a grip on the handle. :

¢ It’s not locked,” said Blake.

“ Yaas, but—""

“ Here you are!” ‘
Blake gave a tug at the door, and turned a little pink
when it did not budge. -
He had caught hold of the handle with the air of a fellow

= : Trr Gex Lisriary.—No. 123.
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who -was going to solve the difficulty ‘oft-hand ; but the door

baffled him as much as it had D’ Arcy.

- The swell of St. Jim’s smiled sweetly. ° :

. “Well, why don’t you oﬁen it, deah boy?” he asked,

- It—it seems to be stuck, somehow !’ stammered Blake.
‘Ha, ha, ba ! roared Herries, = ‘

- Blake turned a freezing glare upon him.

! at are you making that blessed row for, Herries?”’
“Eh? Ha, ha, ha!” G >

“ What’s the cackle about?”’

’:3'1@, ha! PI'm waiting to see you open the door. Ha,

a .

“ Yaas, wathah! Ha, ha, \hx;!” o
*“ Oh, theese it! The door’s’ fastened somehow.”

* Here, let me try,” said Dighy. ?

Blake grunted. : : .

“You ean jolly well try, if you like,” he said; *“but
“you Jolig well won’t get it open.” : :

And Blake was right. i : -

Digby tugged at the door with both hands, but it did not
“budge.' It seented to yield'a fraction, and then held fast.

gl

fﬁ'f’ ** said *“ Somebody’s holding it on the
r gide.”” - £
Bat Jovel? = .
Q,’emn'zi” exeia}md 'Bhke.' “I knew it couldr’t get

= "“gWIiy; yg“ mstmxi . ‘ 5 :
. don't jaw.. Lemme get at the beastly thing again.

’ll show ’em?”

T Leave it to me— "

“gats! Gimme -the handle!” .

“Bat—-" = :

“ Don’t argue, Dig, old chap. Blessed if you wouldn’t
argue the pendulum off a clock. Lemme get at it.”
. “Oh, all right!” i

_Blake grasped the door-handle again, and tugged with all
his. might. But the door did not open. Fhe Fourth-Formers
grinned serenely, and Jack Blake’s face gradually grew redder
and redder.
. He let go the handle abruptly, and rapped on the doer.

‘“Open this deor?? he roared. -

There was the sound of a faint chuckle outside in the
passage. o

¥ That's Tom Merry,” said Digby.

Blake rapped again.

e Let go 1

“ Ha, Hf(l;),h&!”

¢ I -knew it’s you, Tom Merry.”
~ “Ha, ha, ha!” . S :

“ We'll wipe up the passage with you when weo get out

“ Ha, ha, ha!” -

Blake breathed hard. :

He srasped the handle of the door again with both hands
qniealg, and turned it, and gave a tremendous tug.

(13 "7 8

The door flew open. and Blake staggered back. His hands
went sailing out wildly, and cne caught Dighy on the nose, and
the other caught Herries in the cye. T%e back of Blake's
head bumped on D’Arcy’s waistcoat, and
Jim’s sat down with a gasp and a bump. Blake staggered,
and -sat on his legs. .

Fhere was a chorus of gasps.

£ Oh !’7

CHAPTER 3.
An Attack in Force.

ROM the passage came a sound of chuckling, and then
foofsteps. © The practical jokers were gone, after.
- ;I)\{a(x)yigg that little jape upon the occupants of Study

The four juniors gasped and grunted.
Digby was holding his nese with both hands, and Herries
had knuckles to hig eyes.
. D’Arcy was trying to extricate his legs from under Blake,
and Blake was staring dazedly at the cpen door.
5 A cord was trailing from the handle on the outside of the
door. :
That explained how the enemy had succecded in holding it
shut so tightly. . - .
They had tied the cord acress the passage to the handle of
the door of the reom oppoesite, and naturally enough Blake
ad ‘becn unable to pull the door open, as the eord was too
strong to break. . - -
~ The release of the cord had caused the door to fly open as
5001 ag Blake pulled it, hence the disaster in Study No. 6
“Ow!” said Dighy. “ My nosc is broken, you ass!” - .
~ “M-m-m-m!” said Herries. *‘I shall have a black e¥e to
take down to Esstweod. Vah!” -
 “Baj Jove! My twousahs will bo wuined!”

the swell of St..

s N - , = SR
it die mpmﬁmy nose forf*
‘. What. did you bung me m the eye for?”’
P B
“Pway get of my legs, deah Boy! You are causin’ me
?oEsiqua!g‘mwaiem, ard wwmplin’ my twousahs feah-
ully. i %

Blake staggered to his feet. = - -

Arthur Augnstus followed his example, and began to dust
his trousers. -

“M-my hat !’ said Blake.

“You assf* =

“ You fathead!’”

“You’ve busted my boko.”’ -

* You've bunged up my eye.” - et

“ Yaas, wathah! And my twousals—— " :

“ How could I help it?” snorted Blake. * How was B
to know ’that the door wasw’t fastened. It was a jape.”

(28 "

- Cheerful idiot !”’
, ** ¥aas, wathah! I considah you an ass, Blake.” )

“ Oh, don’t go on cackling like a blessed lot of old hens,”
said Blake wrathfully. ‘“Get hold of something, and follow
me, and we'll make these Shell bounders sit up.”

gy
- ““Yaas, wathah!"* A

_Blake seized a ericket stump, and D’Arcy took up his hat.
Dighy took the poker, and Herries a dog-whip. Thus armed,
they went down the passage in search of the Terrible Three.

As they turned into the Shell passage, they heard the
sou;cds: of laughter, and it proeeeded from Tom Merry’s
study.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!™

Ja;ik Igiakex &rgwned. Jing 5 -

“ My hat! ey’re gurgling over it now,”’ he exclaimed

“ The feahful wottahs!” : .

“ Come on!”’

‘ Yaas, wathah !

The ehpms of the Fourth rushed on.

The doer of Tom Merry’s study was open. o

The Terrible Three— Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther—
could be seen inside, sitting on the table, and shouting with
laughter. :

“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry.
spread himself on the floor.”

““ Bai Jove 1’ el

“ And Blake spread himself en D’Arey!” chirped Monty
Lowther. :

* Ha, ha, ha?’:

“ Go for em!” roared Blake.

“ Hallot”?

“ Give ’em socks!”?

“ Yaas, wathah !’ -

The four Feurth-Formers rushed into the study. In a
moment the Tesrible Three were off the table and ready for
battle. - . .

“ Here, keep off!”” shouted Tom Merry.

“ Give ’em socks !”’ . .

" Three basket-hilted foils lay on the table, with which the
Terrible Three had been fighting a three-cornered contest
shortly before. The Shell fellows snatched them up, and
stood on the defensive. R

The wooden foils clashed against the bat, the stump, the
poker, and the dog-whip. There was a terrific din in Tom
Merry’s study. : : .

D’Arey staggered back as the end of Tom Merry’s foil
pinked him on the chest.

“Ow!” he gasped, dropping the bat.
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Blake gave a yell, and jumped a foot into the air. D’Arcy
had dropped the bat on his toe, and it was a heavy bat.

“ Gerrooh I”* he shrieked. ¢ You ass!’
- “ Weally, Blake——"

* Yarooh !’

v “T'm soww.y———" .
“ You frabjous ass!”
“ Weally—"

Blake danced on one leg. Arthur Augustus picked up his
bat, and rushed to the attack. The end of the bat collided
with a vase on Tom Merry’s mantelpiece, and brought it
in fragments to the floor.

Crash !

¢ Here, look out!” roared Tom Merry.

¢ Wats 1”

Crash ! - . .

The end of the bat went into the looking-glass.

“ You dangerous ass——"’

“¥You wottahs!”

* Go for ’em !”

The Fourth-Formers attacked hotly.

But the Terrible Three, standing shoulder to shoulder,
with the long wooden feils well to the front, stood their
ground well.

Blake & Co. could not get past their defence. :

There had been no casualties so far, with the exception of
the damage to Blake’s toe and the smashing of the vase
and the mirror.

But the din was terrific.

The clashing and crashing of the weapons, and the tramp-
ling of feet, rang through the study and along the Shell
passage.

Fellows came out of the other studies to sece what the
matter was, and the doorway of Tom Merry's study was
soon crowded.

“Go it!” shouted Gore. ‘‘Ripping! Keep it upg’

“Faith, and ye're winning, Blake!” exclaimed Reilly.
¢ Go for their topknots!” .

“Give ’em socks!” -

Clash! Crash!

¢ Hurrah !

¢ Buck up, Shell I’

¢ Go it, Fourth!”

¢“Cave !” yelled a voice in the passage.

¢ Phew! It's Railton!”

i1 Cut !n

The crowd of juniors in the passage vanished, hurling
themselves into various studies, or into the box-room, or on
the upper stairs. The passage was cleared in a twinkling.
Mzcr. Railton, the House-master of the School House, strode
along to Tom Merry’s study, and found not a single junior
in his path.

CHAPTER 4.
A Slight Mistake.

] R. RAILTON stood at the open study door, and
M looked in.

The crash of weapons had ceased.

It was time!

The excited juniors had done a considerable amocunt of
damage—more to the study than o each other. )

The room looked a great deal as if a hurricane had struck
it.
Chairs were overturned, the looking-glass and the book-
case glass was smashed, broken vase and inkpot and papers
lay on the floor. Tom Merry’s foil had been broken in the
middle, and Digby’s poker was bent.

The House-master looked in grimly.

The juniors, looking very sheepish, faced him.

¢ What is this disturbance about?” asked Mr. Railton.

¢ Ahem !” said Tom Merry.

* You see, sir,” began Lowther,

* Yaas, wathah !”

$ It—it was only fun, sir,” said Jack Blake.

¢ Somewhat noisy fun, I think, Blake.”

% Ye-e-os, sir!” . :

% We didn’t mean you to hear, sir,” ventured Tom Merry.

Mr. Railton smiled. He had no doubt whatever of tho
exact truthfulness of that statement., But as a matter of
fact the whole School House had heard the terrific uproar.

“It—it was a—a celebration, sir,”” said D’Arcy, struck
by an inspiration. .

“ A what?”

¢ We—we were feeling elated, sir, because—because—*

¢ Well 2 L :

¢ My governah’s giving a cwicket week at his house, sir,
and we’'ve got the Head’s permission to go,” said D'Arcy.

¢ Indeed I’ . .

* Yaas, wathah, sir!”

NEXT
U
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.much; but it was equally certain that they might have

_ You rushed in on us like a sot of maniacs No, it wasn’t us.”

¢ And so you were faeling elated?”

“ Exactly, sir.” . .

¢ And that is why you hayve made this terrific din?*®

¢ Well, no, sir!” : o e

¢ Then there is no connection between your clation and

Jyour noigy visit to a Shell study?” :
¢ Well, no, sir!” :

¢ Then how can you advance it in excuse?”

* You see, sir—"’

“ Well—" : :

“ As a mattah of fact, sir, it weally amounts to the same
thing. Suppose—"’

6 D’Arcy 17

¢ Yaas, sir. Supposé——"’ 2

‘“ We will suppose nothing,” said Mr. Railton, frowning,
¢ except that you ought to know better than to make somuch
noise. Knox has the room below, and he has complained.”

“1 am vewy sowwy for Knox, sir.”

“ You have wrecked the study.”

“ We—we don’t mind, sir,” said Tom Merry.

“ Possibly not. That does not alter the case. Am I to
understand that you meant to hit one another with such
weapons as that?”’ :

¢ Oh, no, sir!”

¢ Then why were you using them ?”’

The juniors looked rather nonplussed. ) N

They had certainly not intended to hurt one another very

been hurt, and badly, if the conflict had gone much further.

“You will put those things away at once,” said Mr.
Railton, ““and write a hundred lines each.” .

“Oh, sir!” :

“And if I hear any further disturbance, I shall speak
to you severely.”

¢ Yes, sir!”

And the House-master walked away.

The juniors looked at one another dubiously.

¢ This is wathah wotten,”” Arthur Augustus D’Arcy re-
marked. ‘ We shall not be able to give these wottahs the
thwashin’ they deserve. It’s weally a pwomise to Wailten.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Terrible Three.

The Fourth-Formers glared at them.

“You can cackle!” said Blake wrathfully.

¢ Thanks, we will! Hw ha, ha!”

“I wegard you as a set of wastahs!”

¢ Hsa, ha, ha!”

“Pway let us wetire fwom the studay, deah boys,’
Arthur Augustus, with a great deal of dignity.

¢ Hold on, Gussy ! What’s that you were saying to Railton
about a cricket week at your governor’s?” .

““ My governor is givin’ a cwicket week at Eastwood.”

f“You're going 2"’

“ Yaas, wathah!”

¢ And these chaps?”’ . -

“S’Zaas. And I’'m goin’ to fix it for my minmah, Wally, if
poss.” A .

““ And you had come here to ask us?’’ asked Tom Merry.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy turned his eyeglass frigidly upon
the hero of the Shell. - ol

“1 am hardly likely to ask you chaps, when you have
tweated me with gwoss diswespect,” he said. ‘I wegard
you as wottahs! Besides, I have only the Head’s permission
to take a fwiend or two, and thwee is the limit.”

“Rats!” said Manners. ‘“Male it six.”

“ Weally, Mannahs—" . .

¢ We'll come,” said Lowther affably. “ We may be able
to show some of you how to play oricket. You owe some
recompense to this study, too, for wrecking it in this way,
and making an unprovoked atiack upon three innocent
youths !’ . . e - ‘

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

“I wegard you as wottahs!
study shut——"

*Ha ha hall

““ And caused us to fall ovah the floor of our studay in a
most undignified mannah, to say nothin® of the pain.”’
. ““Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Undah the cires.—’ .

“ Ha, ha, ha! That’s Gussy’s gratitude to us for cutting
theecord, and letting him out, kids !’ said Tom Merry.

“‘ Touching, ain’t it?” said Lowther. -

“ Next time we find you tied ap in your study, Gussy,
we'll leave you to your doom,” said Manners severely. o

“Bai Jove! Wasn't it you who fastened the door?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” . .

“My hat!”’ said Blake, starting.
Merry 2" ; -

‘“Ha, ha!” yelled Tom Merry. “No! I wondered why

> said

You held the door of our

“ Wasn’t it you, Tom

Toe GrM Lienany.
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~ “Bai Jove! Who was it, then?®
- “Figging & Co, ! : ¢

~ “The New House bo’unde’rs{f’- : s
. “Yes. Wt came along the passage and found ’em! We
- couldn’t })e,l’p sniggering a little.  Figgins & Co. bolted,

and we— " i
~ ‘“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lowther. ¥ We cut the cord, and,
of course, Blake had to yank the door open just then 22
. ‘“Ha, ha! And then we saw you tumbling,” said Manners,
% We came here to get a quiet laugh. You looked funny !’
““Oh, did we?”? :
Yes. Awfully, fearfully funny!”

And the Terrible Three yelled with laughter.
- The chums of Study No. 6 looked sheepish.

They had taken it for granted that the Terrible Three had
been the cause of the disaster, and they had certainly acted
a little hastily. : .

The damage done to Tom Merry’s study, and the hundred
lines apiece for all the juniors, had been the result of the
mistake. : : -

- “Well, I’m blessed I’ said Herries.
~ ‘““Bai Jove |” . .

1t was all Gussy’s fault, of course I”” said Blake crossly.

_ Weally, Blake, I don’t see how you make that out,’’ the
el of 8t. Jim’s protested mildly.

“ You never see anything.”

“ But—— ;

‘ “0h, don’t argue, Gussy; you've dore enough damage as

- it 1s,” said Blake. “The worst of it is, that Figgins & Co-

have got clear away while we’ve been wasting time over
these duffers 1’ S :

"~ “¥aas, wathah!”? -

“They’re in the New House by this time, cackling at ws!”
said Digby wrathfully. “T must say you're an ass, Blake,
to buagle things like this.” :

*“ Yaas, wathah1?

< here——"

“But what price w7’ demanded Tom Merry. “ You've
wreeked our study, and got us a hundred lines apiece, all
for cutting a cord and letting you out of your study.”

“Bai Jove, deah boys, 1 think we owe Tom Mewwy an
apology 1" -

“You owe us more than that,’ said Tom Merry.
“ There’s the mirror and the vase and the bookcase—glass

' eosts money !”’
_ “ Weally, you kinow——" =

“ Stll; it’s all right, Gussy. Your idea of making it up
o us by asking us down to the cricket week at Eastwood is
simply splendid 1’

(('wealir__”

‘“We accept. Don’t we, you fellows?"?
~ “Yes, rather!” said Manners and TLowther together.
“It’s very kind of D’Arcy to put it in this pressing way.”’

The elegant Foarth-Former looked bewildered.

*‘ But—but, I haven’t asked——"" he stammered.

- “You haven't asked the Head?” said Tom Merry
genially, v
- “No. 1 mean—"

“Oh, that’s all right! You’ll put it to the Head with
‘your well-known tact,” said the hero of the Shell. * TUse

. the tact and judgment you are f'an’laous for, Gussy, and it

will be as easy as falling off a roof.
“Well, weally, you know——"
** We shall be pleased to come—that’s all right.”

“Undah the circs.—”

- “*Not a word more,” said Tom Merry.
us any thanks. It will be a pleasure.”

“Quite a pleasure,” said Lowther.

““ A distinct pleasure!” declared Manners,
- Arthur Augustus gazed at the chums of the Shell. For
the moment he thought that he must really, in some lapse
-of mind, have asked the Terriblc Three down to Eastwood
for the cricket weelk. :

- “That’s settled, then,”’ said Tom Merry affably. “ Now,
if you fellows like, we’ll come with you and have Figgins &
Co. out, and punish ’em for their cheek in japing School
House chaps.” : : &

“Good egp!” satd Blake instantly. “ We've g3t a
hundred lines to do, and we ought to make the New House
bounders sit up for it.” P

- But—"

“You don’t owe

“It’s all right, Gussy. Come on ! e .

And Tom Merry led the way, and thé rest of the juniors
followed, Arthur Augustus D'Arcy still in a state of con-
siderable excitement. - . o B i
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' CHAPTER 5. —
Caoght in the Trap. - :
HERE was thick dusk in the quadrangle of St. Jim’s,
” and the big elms were looming darkly. Lighis
gleamed from most of the lower windows in bogh the
Houses, and from some of the npper ones, belonging #o tho
long ranges of studies. From the window of Figging's study
in the New, House a shaft of light fell upon the leaves of the
big elms, and made them glimmer and glisten. Fig ms &
%0. were evidently at home, after their raid off the School
ouse. ;
The band of juniors cautiously crossing the quadrangle
looked up at the lighted window, and grinned.
¢ They’re there I”” said Tom Merry.
“ Yaas, wathah !”
“ And they won’t be expecting us!”
" **Hallo, what’s that?”
Blake suddenly swung round and glared among the
ehadowy trees. There was only darkness to meet his view.
“ What was it like, Blake?”
“T thought 1 heard somebody.”
““Fancy, my son. Nerves!” said Lowther.
“If you’re looking for a thick ear, Lowther—"
“Come on !” gaid Tom Merry. :
The School House juniors hurried on.
Raids between the rival Houses of St. Jim’s were comman

_enough, though it was not common for a party to venture

into the rival House so boldly 25 Tom Merry & Co. were
now about to do. s

But they hoped that the very boldness of the enterprise
would lead to its success. :

Figgins & Co. would not be looking for that raid, and they
would be taken by surprise, and then their doom would fail
upon them.. To bump Figgins & Co., wreck their study,
and refreat unecathed to the School Héuse, would be & big
triumph for the invaders.

And Fortune seemed to smile upon them.

Blake’s suspicion that they had been seen as they came
through the elms was apparently without foundation, for
there was not a single New House junior waiting for them in
the doorway.

They dodged quickly into the House, and ran up the
stairs, and still not one of the enemy showed himself.

In the Fourth-Form passage upstairs they were secure
from the seniors and prefects, and apparently they were
secure from the juniors, too, for there was none of them
to be seen. : -

Tom Merry looked guickly along the lighted passage.

It was deserted.

“Coast’s clear I’ he whispered.

“Good egg 1?
. “Come on!

/mistake 1

“ Good 1

The juniors ran
study. - 5 o

There was n light burning in the room, as they had seen
from the quadrangle, and the door was ajar, allowing them
to look into the rcom. : - -

1t was unoccupied. :

The raiders looked at one another in considerable sur-
prise. Where were Figgins & Co.7 Where were all the
New House juniors? It was strange that the passage should
be deserted at that hour, and that Figgins & Co. should
also be out of their study.

“ What splendid luck P’ whispered Blake.
quick ; before we're seen |

“Rather !” v

They crowded into the study, and left the door ajar.

The room had evidently been vacated very lately. -

A half-written impesition lay on the table, and ssme
chestnuts were still on the bars of the grate. Figgins & Co,
had eertainly not been long gone. :

The School House juniors grinned glecfully. ;

““It seems to be made for us!” murmured Tom Merry.
‘ This is toffee—just toffee! Figgins & Co. have gone out
for something, and when they come back—" oo

“Ha, ha! We’ll collar them I’ :

“¥aas, wathah!” . ;

“Btand just inside*the door. We'll collar them as they
eome in, and shove something into their mouths so that they
can’t yell to the others.” v -

“ Bravo !”?

 Then we’ll give ’em a lesson about fastening chaps up in
their studies!” said Dighy., = - -

“ Hurrah !’ s .

“Quiet |’ . =

And the juniors-stood in 3 group just inside the stady, s0

We’ll catch *em on the hop this time, and ng

quickly and silently along to Figgins's

“Get mn—

that they would be hidden from view when the door-opened.

They waited.
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““Dear mc"’ said the Head, looking at D’Arcy very

trailing along the carpet.

curiously as he caught sight of the tail of the kite
‘ What is that?”

In 2 minute or less there was a sound of footsteps in the
passage. A subdued chuckle came from afar.

¢ Ready ?”’ whispered Tom Merry.
~ The School Housz juniors nodded, and waited, with tense
nerves.

The door opened. But it did not open quietly or gently.
It was flung open suddenly, and it biffed heavily against
the group of juniors, and they uttered surprised exclama-
. tions, and reeled one against another.

There was a roar of laughter in the passage.
¢“Ha, ha, hal’

A crowd of New House juniors poured in, headed by .

Figgins & Co.—Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn. In a moment
the School House raiders were assailed. and collared.

ihTh dresxsted furiously; but they had ro chance against
e .
¢ Back up!” yelled Tom Merry. i
““Go it, School House !’ &
»“Ha ha' Down with ’em !” ¢ T

¢Sit on ’em !”’ roared Figgins.
And his orders were obeyed to the lett,er
The School House juniors, overwhelmed by numbers,
were dragged to the floor, and a couple of New House
fellows sat upon each of them.

And PFiggins & Go. yelled.

¢ This is where we smlIe
fellows !

And the l\ew HouEe fellows smiled.

‘“Ha, ha,

Their smile could be heard half-way aeross the quad
rangle.

1

gasped Kerr. “Smile, you

CHAPTER 6.
Figgins Accepts.

OM MERRY & CO. wriggled furiously .under the =
weight of their captors. But they wrigeled in vain.
They were captured, and they were helpless. Rvery
fellow -had two foemen sitting on him, and there were a
crowd more foes in the passage, ready to swarm upon them
if needed.
The New House fellows laughed loudly.
“Nlcely caught »? said Flggms blandly.
““Ha, ha, ha
“You New House rottera"’ . :
“Yaas, wathah! I wegard you as feahful wottah»s"’ :
Figgins shook his finger at them playfully.
. TaE GeM LIBRARY —No. 123,
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- < Musin's lose its icklo {emfper,r‘f ke said. visited Eastwocd before, and he knew what an excellend -
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“Ha ha, ho!” SR e - i teble was kept there. A vision of a long series of gergeoug
* Lemme gerrup I gasped Monty Lowther, who was being  feeds daneed before the eyes of Fatty Wynn. o
&gmm&er the weight of Fatty Wynn.  You're **Have you fixed it with the Head ?”’ asked Figgina.
c-ccrushing met™* - “Yaas, my governah has.”’ =
" Never mind,” said Fatty comfortably. “It’s all in the “Ripping I’ : e
day’s work.” : “Good old Gussy !’ murmured Blake. “ He’s saved s
- “Youw—you heavy porpoise I’ - from & whitewashing, and from looking & set of first-clags

J old chap I - . goats to the Schoel House.” - -
SQerreff 7 “We’ll come with pleasure,” said Figgins. “But—but
“Rata | : ; - did you really come over to ask us, Gussy I°
* Came ihere to take us by surprise,”’ grinmed Figgins. * Not exactly, deah boy. But—but I have asked you, sd

"‘“Ca;teh a weasel asleep! Why, Kerr spotted you in the g L) wight,” :

quad., and brought i word !* s = “Right as rain!? said Figgins heartily.
- The Sechool House juniors bestowed appreefative looks  Yes, rather I’ ¢himed in the Co. =

upon Kerr, which made the Seottish junior b'f‘TSt into a “All right, is #7” exclaimed Praté indignantly. “ Whal

Sere R b coshimsbel. L about whitewashing them?”> - . . :
And we got ready for you,” said Figgins. : We knew “My dear chap, I'm not going # whitewash one of my

'd walk info the frap if we left it epen—that’s the way best chums,” said Figgins, e = .

- 2CH00, U - o = “ Look here——" e
hewsiﬁhogilﬂiﬁefiﬁzp;l s‘ﬁégjd Wlﬁ;%;ﬁ?’té? ’»{d‘g:: e “Peace is established in the wigj‘vams 33’ Ytbe x;d&kins," >
il you w to my parlour, e ; e - snd: > Vou n
shanted Pratt. And the New House fellows roarod said Figgins, with a wave of the hand: . ou chaps ( an

bunk.” :

S e S s 10 5 Fi —'—’}" % g &
of them to walk jnto the parforr Jike that,” said .. O0K here, Figey : 4
E . “Never occurred tc them that seme nice boys =

el - : 5 D The juniers who had effected the capture glared.

bout our size were hidden in the etharﬁgﬁmg, ready to his was a rather cavalier way to treat them alter thelr
I?Qu;ﬂ.;@ "1;1 tk}‘f:n',,“ soon as they were safe inside.” services, and the i?bev“a’tiim to Figgfini & ?cx did ~z}0§ gqm-
=3, ba, DA . e 5 : e . pensate them for heing deprived of the pleasure of white-
5 Gﬁ,éhimk it}” sald Tome Merry. *“Get off my chest, washing the School House juniors.  Figgins, Kerr, and
Frenc - - . Wynn were satisfied, but the rest were very far from

|, eals - a i being so. ; C

. Get this blessed porpolse off m—l’ms&ﬁcaimg P’ came . But Figgins wis monarch of all he surveyed among the

uest gzefsf!:&k&:;tyw?:;lgfoﬁ with them ?” Jngi:\); p((i)rtionhof t}',lehNedeﬂouseA licked ;}m School I:i

. ey P B : -y My dear chap,” he said, “ we’ve lic chool Houge
e Buripmg*;swt:;} :’,fffd % p@mm&mg&t‘ ~ What bounders, and that’s enough.” . . .

P “'Heaf heir ) e e ; = - Tdh%e’s such a thing as tempering justice with mercy,”.

@ Weoall TR ) - adde err. -

an xtrarnety wetion sction. 1 oot mepant B el Vst G Shakespeste remarks, +if's ripping to have
4“Paint them red, and send them home,’? said Pratt, “I've 5!4nt's sitrength, L ouiebas AN

3 Hetie “I don’t think Shakespeare puts it exactly like that,
e e , Figay,” grinned Kerr. e
“You uttah wottah, Pwatt— " ' . Wen”tt‘hws Whathﬁe e e L‘gzy &ea'f&ssgs;t}?s
a s DRk S ; . 5 . we are strong, we should be merciful. e've licke &
_“Or whitewash them ™ said Est&ﬁ?{gm Thege s %’pall Scheol House, and what more do you want 7 s

remenna . o Kdihoinniensrombhd d et -
: : “ Not so much about licking the School House !’ exclaimed
L Tom Merry, as he dusted himself.  “ We've had a elight

e
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< Buck up with the whitewash?? = = e o 2" saren -
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week in the W!?wy,”\ snid Arthur Angnm?ﬁg’gm; e beaf?iisk’egﬁﬁham . R anie
ﬁm Juniors. This w;ss the first they g%ﬁi&cgzinvi;i;d yéurse?f 2s you like, Gussy you are
Figgins to f‘h” eztm"kei’week at Hast- licked, and that’s enough,” he szid. * Enough for us, any-

way. Byt neyer mind that; were jolly good friends now.
Sci(yltmi : (:omm for 30 eek 7

“We'll come, with pleasure. It’s jolly ripping of you,
Gussy, and any little ups and down we may have had will be
quite forgotten, of course, on both sides,” said Figgins, in
quilnsuEaHICh qkpass, D’Arcy’s aristocratic brain worked with th?& fvf;}?:tke?s wvae};;? f}éiezfﬂgf' you, Figgay,” said D’Arcy

AAnd th%yéxcrﬂ;e;s)%ssible way out of the diffioulty occurred to mollified at once. . “1 shall have to put it wathah tactfully
- hi?‘l;,:and’he acted upon the idea immedtatoly. : igex}i%ege;;%wtgat s all. Pewwaps I bad better ga and see
‘ b ghat}i;”. demanded Figgins, interested at once. “Good! Let’s know the verdict.”

8 ronah i

S itg’givin’ a cwicket week at Eastwood.” “Vaas wathah !

: et | And the School House juniors, leokin dust
‘:‘10}1;&"”,3 p?é'r%l.sslqn to go and take a fwiend or two.” sheepish, quitted Figgigs’s gtudy. e
o o sad Figgins, igei i e ein, a

_ ““ At pwesent,” said D’Arey, “I wegard you as a fwiend— e bl zynd e

or

. House trio grinned at one another.
o ai: least, I should do so if Kerr would kindly wemove A weekgin the country I chuckled Figgins. “How's
s knee fwom my chest. He is soilin’ my shirt and  that for high?’ -
ngl«plln .My waistcoat.” : “ Ripping ! said Kerr. o
“Certainly I” said I‘(err pollte}y: ¢ What-ho!” said Fatty Wynn, rubbing his plump hands.
A fellow whose fathor was giving a cricket week in the “ZILord Eastwood’s housekeeping is done on » preper scale,
_ country, and who had permission to take a friend or two and a_fellow need never be afraid of net having enough to
there, was a fellow to be treated with the utmost politeness. eat. T - - : =
ﬁrthur éugx}stus_ rose to his feet, and dusted his clothes, ¢ Trust you to think of that, Fatty.”
¢ Well 2” said Figgins. ; “Well, it’s an important matiér, isn’t it?? demanded
- Well, deak boy, unless we should happen fo fall out, I  Fatty Wynn. -
wegard you as a fwiend, and T should be vewy pleased to Meanwhile, the School House raiders were returning to
= h&1¥9 your company for a week at Eastwood.” their own House, feeling much less important than when
“1ggmsl grl{med. - B they set out. They were glad that there were no fellows on
Good! T'll come with pleasure, Only ¥ couldn’t come the steps or in the doorway ta watch them come in, and that
,,wrx};‘hout' Fatty Wynn and Kerr.” o they had méntioned to no one their intention of falling upen
- I‘s,hzrill be w,r,e:!?y pleased to welcome them, $00.” Figgins & Co. in their own study and making an example
 “Good egg ! said Fatty Wynn and Kerr. - them. The raid had worked out so very differently
And Fatty Wynn smacked his lips anticipatively. Hs had  their anticipations ' - :
Trr Gru Lispary.~ No. 123. . ' v
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- -CHAPTER 7.
= - Thereby Hangs a Tale.
2 AHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY wore a thoughtful
S = frown as he entered Study No. 6. He looked at him-
& = self in the glass, and slowly peeled off his jacket and
~ waistcoat. The other juniors watched him in considerable
- surprise. - :

* Aren’t you g()ing to the Head ?” asked Blake.

“Yaas, wathah !’

“Is that a new dodge—to go in your shirt-sleeves 7’
D’Arcy turned his monocle upon Blake with a scornful

gaze, as the juniors burst into a general chuekle. .

“1 wegard your wemark as widiculous, Blake. T am goin’
to change my waistcoat, and bwush my jacket, and genewally
set myself to wights before 1 go to the Head.”

¢#Oh, I see! Then you're not going this evening ?”
“¥aas, wathah!”
f“But it’s bedtime in an hour, and it will take you longer

than that to change your waistcoat and make a final decision
about your necktie.”

Arthur Augustus deigned no reply to that remark.

He selected a waistcoat and put it on, and then brushed
his jacket, removing every atom of dust that had lodged
upon it in the combat in Figgins’s study.

Then he dusted his trousers, and gave his shoes a rub.

¢ Now I feel bettah,” he remarked. *‘I shall have to wash
my hands, that is all.” .

And he left the study.

He roturned in five minutes, to find the seven juniors
eating chestnuts. He looked as clean as a new pin now.

“ Do you think I will do, deah boys ?”’ ke asked.

They surveyed him critically.

1t depends,” said Lowther.

*‘ How do you mean, deah boy?”’

. ““I mean, it depends upon what you want to do for. If

you're thinking of getting a job on top of an organ, you'll
.do admirably.”

- *Weally, Lowthah——"'

¢ Ha, ha, ha!”

“Upon the whole,” said D’Arcy, “I don’t think it’s a good
ideah to be slovenly to save time. Pewwaps I had bettah
£0 up to the dorm. and have a thowough change.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Weally, you know——" -

- “Gussy, old man,” said Tom Merry solemnly, “you'll do.
You'll do first-rate! The Head will be simply ravished.”

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy—""

““ You're as right as rain, Gussy,” said Blake. “Do go to
the Head, and let’s have the verdict; we'’re dying of
anxiety.” :

““This suspense is killing, as the nigger remarked when
they were hanging him,” said Monty Lowther.

“ Vewy well, deah boys, T will go.”

¢ Just a moment,” said Lowther, as D’Arcy was turning
to the door. “¥s that a speck of dust on your shoulder ?”

He reached over to D’Arcy, and brushed the shoulder of
Lis jacket.

““That’s all right,” he said.

¢ Thank you vewy much, Lowthah.”
= ““Not at all, deah boy.”

. And Arthur Augustus left the study. The juniors burst
into a chuckle. Monty Lowther, in brushing that imaginary

speck of dust off his shoulder, had inserted a bent pin into

the jacket, and to the pin was attached a long cord with

~ fragments of twisted paper tied on it at intervals, in the
‘manner of the tail of a kite.

-The kite-tail hung down behind Arthur Augustus, and the
etm?i of it trailed on the floor, as he walked out of the
study.

! ,Nobod_y"but Monty Lowther would have thonght of sending

D’Arey into the Head’s study with that curious attachmont

trailing behind him. : :

“You—you ass!”’ muttered Blake.

_::,geax;e him r;llone 1
- “ Don't stop him now,” said Tom Merry. “He'll be too
'Iateg%see thedl-i}ead if h%doesnl;t buck upf7 after wasting so
much time, and then we sha’n’t know till the mornine.”

Blake hesitated a_moment. e

While he hesitated D’Aroy was lost. ‘

_The swell of St. Jim’s having once started lost no time.
He strode along the Fourth-Form passago to the stairs,

: ‘Som,e fellows who were on the staircase stared at him.

My only hat!” said Kerruish. “ Look at it !’ ‘

: ;;%a, ha, ha !:i’

) Arcy paused, jammed his monocle in his eye, and stared
ha‘l.‘l%a_tdy, at the grinning juniors. = .
Wway acquaint me with the subject of your mewwiment,
deah boys!” he exclaimed. o
- *“Ha, ba, ha!”’ : S
# Weally, Kewwuish—*
# Hd, ha, ha!” :

[
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* What are you cackling at?* i S =
““Ha, ha! Thereby bangs a tail!” chuckled Kerruish.
And the juniors yelled again. : . :
Arthur Augustus had some thoughts of rushing upon then

and giving them all a fearful thrashing, but he restrained hi

wrath, and went on downstairs. ¥ —
Lefevre of the Fifth was in the hall, chatting with soma
other Fifth-Formers, and they all stopped, and stared at the

elegant junior as he passed. B
¢ Great Scott!”’ said Lefevre. S
“ Ha, ha, ha!” e e
“ My hat! That’s what I say! Ha, ha, ha!” roared

Lefevre. A
Arthur Augustus swung round. -
¢ Weally, you wottahs——"
¢ Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustus swung on. . : =
He badn’t the faintest idea that there was a remarkabl
appendage trailing behind his jacket, and the cause of the
general mirth that greeted his appearance was a mystery to.

im.
¢ Hallo, look there!” exclaimed Gore of the Shell
lower passage. : .

And there was a fresh yell of laughter.

“ Goah, deah boy——"

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

¢ What's the mattah?”

““Ha, ha! Look behind you.” : -

Arthur Augustus swung round. Of course the tail swungz
round with him, and he saw nothing of it. -

* Weally, Goah——""

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”’ :

The swell of St. Jim’s strode on loftily. :

He made up his mind that it was a rag, and he determined
to take no more notice of the laughter which greeted him.
wherever he passed. -

He reached the door of the Head’s study,

Dr. Holmes’s deep voice bade him enter.

D’Arcy entered the study. Dr. Holmes glancad up at him
kindly. He could not see D’Arcy’s absurd appendage while
the elegant junior was facing him. :

¢“ Ah, I wanted to see you, D’Arcy !’ he remarked. * You
have doubtless come about the matter mentioned to me by
Lord Eastwood.” -

“ Yaas, sir!”’ - e

“I shall make no difficulty in granting Lord Fastwood’s
request,” said the Head. “ You are at liberty to visit you
home for the cricket week, and to take a friend or two as.
Lord Eastwood wishes.” .

“ Thank you very much, sir.” =

* The selection of the friend or two may be left t6 vou
suppose,’’ said the Head. *‘ You will let me know the namies,
50 that 1 can communicate them to their Forav-master.”

““ Thank you, sir.”’ .

D’Arcy hesitated. o

Should he tell the Head then how man
decided to take, or leave Dr. Holmes to
when he sent the list in? .

The latter would probably be the safer «

 Of course, you will not be limited to o
sgid ’the Head, with a smile. * You may ta
that.” - ’

‘“ Oh, thank you, sir?” said D*Arcy, relieved.
awf’ly good, sir.” : -

“The only condition I make is that their Form-mast
shall be sufficiently satisfied with their progress to raise n
objection,”’ said the Head. =

“ Vewy well, sir.”

“ Very good! Dear me!” said the Head, pubti
glasses and looking at D’Arey very curiously, as he caugh
sight of the tail of the kite trailing on the carpet heside hi
feet. ‘ What—what is that?” e

“ What is what, sir?”’

““ That! Turn round!’

¢ T-t-t-turn round, sir.”

*“ Yes, at once.” .

Arthur Augnstus, astonished
round at once,
graceful sweep.

The Head’s face relaxed. : .

He tried to frown, but he could not—his lips would
instead, and the smile became a laugh in spite of himse

:i gea;’l” rmae! Ha, ha, ha! This is very absurd 7

‘ Sirt . -

and tapped ab it

by the curious or(rier,;,t
The kite tail followed him round wi

D’Arcy swung round again, and again the tail swept in
‘Fhis time it caught on a chair, and D’Arcy heard &
sound, and swang round to see what it was. The tail swu
away, of course, but the junior caught a glimpse of it, ancd
turned round and round frying to see what.it was -

0 . Tur Geum LiBraRy ]
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-a kitten Wvas toe much for the doctor,

e burst into a hearty laugh.

“ Ha, ha, ha !
*“ Bai Jove I .
. Dear me! You—you have something attached to your
jacket, D’Arcy. This is most absurd! Come here, and I
- will take it off for you”? \
_The junior approached, and Dr. Holmes unhooked the pin.
B’ Arey’s face was a study as he beheld the kite-tail.

: ‘;”Bai Jove” he gasped. ‘“ Was—was that fastened to me,
sir? :

* Yes. Tt is some absurd trick !’

“ Then that is why the fellows were laughin’ !’

It is most absurd,” said the Head. * Take it away with
you, D'Arcy.”
_ And the swell of St. Jim’s loft the study with the kite-tail
11 his hand, and grim vengeance in his face.

CHAPTER 8,
Lowther Makes His Will.

B -ERE he is!”
=11 What's the verdiet?’’

) “ Get it off your chest, Gussy?”?
*“ Are we all going ?’
_* Going in bulk or in tale??
“ Get it out !”
“Go it!”
Arthur Augustus adjusted his monocle with the greatest
care, and stared at the excited juniors in Study No. 6 without
replying. .
:: (\;’hytciign’t you speak, image?”’ demanded Tom Merry.
2o 1t !
“ Get it out 1’
evah mind that mattah now,” said Arthur Augustus.

;;}T}:Sre is a more important mattah to be settled. Look at
. thist :

He held up the kite-tail.
. The juniors looked at
interest.

* Well?’ said seven voices, in unison, at last.

“ Well I’ said D’Arcy.

“ Well I’ repeated the seven.

*“ Weally, you wottahs 1

** What does the Head say?’

“ What’s the verdiot 7" .

:‘_, 1 went into the Head’s study with that widiculous thing
“ingm on to my jacket behind,” said Arthar Augustus.

- 'ﬂWhat did you do that for?’ asked Menty Lowther inno-
cently. :

_Thisquestion was almost too much for the swell of S
Slmq 5. He remained silent for at least two seconds, giving
m?“ humorist of the Shell a withering look.

- 3(})lm?body»~tled 1t to my jacket,” he said at last.

- The sight of Arth!jlr Augustus D’Arcy chasing his tail like

“@

it with grave faces and great

1

“ And when the Head dwew my attention to it, I chased

it wound and wound in the most widiculous mannah d
even the Head laughed I’ : -

*“ Ha, ha. ha !’ roared Blake.
I should have laughed, too.”’
_And the juniors roared.
. "I have been tweated with gwoss diswespect, and placed
in a widiculous posish,” said D’Arcy.  “1 want to know
which of you wottahs tied this thing to my jacket.”
*“ Ha, ha, ha !’
“1 am goin’ to give the culpwit a feahful thwashin’.”’
. And Avthur Augustus pushed back his cuffs in an exceed-
ingly businesslike manner,
- iLowther slipped off the table.
¢ Do you mean that, D’Arcy?’ he asked solemnly.
““ Yaas, wathah!”’ :
Monty Lowther cast a tearful look round the study.
-* Then I suppose there’s nothing to be doune,” said he, “1
ust take it quietly.”
* Did you do it, Lowthah?”’
“ Yes”
“* Then T am goin’ to thwash you.”
“Hold on a minute,” said Lowther, backing round the
table with an appearance of great alarni. Just a tick—"’
~ “1I wefuse to hold on,” said D*Arcy, following him. “I
am goin’ to thwash you. I wequest you to stand. still while
I do so.”
Lowther still backed away, going right round the study
table, and D’Arcy followed him.  Tho swell of St Jim’s
increased his speed, and so did Lowther, and the peculiar
race went on, while the juniors yelled with laughter. -
““ Lowthah. you ass—"" o
“ Hold on,”” said Lowther, “I want to make a few pre-
arations before I am slain. Tom, will you take down my
ast will and testament if T dictate 1t%?
Tar Gem LiBrary.— No. 123.
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* Certainly I’ said Tom Merry, weeping,

* You uttah asses——"" :

“ That's only fair,”’ said Blake solemnly.  * You know
what a terror you are when you are roused, Gussy. Suppose
you should slay Lowther by an unlucky blow, as frequently
happens m novels 22 ;

“Don’t be an ass, Blake!” - : -

“ Then what would you feel like if you had not given him
time to make his last will and testament?”

“ You duffa ! . -

“1 claim the right to make my will before I am slain,”
said Monty Lowther. ‘‘ If Gussy refuses, I decline the meet-
ing |’ .

* You ass!”’ e

“It’s quite in order, and is done in the best six-shilling
novels,”” said Manners. “‘ Hold that bloodthirsty avenger
back while Lowther makes his will I’

 Weally, you fellows—"!

But D’Arcy was held back, and Tom Merry produced a
crumpled sheet of paper and a fountain-pen, ‘and Lowther
began to dictate his will. . .

* The last will and testament of Montague Lowther——

““ You ass !’ shouted D’Arcy, trying to get past Dighy and
Manners and Herries, who were holding him back. b

£ Quiet, Gussy !’

*“ You duffahs—" :

“Gussy,” said Blake severely, “TI am surprised at a
fellow of your birth and breeding interrupting a solemn
proceeding like this.””

“I wegard you as a wottah.”

“ Go on, Lowther.”

“1 leave my ericket bat to Tom Merry, and my camera
to Arthur Augustus Adolphus Aubrey D’Arcy— 7

“ Let me get at the wottah 1

* With the condition that he does not try to take his own
photo with the camera, as I do not wish it to be broken,”
went on Lowther. :

“You wottah——7

‘I leave my football boots to D’Arcy, if they are not too
small for him - . %

“You feahful wottah, they're thwee sizes too large v
howled D’Arey. : e : : '

“Ha, ha. ha!”?

“QOrder 1”2 . ‘

“T leave my—"’ .

1 wefuse fo take part in these widiculous pwoceedin’s.
Lowthah, you are an uttah wottah. I wezard you with
pwofound contempt.” :

“Go hon !” o L :

“Don’t interrupt a chap making his last will, Gussy——-""

“1 am willin’ to allow the mattah to dwop,” said D’Arcy,
with an indignant glare round the study.

*“Hear, hear!”

“Do you apologise ”” demanded Lowther.

&< Eh ?’7

“ Do you apolgise ?”’ =

“You uttah ass!” : .

“I am in the hands of.mz friends in this matter,” said
Lowther, in the best manner of a novel hero. “If it is
their opinion that I can let the matter drop without re-
ceiving an apology, 1 shall not insist.”

“TI wegard you——"

‘“Of course, Gussy ought to apologise,” said Tom Merry.
“8till, I think you might be magnanimons, and waive the
apology. Consider it made.” : :

“ Very well; I consider you to have apologised, D’Arcy.”

“ You wank outsidah——""

“The matter is now settled,”’ said-Tom Merry. “It is
settled to the credit of all parties concerned, without any-
body being hurt, and awith everybody’s honour unstained—
just like a French di#..”

“Ha, ha, ha !’ ) o

Arthur Augustus frewned darkly. The juniors chuckled,
but the swell of St. Jim’s did not join in the chuckle.
D’Arey was on his dignity.

Blake gazed at him with an expression of surprise. :

“Is anything the matter, Gussy?” he asked, with
solicitude. . -

‘“Oh, nothin’ I said D’Arcy loftily. :

“You are perfectly satisfied with the proceedings, T sup-
pose, or would you like them to be gone through again?’’

‘Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Weally, Blake——" 4

“Well, then, what’s the verdict?
say ?”’

“It’s all wight.”

- “We're going 1’ -
“Yaas.” '
“ Hurrah !

What did the Head




N
‘“ Well, you look a sight, young un !’ said Tom Merry, la-ughi'ng as he caught the hero of the Third .
- by the shouider. j
E€EHAPTER 9. Gussy. “Of jourse, I'm the friend—the L”woeaﬂzbe- any
Wally Wants to Gou e -
: Neally——
ANGAROO—otherwise Harry Noble—put his head ONfE )sraid., old chap, Tl come”
into Study No. 6 as the cheer rang along the Fourth “ Ciweat Scott I
the'iu 'El;orm passage. The Cornstalk looked inquiringly at “ When are you starting 7’
N10rs. 13 i .
Z“ What’s the row?”’ he asked. “’Wherefovre hurrah ?” « ‘TA%;r;xtmtnrv;&vv?.” L
€ g?gd pﬁ? W5 g son Huozegir ] “The thwee-thirty fwom Wylcombe. But—-*
“ What 15 it, then, you asses?” : “All r‘llght; L1l be ready.”
“ Gussy’s governor is giving a cricket week at Eastwood, = Weally foll ing 7 asked K i
and he’s got the Head’s permission to take a friand or two.” & A,“y of you fellows coming?” asked Kangaroo, with an .
“ Jolly good,” said the Australian jumior. ‘‘How forty.  affable look af the grinning juniors. s :
nate that I chummed up with Gussy the moment I came: to Yes, a 'ﬁew, said Tom Merry, la'ughmgt. ,
< St. Jim’s.” “The ‘frlelnd or 2wo amounts to nu}lle clhaps so far” }s;;;id
- ‘ Weaally, Kangawago—"" . : Blake. “ Blessed if I see why there shouldn’t be a tenth.’”
¢ How lucky that we took to each other like ducks taking “Hy ba,hal? @ o ‘
to water, and have been inseparable ever since.” ‘“ Make it ten, Gussy.
“Bai Jove I { Arthur Augustus smiled. - - 5o
 You know, I have always liked and admired Gussy, and “ Well, as a mattah of fact, Kangawoo is a weally wippin’
tried to—to tie my neckiie as he does,” said Noble. “I'm  cricketah. He bowls vewy neahly as well as T do——"

friend

80 glad you've got permission to take two, ¢ Awlully nearly, if not quite,” murmured Tom Merry.
= - - = T Gem Liersny -
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¢ And his battin’ isn’t bad— "
* Thanks awfully,” said Kangaroo gratefully.
“* Not at all, deah boy. I am only statin’ the facts,” said
- D’Arey. “I don’t know whethah there will be twouble in
the mornin’ when the Head discovahs how many chaps are
- goin’, but I suppose it will be as easy to take ten as nine,”
“Yes, rather !”
““Then T shall be vewy glad to take you, Kangawoo I”?
¢ Shake !” said the Cornstalk. ; i
He grasped D’Arey’s hand, and gave it a squeezc that
made the swell of 8t. Jim’s jump clear of the floor with a
wild howl. = ! : ;
“Ow! Ow! Yow! Yarooh!”
. ““ Anything the matter?”
““Yarooh! My—my—my hand !”
“ Well, I'm glad it’s settled nicely,”
go and tell Glyn and Dane,” ,
And he went down. the passage, whistling.  Arthur

said Kangaroo. “I’ll

Augustus D’Arcy caressed his injured hand tenderly.
i “,yv.a,i;hah« iclined to think that Kangawoo was

he said.
thwashin’.”’ : -
custom of yours to thrash your guests?”? asked
Lowther innocently. .
ally, Lowthah—*
(8, ha, ha!” . -
Arthur "Augustus turned an indignant glance upon the
Terrible Three as they quitted the study, to return to their
_ Interrupted prep. to finish it. = - -
~ Blake glanced doubtfully at the table.
“1 don’t know whether it’
he remarked. “It’s
““Yaas, wathah !

s worth while doing the prep.,”
useless if we're going to-morrow.””

“If anything goes wrong, it’s better to have the prep.
done,” sait igby cautiously. -
! Besidi

. will look as if we want to do all we can,”
said Her “* After all; it isn’t much, if we’re going to
have a week’s holiday:"

“ Yaas, wathah! Let’s get on!” .

And they got on. =

But that prep. was fated to be interrupted again. There
was a sound of snapping and yapping in the passage, and
the door was opened, and Wally—D’Arey minor of the
Third Form—came in with Pongo under his arm.
He closed the study door quickly.
“ You don’t mind my lying low in here for a few minutes,
o0 you, you chaps?” queried the hero of the Third affably.

Weally, Wally—"’ :

I have him in the Formroom after lessons,”’

satd Wally.
*‘ Like t? see the school where I couldn’t have

et Ponbgo in to
'(.7',1.“ Btl;)t ’”

. “He got out int6 the passage, and he's tripped up

‘Kﬂdare,” said Wally. “J collared him and ran. I be-
lieve Kildare’s looking for him.” :
* You young bounder, and you’ve brought him in here 1’2

_exclaimed Blake wrathfully.

Wally beld up his finger cautiously,

‘“Hist 1
 *“What the—"

“1 can hear Kildare coming !”?
- ¢ Better bunk.” :

‘“Can’t; he'd spot me. Where can I hide Pongo 77

* Shove him in the cupboard,” said Blake, “or in Gussy’s
. hat-box.” .

“1 uttahly wefuse to have that howwid animal shoved
into my hat-box.”

Wally grinned, and darted towards the cupboard.

He pushed Pongo inside—Pongo going very unwillingly,
_ apparently sceing no reason why he should hide—and closed
the door. He leaned against the door in an attitude of
,ssumed carelessness,
‘ Yes, Gussy,” he said, in a loud voice, as the study door
er’l’ed, ‘I shall certainly come home for the cricket week

- “Weally, Wally—"?

Kildare of the Sixth looked into the study.

Kildare, cap-

tain of St. Jim’s, was generally good-tempered. He did
not look good-tempered now. = Perhaps stumbling over
Wally’s dog in the passage had not improved  his

temper.
_'Is D’Arcy minor here? Ah, here you are! Where is
that dog 77’
“Dog 1" said Wally. .
~ “I fell over Pongo in the passage.”
' Did you?”?
““Yes, T did!” roared Kildare.
¢ Was he hurt?” asked Wally.
Kildare glared at the cool junior. :
~ “1 was hurt,” he exclaimed, “You know you are not
Thr GeM Lirary.—No. 123
E,
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“I weally think I ought to give him

You see, Pongo’s forbidden in the house, but, of course,

NOW ON
SALE.

allowed to have that brute in the house, D’Arcy minor.
Where is he?” - =
“1 can’t see him.”
‘“‘The brute ran upstairs.”
:‘ Di((ii he?”’
‘ And I saw you in the upper passage.’’
“Did you ‘!”y e
¢ Where is that dog?”’
Scratch! Scratch! Secratch! . :
It was Pongo inside the cupboard, trying to get ouf.
Blake & Co. grinned. Kildare uttered an exclamation.
thuw'?’y, you young rascal, you have him in the cupboard
ere !
Wally turned red. . ;
“ Open that door !’ commanded Kildare, ;
Wally opened the cupboard deor. Pongo frisked out in
great glee, and barked. He ran between Arthur Augustus’s
legs, and nearly upset the swell of St. Jim’s. .
*“So he was here all the time !’ said Kildare grimly.
(13 You See_” 5 T S
“Come to my study, D’Arcy minor.” .
. *“You're not going to whack Pongo,” said Wally, gather-
ing his shaggy favourite up in his arms protectingly. “I
brought him in. You can lick me if you like.”
Kildare smiled grimly. = =
“ That’s what I'm going to do. Follow me.” .
D’Arcy minor made a grimace as the captain of St. Jim’s
‘quitted the study, = =
““ Curious thing that I'm always in hot water,” he ex-
claimed.  “ People seem to pick on me because I'm harm-
less and inoffensive.” i . :
«  “Yes, rather!” said Blake, with a grin. ‘ Mind, that
\_beast is trying.to get away!?
“Quiet, Pongo! Look here, Gussy, I have heard from
the dad about that ericket week at home, and it seems that

hief ’hasn’t made it a point to ask the Head for me to be let
off.” : -

“ Vewy pwob.?
““ Some rot about

by my

request,”’
“Yaas, I suppose s0.”
“Of course, if’s all piffle.

my not being sufficiently well reported
Form-master, to justify him in niaking such a

Selby never gives me good

reports. He dislikes me for some reason ” S
‘““Ha, ha, ha !’ roared Blake. * Perhaps it was because

you covered him with tar once.”

“ Well, that was really only a joke.”” ;

“You couldn’t expect Selby to have a sufficiently
developed sense of humour to appreciate it as it deserved,”
said Blake, with a shake of the head. .

“ Well, it’s rotten that I'm not 'to have leave,” said
Wally. “Of course, I'm going.”” , ;

“T'm sowwy, Wally, but it seems to me imposs.”

¥ Kildare told you to follow him, Wally,” suggested
Digby gently . -

“Well, 'm going fo. The governor ‘has left it to the
discretion of the Head and my Form-master whether I am
allowed to go,” said Wally. .

“Then you had bettah behave yourself, deah boy.”

“I was thinking of that,” said Wally. “If I sét up as
a shining light in the Third Form, and drew all eyes upon
me by my goodness and meekness. like Georgie in the story-
book, it might work—only there isn’t much time. Besides,
it 1sn’t in my line.”

“T think I heard Kildare call,”’ said Herries.

“Blow Kildare! You see, I must go, and 1 shall have
to work it somehow I should hate to have to do a bolt.”’

“1 uttahly wefuse my permish. for you to do a bolt,
Wally.” :

“Rats! Look here, Gussy. I want you to write a per-
suasive letter to the governor, and at the same time put it
sweetly to the Head ” S

£ But_.__i’ ;

“T'll be on my best behaviour, and win golden opinions
from all sorts of people, like that chap in Virgil—or was it
Homer 77

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Blake. ‘“It was Shakespeare.’

“Well, T knew it was one of the old bounders,” raid
Wally irreverently. ‘ Well, that’s my little game. See??

“1’Arcy minor !”? _

It was Kildare’s voice from the distance.

‘“ Hallo, there’s Kildare doing vocal exercisex. T shall
have to cut. But I sha’n’t see you again before bedtime,
so I must finish now,” said Wally.

 Weally, Wally—"

“Now, don’t you begin, Gus! It's too bad of you to
waste time talking. when there isn’t a minute to spare.
Remember what I want you to do, that’s all. P’'m going
to play gentle Georgie, and win golden opinions Then .if
I can’t come with you fo-morrow, I shall be able to follow
a day or two later. See?” - .

“Yaas, but—*




- Next Thustay,

“I can hear Kildare commg 2 sald BlaLe
My only Aunt Jane!
Wally made for the door just as Kildare reached it again.
The captain of St. Jim’s frowned intoe the study.
- ‘:iI think I told you to follow me, I’Arcy minor,” he
said.

“ Just coming, Kildare. Ow !

The S8t. Jim’s captain tock a firm grasp upon Wally’s
ear with his finger and thumb, and led him from the study.
Wally wrigg oled painfully, and Pongo took advantage of
the diversion to skip out of his arms and dash for liberty.

P’ murmured Wally. “ You needr’t hold me so
txght K1ldare I'm not going to bolt.”

But Kildare’s grip did not retax till he had led the scamp
“of the Third Form into his study. There he took down a
cane, and the next five minutes were decidedly painful for
D’Arcy minor.

CHAPTER 10.
Kind Friends!

te CRICKET week !
“ How jolly !”
“ Wish [ were going!”

“ Faith, and so do 11

Tom Merry & Co. were in the common-room in the
-8chool House, and most of the other juniors were there,
chatting before going to bed. The news had spread over
the whole House that D’Arcy’s ‘‘ governor ” was giving a
cricket week at Eastwood, ana that the swell of St. Jim’s
was going, with a party of friends. -

The fellows wero very much interested, of course.

There were few who wouldn’t have beeu glad of a cricket
week at Eastwood House, and to enjoy the hospitality of
D’Arcy’s noble parent.

If the swell of 8t. Jim’s had been so minded, he eould
easxly have mcludcd the whoie House in the “friend or
two.”

Natarally, it was only D’Arey’s own partwular friends
who eould expect to be asked, where there were so many
willing to go, and only a limited number could be taken.

But it was astonishing how many particular friends
D’Arey found himself in possession of all of a sudden.

Not only in the junior Forms, but in the Middle School,
and even among the seniors, Arthur Augustus beeane
amazingly popular.

There were a few fellows who sneered, and said that
D’Arcy wouldn’t have such good luck if his father didn’t
happen to be an influential member of the governing body
of 8t. Jim’s.

Possibly there was something in it.

Eastwood, as a governor of the old school, naturally
had a great deal of influence with the head- master whe was
moreover an old friend of his.

But it was understood that no fellow would be granted
that extra holiday who was not in tre good books of his
* Form-master, so far as his progress with his studies went.

And D.'Arcy, with all his elegant ways, was a hard worker,
and Tom Merry & Co. never allowed either sport or fun to
interfere with their school work.

Fellows who sneered the most, like Mellish of the Fourth,
were fellows who neglected their work, and on that ground
alone would not have been entitied to an extra exeat.

When the chums of Stady No. 6 had finishel their prep.,
and came down to the junior common-room, Arthur Augus-
tus received gquite .an ovation.

- Mellish was very friendly, but so were all the rest, and
D'Arcy, was a little surprised af first.

- “Here he is!” said- Melhsh “Would you like to have
the armchair, D’ Arcy ?” i

*“No, thanks, Mellish,” said the swell of the Fourth, who

never was on good terms with Mellish, and quite distrusted

im., ;
~ “Befter take it,”’ urged Mellish. * You ought to rest,
~ you know. You've got a long journey to make to-morrow.’

“Yaas, wathah!”

“T hear you had some lines to do, Gussy.
mind my calling you Gussy, do yon?

D’Arey turned his monocle upon the cad of the Fourth.

“ Well, as a mattah of fact, Mellish, 1 g@r‘ewally pwefer
to be called that only by my “fw iends, you know.”

Mellish smiled a sickly smile.

“ Well, I've always wanted to be on good terms,” he said.
1 hope you look on me as a friend. I'm sure I regard
you in that light.”

“ That’s vewy kind of yon, deah bo
- “T was going to say that if you hadn’t time to do you,r
lines, T would do them for you.’

P’ Arcy almost gasped.

“Bai Jove! What?” £
! “I should have very great* pleasure in domg yout hnes,

You don’t
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* Mellish,

; wﬁectwns upon: the subject of his younger brother.
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’Arw(,irf it would save you time, and you have much pac
mg to do -

“i-— Weally, " Mellish, you are awf ly good! L
afwaid I have done you an injustice.”

“Oh, never mind that,” said Mellish affably. “If
mxbunders’savxdmgs are over mow, that’s all nght i Sl

“But weally

* Do take the armchaxr, Gussy 2

“ Well, as you are so pwessin’, I will.”?

“May I do the lines?” asked Mellish, as D’Arcy s&nk :
into the armchair. :

“ Yaas, wathah! Pway aceept my best thanks.’”

“Not at all. Only too happy.” :

“That’s all very well,” interrupted Slade. I thmk you._
might let nre do your lines, Gussy. I sh.omd like tos”

“Bai Jove !”

““ Besides, Mellish can’t play cricket, as you know.”

Arthar Augustus looked astonished.

l‘( Ythatever has doin’ my lines got to do with cwwket 7 he
aske

Tom Merry burst inte a roar.

““Ha, ha, ha !’

“Weally Tom Mewwy—————

¢TIt hasn’t much to de with cricket,” reared Jewk Blake,
“but it’s got a lot to do with a ericket week 2

“Bai Jove!” -

“ Really, Blake, Ifth ink you are very un.ﬁa}r, : smd
in his meekést and blandest tone. “I have mot
given D’Amv a single hint on that topic. Of course, T
should like to go with him for the ericket werek and if he
cared to ask me I should accept with pleasure,” > said Mellish.
E But I hope 1 am above hinting fo anyone for an invita-
tion.”

“T hope you are, Mellish, but I have my doubts.”’

“Really Blake—7

“Yaas, wathah! Weally, Blake, I think you are. showin’
too much distwust,” said Arthur Angustus, a little severely.
¢ Mellish m tarnin’ ovah a new leaf. He wa,ntﬂ to be,
chummy. I think we ought to give him a chance.”’

“Thank you, D’Arcy. I was sure you would be fmr to
me,” said Mellish.

““Yaas, wathah, deah boy!
me to have you “down to Eastwood, but I
to see you playin’ up like this.”

Mellish’s jaw droppe

¢ Impossible, IV Arcy 9 -

“Yaas, wathah 1

“ But——

Of course, it is imposs. for
am vVewy pleased v

“But it’s jelly good of you to do my lines. You
Slade can do them between you. I shall be vewy
obliged.”

“You can jolly weH do them yourse‘f P said Meihsh
and he walkeg out of the room.

D’Arcy turned his mo;wcle in the direction of the depar’
ing cad of the Fourth,

“Bai Jove! Is anythin’ w’ong with ’VIellmh"" hc aﬁmd
“T twust I have not said any*hm to annoy him, aftah he
was so decent.” >

*“Ha bLa hal’ s

“ Oh, never mind Mellish,” saad Slade; “1 ’ll do the lines
You know how I play cricket, too, DArc

“Yaas, wathah, deah boy, but I wauldat wemind you

of i

o What [ yelled Slade.

“Youll tmpwove in time,” said D’Arcy. ¥ It’s all wighf..
When a chap misses the ball evewy time, and keeps on
gettin’ leg before, it’s no good blamin’ him. What he
wants is pwactice. Besidss, it's the wesult of hewedlty :mé‘
enviwonment, as Sklmyole says.” -

“Took here—"

“You can get ahead with the lines, deah boy
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¢ Imposs., deah boy.” ‘

“Then you can jolly well do your lines yourself,”
Slade; and he growled and went out, slammi ng the doo

“Bai Jove!l”

CHAPTER 11,
More Kindness.

RTHUR AUGUSTUS looked very thoughtful as he sat
in the armchair, and stretched out his legs so that’
his trousers would not bag at the kaees:

Unwilling as \he was to suspect anybody of - m{crested
motives on any occasion, he could net very well fail to sec
that Mellish and Slade had had interested motives in makmg
their kind offers.

But nothing could possxbly have ma&e the good- nx.nm'ed,‘
kind-hearted swell of St. Jim’s in the least eynical.

He quickly dismissed Mellish from his mind, and the
thoughtful frewn upon his nobls brow svas caused by his
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It was hard on Wally that he couldn’t go to Eastwood for
the cricket week. b . :

« Wally was the scamp of the Form he belonged to, and there
was little mischief among the fags that he did: not have a
hand in. His Form-master had a “down’ upen him, and
__ perhaps not without reason. Mr.. Selby was an acid-tempered
- man, and the last man in the world to get on amicably with
D’Arey minor. {

. There were frequently rubs, too, between major and minor,

for Wally never would follow in the course Arthur Augustus

prescribed for him.

- He was as inky and untidy as D’Arcy was elegant and neat,

and that was a constant trial to the swell of St. Jim’s. He

even preferred “ Wally  to “ Walter Adolphus ”? as a name
to be called by—a thing D’Arcy never could understand.

Vet there was a very real affection between the brothers,

though they were hardly aware of it themselves, and would

- h?v.e laughed to scorn any idea of a demcnstrative display

of 1t. .

_ Wally certainly didn’t deserve any relaxation of the college

rules in his favour, on the score of conduct.

All the same, he wanted to go to the cricket week, and

- Arthur Augustus wanted him to go. And this was par-
ticularly benevolent of D’Arcy, because he knew that Waily

would take Pongo—and Pongo was D’Arcy’s pet abomination,

- even more so than Herries’s famous bulldog.

- Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther were playing chess with

Blake, Herries, and Digby—a three-sided match—to the ac-

companiment of endless remarks and comparing of notes and

recriminations, when D’Arcy rose from his chair, :

The swell of St. Jim’s glanced at them.

- “1 say, deah boys!’ he remarked. . , _

No one answered. They were too intent on their game.

. ““Check " exclaimed the Terrible Three, in one voice.!

* Oh, all right !’ said Blake. ‘‘That’s what comes of letting

erries select the move!”? b ‘

~ “Just so!”’ said Dighy.

- Oh, rats!”’ exclaimed Herries indignantly.

had taken moves, and you jolly well got us into-this position.”
~“Don’t jaw, old chap.”

 No—you've done enough damage!”

“ Look here——"’

" We can get out of it all right,”’ said Blake. “ We can
cover by interposing the knight 2

* Better move the king behind the rock,” said Dighy.

My idea would be to get the king to queen’s second,”

remarked Herries.

. Now, be reasonable, old chap; we’ve had enough of your

; that’s how we got into this mess.”

““Eook here, Blake— 7

“ Look here, Herries—-"’

“ Take your time,” said Tom Merry blandly. “ You're
mate in three, whichever way you fix it.”’

- “ Don’t you jaw, Tom Merry!”

“ You Shell bounders can keep quiet, anyway !’

“Yes, but—"" :

“ Cheese’ it!”? .
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D’Arcy smiled, and quitted the common-recom. He saw

that he would not have much chance of speaking  to his

- comrades until that fateful game of chess was decided.

- The swell'of St. Jim’s went down the passage looking very
thoughtful. He was going to see Wally in the Third Form-

- room; but a minute after he had left the common-room, he

_received a friendly tap on the shoulder.

~ Knox, the prefect, and Sefton of the Sixth—a New House

fellow—had stopped him. The two were great chums, thongh

they belonged to rival Houses. And neither was a fellow

of whom his House had reason to be proud. Knox was a

bully, and Sefton was another, and they were intensely dis-

 liked by the juniors.

Arthur Augustus stapped, looking a little uneasy.

He was not on good terms with either of the Sixth-Formers,

_and he remembered the terrific disturbance that had beon

- made over Knox’s head that evening.

- But the manner of the seniors was far from hostile.

 “ Hallo, D’Arcy!” said Knox affably. “Step into my
tudy, will you?*’

Arthur Augustus hesitated.

In the study he would be quite at the merey of the two

 bullies, if they chose to show the cloven foot. Certainly,

Knox’s manner was friendly enough; but D’Arcy, like the

gentleman of olden times feared the Greeks when they came

_ with gifts in their hands.

- “I am in wathah a hurry, Knox,” he remarked.

I want to speak to you.” -

“So do 1,” said Sefton agreeably.

. “I've got a bit of a supper going

. Knox remarked. -

“ Weally, Knox——"?

“ Hot buttered toast, and jam,” said Knox,
Tee Gem Lisrary.—No. 123.
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“You’re awf’ly good!”?

““Not at ail,” said the prefect cordially, passing his arm
through D’Arcy’s. ““ Come alone, my boy !’

It was certainly very flattering to be called my boy’’ by a
prefect, and to walk along the passage arm-in-arm with a
Sixth-Former was naturally very gratifying -to a junior.
Besides, D’ Arcy was polite before everything. His interview
with Wally could wait a few minutes, He accompanied the
seniors with a good grace.

There was a fire in Knox’s study, and the room locked very
cheerful. Krox’s fag had prepared supper there. There was
a pile of buttered toast on a dish on the fender, :

. Knox had been going to entertain his New House crony,
as a matter of fact, when the news of the cricket week had
been wafted to his ears. :

* 8it down, chappy !’ said Knox heartily.
chair.”

* Weally, you’re too good————?

“ Not a bit of it! Sit dewn!?

D’Arcy sank into the armchair.

Sefton sat down, too, and Knox handed out the toast, and
;na(]ife cups of cocoa. Knox was hospitality and affability
itself. :

D’Arcy had never imagined that the unpopular prefect
could be so genial and pleasant. He felt that he had done
Knox .an injustice. True, with the memory of Mellish’s
dodges fresh in his mind, he could not help a slight sus-
picion creeping in, But he banished it as unworthy of himself
and of the genial prefect.

¢ Like the toast, D’Arcy 2’

“ Yaas, wathah!”’

“ Cocoa all right?”’

“ mem’ 7

“ Make yourself at home, you know.”

* Certainly, deah boy !”’

And Ar%r Augustus made himself at home. Supper with
a prefect 1f®his study, as a distinguished guest, was a new
experience to the junior, and naturally enough he enjoyed it.
And the cocoa was good, and the toast was really nice.
Knox’s fag knew better than te allow any fault to creep into
his toast-making.

Knox exchanged a glance with Sefton.

* Quite comfy, D’Arcy?’

“ Yaas, wathah!”’

*“Good! There’s a subject I’ve been going to speak to
some of you juniors about for a long time,”” Knox remarked
thoughtfully. “‘ It appears to me that relations aren’t really
as friendly as they ought to be hetween the upper and the
lower school.”

* That’s vewy twue, deah boy,” said D’Arcy, helping him-
self to another slice of teast ~ .

“It’s a thing that cught to be altered,” said the prefect,
with a shake of the head.

* Yaas, wathah!”

“ For instance, I can’t help thinking that it would promote
good-feeling between the Forms if the Sixth had juniors to
tea in their studies, sometimes.”’

“Vewy likely!” i

“ And the seniors,“too, could take an interest in junior
pursuits, especially in sports, such as oricket.”

 Kildare does a lot for us in that line, Knox, and so does
Dawwel.”

¢ Take the arm-

“H'm, yes; but I mean something more—more in a
friendly way,”” said Knox. “Do you think it a good idea,
D’Arcy??

““ Yaas, wathah!?’ S

 Of course, I value your opinion very highly.”

“Well, I am genewally considahed a fellow of some tact
and judgment,” said Arthur Augustus. “I think it’s a
wippin’ ideah.”

* By the way, T hear you’re going on some holiday or other
to-morrow,”” Knox remarked.

“Yaas.”

“ What is it 22

“ A cwicket week at my governah’s,
takin’ a fwiend or two.”

“ Have you selected the friends you are going to take??

& ¥oas

“ Juniors, I suppose 7’

¢ Certainly, deah boy !’

“ It might be a good idea to ask socme seniors,” suggested
Knox, in honeyed tones. “ It would promote that—that good
and friendly feeling between the Forms that I was speakine
of just now.”’

‘* Yaas, wathah, but 2

“1 think it’s a good idea,’”” remarked Sefton. '

. ‘A couple of seniors could easily get permission to go,
t00,” remarked Knox, in a reflective way, ‘* and they would be
able to do all sorts of little things for you, too—especially a
prefect.” : :

“ Yaas, but 2

Pm going down and
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Fatty Wynn was standing at the counter waiting for his penny change.
‘“The train’s starting!?”

rushing in,

“Come. on!” roared Figgins, ‘

“In fact, I wouldn’t mind coming myself,” said Knox, as
if the idea had suddenly shot into his mind.

‘' Same here!’ said Sefton, with great heartiness.

D’ Arcy coloured.

‘“The fact 1s, deah boys, the numbah is made up,” he said.
“Of course, 1 should be vewy much flattahed, but it is
imposs.”

“ Oh, nonsense!”” said Knox briskly.
on our dignity as Sixth-Formers.

““ Certainly,” said Sefton.

“Imposs. I’'m sowwy

“ Now, look here, D'Arcy——"

“T'm awf’ly sowwy—-"

“ Tl make you sorrier, if I have any of your cheek, you
young hound!” said Knox, his angry temper breaking out.
*“ You'd better be careful how you talk to me!”’

Arthur Augustus rose to his feet.

- He began to wish very sincerely that he had not entered the
study after all. He was in a trap. Wild horses would not
have dragged him into giving Knox an invitation to the
cricket week at Eastwood new; but how he was to get out of
the study was a question.

‘“ Weally, Knox——"" he began.

* Look to the door, Sefton!” said Knox.

‘“We aren’t standing
We'll just ecome.”

1)

The New House bully put his back to the door.
D’Axrcy cast a quick glance round. e
He saw that he was in for a licking, and his eyes flashe
He seized the kettle that was still singing on the hob, with
a sudden inspiratibn. '

“ Pway get out of the way, Sefton,”” he said, advancing ¢
the door. S

“ You young hound!” he roared. ‘‘ Put that kettle down [

Arthur Augustus did not deign to reply to the prefec
He advanced upon Sefton, who flinched.  He would wil
ingly have treated the junior with any amount of brutality ;
but the kettle of hot water was another matter. .

““Let me pass!” said D’ Arcy.

¢ Stop him !’ howled Knox.

“Let me pass!”

Sefton forced a laugh, and stepped aside from the door. _

¢ Get out, you whelp I’ he said. ;

Arthur Augustus opened the door, keeping a wary eye o
the two bullies. He stepped into the passage, and then
turned his monocle back once more. =
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wegard yew wi

‘ th pwefound conternpt,” ke smid.

€HAPFFER 12.
- Wally Means to be Good:
’ARCY ran fer the Thivd-Form roony, and reached it.
' If the Sixth-Forin bullies looked for himy, he was
~ pretty certaim thaf they weuld net lock there.
The fags were in' the Formizeom in great foree. They
eferred that room fo the junior common-raony, which they
ﬁ@ﬂd have 1o share with the Fourth and Shell It was
getiine near to bedifme, but the Third were still lively.
_ Wally was arguing betly with Jameson and Curly Gibson,
d there was a babel of tengues from the rest of the roowm:
i the same time. o : s 9
- “Well, fhaven’tj_‘eeﬁhi'm," said Jameson. “ You should
P an eye on your maggrel’” = :
“ Keep him in the kennel ™ sgid Gilaon.
“Rats I’ retorted Wally., “You eught to hav locked for
while E was in Kildare’: vy & -

& study.’

g o penny intos his right eve, in rude imitation of
Arcy’s monecle, and stalring at the swell of St Jim’s.
D Arcy gave bimr a glance of lofty disdain, -
came to speok to you, Wally,”” he said. “F fwust
idare did not hurt youw much.” -

“p

Wally growled, and rabbed his hands onee more upes kis -
pled trousers: -

“He jolly well did!” ke said. -

re making bie drives in a cricket-

TSewwy! Still, you deserv

comfort to you, deah boy.”

_ Wally glared.

“If you'ye come here to be f unwy, Guss
£ he exclaimed.

“He laut it on as iﬁ\h@
rratch.’” -
ed -it, and that must E)e &

¥, you may as well
“1 don’ fecl quite up to giddy

Wumour now.” .
‘E was not jokin’, Wally,” said Arthur Augustus, with
ity:. I should imazine that the weflection that you

ully deserved your punsshment would make it loss dis

agweeable to you.”.

-~ “Then you're offside!” growled Wally.
Vhaﬁ:e@ have you come fo .

z’g@e&-@mr ia book.”

eally, Wall »
L, et the cackle, and como to the hosses " said W
Whet’s the bizney ?”’
- “T¥’s sbout the cwicket week.”
Wally brightened up.
_“Gof the Hea®s pormission 7"’ : :
Y No,; deah bay. I have not mentioned you to the Head.
But T am goin” & do my best. I shall twy my hardest to
get you -leave fo eame.”
S“Well, that’s jolly decent of
ook here, if yow got me off for the week, I won’t rag
all the time we’re st home.”
e, hear ™ said Jameson.
tao, &ﬂ??f, we’ll stand by an

“It doesn’t!
r? I could have got that out of

e

ally.

you, Gussy,” said Wally.

7

: “And if you can take
d cheer whenever you make

* I'matraid that would be imposs. Jameson— 7’

* Impossible for vou to make a good hit? Well, perhaps
ou’re right.”

‘ You young-ass! I mean imposs. to-
‘We shouldn’t have
emarked Curly Gibson.
“ Weally, you young wascal “

“ What’s this blessed Fourth-Former doing in our room ?”’
claimad Faméson, observing that there was no chance for
i, at all events,
Kick him out’*
““Hear, hear

" Throw him out!” ! !

Hold on'!” said Wally. ¢ Gussy’s my visitor, and you've

o troat him civilly; unless you want thick ears all

to-take you!”
much cheering to do, anyway,”

to get to. Kastwood for 'the cricket week.

E Y ah 1 -

*If the chap wha said ¢
. said Wally,

The invitation was not aceepted.
h," apparently did not wish to bo
or. The fags move
j D’Arc
and th
ounger brother.
“P'm weally vewy much eoncerned:
émg;tked. “We must work it

yah’ will come out, T'Il tall to

The: chap who azid
tatked to by D’Arey
d off, and Wally was left alone with
y glanced after them loftily through his
en hiz glance returned.to his hopeful

about this, Wally,” he
if we can. » gevernagh
'i‘he governor’s "playéd,i it

rather low down Q;g‘ me,” said

ke slammed the door, threw dove the Rettle, and

“Ob, he’ll furn up all pight > = = -
Hallo, here’s the, giddy Aahrey! said Jameses,
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Wally.. “He mright have made it a point with the Head
that I was to go.” : -
Arthur Awgastus sheok his héad. - S
- “Impgss, deah boy. He was bound to leave it to the
Head. It depends om the weport of the Formeimastab,”
- “Selby always slates me”
¢ Your mmst be vewy careful with Selby.’
“ Not musch = = .
“ You mst be vewy carefal with the othah mastahs.”
(24 H’m‘ I’" 5 =
¥ Alse with
- “Abeom! : o
“H’s only by keepin’ on your best behaviour that you'll
hawe = chance  at all, Wally. It’s wathah unforfunate that
Feu've just had tweuble with Kildare” - :
‘Wally rubbed his hand remimiscently. :
““Yes, rather; he hurts when ke lags it oun.” . e
“I mean, it wathab spoils your start a3 & good
chawactah.” - -
“Oh, thai’s all right! Kildare always forgets a chap
after he’s licked him. FHe’s net a werm Iike Knox, for

the pwefects, émd the seniabs genewally.””
i % = i

2y

instance, always keeping it up sgainst a chap’” ;

¢ Now, will you twy to be good, Wally, and get some

iden. opintens? And I will do what T can with the Head,
~ As for the governah, he’s willin’ for you tc eome home -if
 the Head eares to let you go.” - :
- “¥ou ommy Best behaviour already,” said Wally, “Dve
been keeping these chaps quiet. There hasa’t be’m ‘half the
usual row in the reem this evening.” ¥
- *Vewy good I : :
“IE ghere’s much peise, I'm going to fight the chap who
starts it. That’s understood. Now, if I—

“Pai Jove, what'’s that?”

The door was flung suddenly open, and an excited fag
put his head in. -

“Wally ! Where’s young D’Arey 7 | —

“Here I am !” said Wally. ¢ Who ars you calling young
D*Arcy 77 ‘ .

“1 say, it's Pengo!”’

“Ponge I’”

“Yes, Ponge

“Have you found him?”

“Found him? No! He's found Heorr Schneider !

“What?”

““He's in Schneider’s roon, and—-"

“My hat !”

“ Bchneider’s yelling like ene o’clock,” grinned the fag.
“He’s in an awiul rage! He found Pongo eating his
supper, which bad been laid in his room because he’s zot a
cold, you knew.” :

“ Phew ! - S

“I fancy he’ll smash Pongo I**

“Will he?” roared Wally.

And he dashed from the room.

“ Wally " shouted Arthur Augustus— Waly !

But the secamp of the Fhird did not hear, or heed, at all
events. o :

He rushed away, with /a troop of fags at his hoels, in the
directon of the German master’s room. - :

“Bai Jove,” murmured Arthur Augustus, ¢ what wotten
luck! That besstly mongwel will speil evewythin’—just
when Waily was going to be good. Bai Jove!”

Wally ‘had already forgotten that he was going to be
good. He was thinking only of Pongo at that moment.

There was the sound of an uproar in Herr Schneider’s
room.

The door was wids open, and a group of fellows stood in
the passage, staring in, and chuekling..

The scene within was surious.

On the table lay the remains of Herr Schneider’s supper,
mostly dragged off the plate and distributed over the eloth.

Herr Schneider, with a face red with 1age, was grasping
an umbrella, and trying to get at Pongo. Ponge was deter-
mined not to be got at. He was dedging round the table,
and the stout Herr pursued him breathlessly.

““ Mein Gott!”? gasped Herr Schneider. “It is tat mein
supper have been eaten mit te dog after mit itself, ain’t it?
I smashes tat tog!” Sy ;

“Here, lemme through!” muttered Wally.

“Who are you shoving, young D’Arcy?’”

‘““Lemme get in! That’s my dog!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Wally elbowed his way to the open deoorway.

Pongo was chasing wildly round the roow, esaping the
swipes of the Herr's umbrella by a series of miracles. ‘
Every now and then he made a rush for the door, but: the
crowd there would not let him pass. They were enjoying
the scene too much. The sight of the fat German gehtlerman
taking so much unaccustomed exercise was very enter-
taining. ey o e
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“ Qo it, sir!” said Gore. * You nearly had him that
‘time, sir!”

“ Ach! Don’t let tat tog get avay, ain’t it2”

“We won’t let him pass!”’ :
¢ Not much, sir.”

“He has eaten mein supper mit bimseif. It is tat I
smashes him, ain’t it? I kills tat peastly tog pefore I

“Go it, sir !’

““Ha, ha, hal”

The Herr was wildly excited, too much excited to realise
what an absurd figure he was making. He made another
breathless rush after the lively mongrel, and Pongo whipped
out of the way just in time :

Swipe, went the umbrella, and there was a crash.

Herr Schneider had missed Pongo, but he had caught a
vase on the mantelpicce, and it came down in a hundred
pieces.

“Bravo !’ roared Kerruish.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Herr gasped for breath.

“Ach! Mein Himmel !’

“Make way, you bounders!” grunted Wally.

. “Keep back!” :

“Sha'n’t 1

Wally’s elbows forced the crowd in the doorway to open.
Pongo saw his opportunity, and whisked out through the
struggling legs, and dashed along the passage. Herr
Schneider gave a yell.

“Ach! It is tat he gets avay

“He’s gone, sir !”’ :
¢ Ach! Tat is D’Arcy minor! D’Arcy minor, tat you
gomes in here !”’

Wally unwillingly entered the room. He would gladly
have followed Pongo at top speed down the passage; but
the Herr's eye was upon him. .

He assumed the meekest possible expression as he stepped
into the room.

Herr Schneider adjusted his spectacles, mopped his. per-
spiring brow, and fixed a stern glance upon the scamp of
the Third.

“]’Arcy minor, tat is your tog?”’

“VYe-e-es, sir!”’

“ e has eaten my supper, ain’t it?”
“He—he’s fond of good food, sir.
would be bound to have = nice supper, sir,

Wally.

“TFat tog is not allowed in te house, ain’t 167’

“Well, sir—"

 But you have him in te house.”

“He got loose, sir.”

“ But you have him in te house before tat he got lcose.”

“ Well, yes, sir!”

“You have proke te rules, D’Arcy minor.”

“If you please, sit——""

“ Also and too you have caused to be proke mein vase,
and to be eaten mit itself mein supper before,” said the
Herr. “I tink tat I sends you to te Head to be caned,
ain’t it.”

Wally gave a gasp of dismay.

To be sent in to the Head then to be caned would be
ruin to his plans for getting extra leave by good behaviour,

. and impressing upon Dr. Holmes what a nice, well-behaved
boy he was. :

¥ Oh, sir!” murmured Wally.

The German-master smiled grimly.

Tt is too late for tat you go to-bodder te Head to-night,”’
he said. ““ But you goes in at first ting after te prayers in
te morning, ain’t it, and you haves te cane mit yourself.”’
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He—he knew -you
” murmured

“Oh, sir! I—I'd rather you caned me, sir I’ faltered
Wally. :

“You goes to te Head in te morning,” said Herr
Schneider. “‘I gifs you a note. You leave mein room now,
you pad poy.”’

“But, sir—"’

“Tat you goes at oncel”

£ But__Y)

The German-master made a step towards Wally, and the
hero of the Third quitted the room in rather a hurried
manner. It was not often that Wally was dismayed ; but his
face was very grim now as he went to look for Pongo. With
the best intentions in the world, he was having the cruellest
kind of luck.

CHAPTER 13.
What’s the Row?

*ARCY minor returned to the Third Form-room with
a clouded brow. :

: His good intentions were panning out so badly
that he had an excuse for feeling annoyed. He passed a
group of Fourth-Formers in the passage, and they were
chatting cheerily over the prospects of the morrow.

£
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“ We get the three-thirty train frem Rylcombe,” said Jack
Blake. ‘ We shall be free after morning lessons. How
ripping |’ . s

“Gorgeous ! said Herries.

“ Faith, and I wish I were comin’ wid ye,” said Reilly.

“ Never mind; you shall help us pack,” Digby observed. .

Whereat Reilly snorted, and walked on. Apparently the
privilege of helping the cricketers to pack was not ‘much
of a consolation to him. o

71 wish I could take all the chaps, bai Jove!” Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy remarked. “ As a mattah of fact, I don’t
suppose I shall be able to take my minah.” -

“ Well, that’s rough on Wally,” said Blake. “But it’s
soft on us.” !

“Ha, ha, ha ! :

“&till, I'd be glad for him to come,” said Blake mag+
nanimously. “‘He never does understand his place as a
Third Form fag; but we’d keep him in order.” .

“Yaas, I should insist upon his keepin’ i
T'm afwaid it will be no go for poor old W .
D’Arcy, with a shake of the head. ‘‘He was goin’ to bi
good, and he’s alweady been licked by Kildare, and is in
a wow with Schneidah ovah Pongo.” .

“ Just Wally’s luck.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” =

“T'm jolly well going, all the same!” broke in Wally
truculently. -

“«“Bai Jove! Here he is! How did you get on with

Schneidah, deah boy?” .

Wally snorted. -

“T'm to go in to the Head after prayers in the morn}ng.”

“Gweat Scott!” : b -

“That settles it !’ said Blake. : :

“ Yaas, wathah !”

“Rats I’ retorted Wally. “Gussy can see the Head
before I get my licking. If Dr. Holmes consents to my
going, he can’t take it back because he’s got to lick me
before 1 start.”

“Yaas, but 2

“You ought to see him about it to-night, Gus.”

« Moo late, deah boy. I can’t disturb the Head in the
bosom of his family.” :

“ First thing in the morning, then, before I'm licked.”

“ Vewy well, but I'm afwaid it won’t be much use.”

“Use or not, I'm coming,” said Wally, with a sniff.

“Vou can’t come without permish., deah boy.”

“T shall be sorry to do a bunk——"

“ What a howwibly slangay expwession !’ ‘

“ Well, a bolt; then; but I shall if you don’t work it with
the Head. It’s up to you to manage it for me.”

“ Weally, Wally——" :

But Wally was gone on his way, whistling.
Augustus looked worried. o
““Bai Jove, we must manage it somehow I he exclaimed.
¢ Blessed if I know how, though. Let’s go and consult
Tom Mewwy !’ -

“ Oh, all right!”

The Terrible Three had gone to their study after the en
of the three aside game of chess in the common-room. 1
clash of wooden foils as the chums of the Fourth approached.
told that they were busy, putting in some extra exercis
before bedtime. . oy

Arthar Augustus tapped on the door, and opened it.

< A hit!” exclaimed Manners. ‘‘I had you there I’”

“ A very palpable hit!” grinned Lowther.

Té6m Merry rubbed his chest. -

¢ Yes, you ass, you've nearly punctured me ! Hallo! Wha
do you kids want?”’ :

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—" : -

«T,ike 2 round with the foils?’ asked Tom Merry cheer
fully. “I believe . I could get your eyeglass every time
Gussy !’ .

“T want to consult you chaps,” said D’Arcy, with dignity.

“(Go ahead; consultations free!’ said Tom Merry. =

“Pway don’t be an ass! This is how the mattah stand

Arthur

“ Does it really ?”’ asked Tom Merry, gazing at the swi
of the Fourth, who was standing in his usual eleza
attitude.  ““Glentlemen, look at Gussy! That is how th
matter stands.” -

“Ha, ha, ha!” -

«T wish youzvould be sewious. My minah wants to com
down to Eastwood for the owicket week, and it’s wathah -wuff
that he shouldn’t. He’s in twouble as usual with neahl
evewyboday, and we must manage it somehow for him.”’

Tom Merry wrinkled his brows thoughtfully.

“ Well, we ought to be able to work it between us,” h
remarked. ‘‘ As you’re taking ten chaps, I don’t see wh
you shouldn’t take eleven.” S
~ ““The friend or two can be stretched indefinitely,” 1
marked Lowther. ; -
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{Ha, ha, ha!”

ent on Lowther, I should suggest hiding him in Gussy’s
hat-box:” : : :

“ Weally, Lowthah—"’

£ Or if the hat-box isn’t large enough, in an extra trunk.
ssy ‘will, of course, take twenty trunks. Why not take

*You uttah ass——

_“Or disguise him as a clean, respectable junior I ex-
claimed Manners, as if with a burst of inspiration. . ‘‘ No
ne would recognise him, and we could whisk him eouf of the
school —"

“ Weally, Mannahs—" .

“©r suppose we—— Hallo! What’s that row?”

- Tom Merry looked out of the open -door.

A terrific uproar made itself heard from the distance.
The juniors looked astonished.

Uproars frequently occurred at St. Jim’s, but this was a
tremendous one, and it was very near bedtime, too, and the
Alouse was generally quiet at that hour.

“ What on earth Is it?” exclaimed Blake.

“Can’t be a New House raid.” ;

- ““Oh, no; the Houses are closed, and Figgins & Co.
ouldn’t get in. Besides, they wouldn’t make a row like
hat, I suppose.”

- ““Then what—'
“Let’s go and see.”

< (Lood egg 1. ;

The juniors hurried down the passage towards the stairs.
‘The disturbance grew more audible as they proeeeded.
D*Arcy nitered a sudden exclamation of dismay.

“ Wally again!” : -

“What 1”

»

Can’t _you hear, deah boys? groaned
Augustus. “It’s a wow in the Third Form
uartahs I -
And it wasl

CHAPTER 124.
The Revolt of the Third,

ALLY had entered the Third Form-room with. a
frowning brow; but he had found litile sympathy
= among his Form-fellows.
Usnally monarch of all he surveyed in the Form-room, and
-great chief among the inkyfingered fags, Wally was a
ittle ““off his perch” at present.
- Jameson and Gibson openly declared that it was like his
heek to think of going down to Eastwood for the cricket
eck when the other fellows couldn’t go. :
Wally had promised to work it for them, too, if he could ;
ut if he couldn’t, what was the use of his missing the
ricket week himself ?
But Jameson had refused to listen to reason.
The other fellows, too, were a little sore. Wally, in his
etermination to he good, had instituted a new orderliness in
e Form-room.
A guileless stranger entering the Third-Form room at
ny period during that evening, would not have suspected
. He would have thought
t very noisy indeed. But if he had been in the habit of
ooking in every evening, he would have observed that there
as less noise on this particular evening.
Wally was determined that there should be no complaints
n that score, at all events. Prefects should have no excuse
or roaring down the passage, and masters should not bo
aused to tap on the door and admonish the juniors.
Wally was on his best behaviour!
‘Now, Wally might be on his best behaviour with good
eason, because there was a cricket week at stake; but the
est of the Form had nothing at stake, and they naturally
ery sttongly resented having to be on their best behaviour
n Wally’s a:ccount—especiaﬁy as Wally was generally the
stest seamp among them all. :
So mutiny was simmering in the Third Form-room.
When Wally came in with his frowning brow, his frown

id not intimidate the fags, who had been talking together
1 whispers, and had deeided upon a plan of action. :
Jameson and Gibson, instead of backing up Wally as
sual, had assumed a position of lofty neutrality. '

8 soon as Wally came in, Stokes and "Garnett seized
ld of a form, and heaved it over on the floor with a mighty
Wally jumped. z
*“You noisy asses!” he exclaimed.

Yah!”

 What 1"

“¥Yah!”?

ally stood almost petrified.
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“Stop that!”

LIf it’s a question of sniﬁggli}xg him out of the 's’cﬁool,"

twenty oné insiead, and shove Wally into the twenty-first.”’
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. Never since he had arrived at St. Jim’s, and wen the
respect of the Third Form by fighting in rapid succession
every fag who could put up his hands, had he been treated
with such derision. : 3

*“ What {”” he roared.
- “Yah!¥

“ Go and eat coke!”

“ Booh I’

Crash | : :

Angther form went crashing on the floor. Af the same
time Janes and Dedsen seized the poker and tongs, and com-
menced a hammering on the fender, which might haye
awakened the Seven %leepers themselves. . <

Bang, bang!

Crash !

Boolllrn' Bang!h Crash!

Wally stopped his ears.

“Yo):x du%)ers 1’ he roared. *‘ Stop that racket! I told
you to be extra quiet this evening !”’

(23 Yah !7) S

“ And it’s nearly bedtime!”

LNl

“ Rats !’

“T'll Lick
Wally.
(187 ah !’1 i

D’Arcy minor turned upon Jameseon and Gibsan, who were
grinning.

“You rotters!” he yelled.

Jameson gave a shrug. . :

“ We're not in it,”’ he said. ‘° We'rs doing nothing, . Bub
it’s funny. Ha, ha, ha!” :

“ Ha, ba, ha!” echoed Gibson. * I’y funny!”

¢ Back me up, and Pl jolly scon stop them

¢ Bosh

¢ Rubbish I’ :

Wally stared at them.

““ You worms!” he exclaimed. * You blessod worms! Do
you mean to say you're not going to back me up??

 Why shouldn’t the chaps amuse themselves, if they like?”
yawned Jameson. I don’t see any objection to it.”

“ Not a bit,”’ said Curly Gibson.

* You chumps! We shall have the masters here soon.”

““ Well, let ’em come.”

“ Let *em all come.””

“ We shall all get gated, and I sha’n’t have a look in for
an_extra exeat!” yelled Wally.

 Blessed if I cara!”

 Don’t see why you should have an exeat.”

Wally wasted no more time in words

Jameson and Gibson had evidently got their backs up, and
there/was no help to be expected from them. Buat Wally
was not timid. He jumped on a form.

¢ Chaps, stop that row "’ he shouted.

“ ¥Yah!” yelled the Third Form.

Crash!

Clatter! Bang!

* If you don’t shut up 'l start on you!’ roared Wally.

There was a yell of laughter. :

Wally could certainly account with ease for any single

you all round if you don’t shut up!” reared

“ You're in this!”

fellow in the Form, and ITerhaps for almost any two of them;

€

but the idea of even Wally
once was comic.

But Wally was in deadly earnest.

“ Will you chuck it?” he roared.

“ Vah I -

That was the only reply he could, get from the Third Forpm.
It wasn’t a particularly intelligible one, but it was emphatic,
and it fully conveyed the meaning of the excited fags. They
dida’t mean to ‘‘ chuck it.” : -

Wally jumped down, and rushed up to Stokes, who was
wielding the tongs upon the fender with tremendous effect.

He got one arm round Stokes’s neck, and began to pommel
him. Stokes, finding his head in chancery, dropped the tongs
and yelled for help. . i =

In a moment the fags were piling on Wally.

He had to release Stokes to defend himself. Stokes stag-
gered away with his nose streaming red. Wally fought like
a Trojan. But he was overwhelmed by numbers, and
hurled to the floor, and a dozen triumphant fags sat on him,
and kept him there. .

Wally struggled and gasped in vain under the weight of
the victors. :

¢ Lemme gerrup!”’ he gasped.

“Yah !’ Sl

‘“ Keep it up, you chaps!’ gasped Dodson.

Crash! Bang! Bump! Thud! Clatter!

The uproar was terrific. i |

The fags had meant to assert their mdependence, and to
prove to Wally that they could do as they liked; but in their -

¢ starting upon ”’ thirty fellows af

“I—T1 lick you all 1

£ Go it

exciternent they were probably overdoing it 2 little. -
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They had fully expected a prefect to give them a look-in,
but they had not intended to alarm the whole House. But
in_their excitement they were quite carried away.

The Form-room door was suddenly thrown open, and M.
Railton strode in. -

he House-master was frowning darkly.

* Cease this disturbance instantly P’ he cried.

*“ My hat!’ murmured Jameson. *‘ It's Railton!”

* There’ll be a row now I’

““ Yes, rather!” -

The uproar ceased as if by magic.

Mr. Railton’s voice was one to carry obedience with it.

- The fags piled off Wally, and the scamp of the Third sat on
the floor, very dusty and bewildered and dishevelled. :

Mr. Railton glanced at him sternly.

*“ Ah, it is you, D’Arcy minor !”’

* Ye-e-e-es, sir!” gasped Wally.

‘: g}(l)u jare the centse of disturbance, as usual.”?

‘ P

“It is disgraceful!”’ said Mr. Railton.
bave been making is simply disgraceful.
heard it. I am ashamed of you.”

The fags looked sheepish.

* Hvery one of you will stay in for the next half holiday,”
resumed the House-master. ‘I will speak to Mr. Selby.
And you, D’Arcy minor, will report yourself to the Head
immediately after prayers to-morroew morning.”

“ Oh, sir!”’ . .

*“ I trust this Jesson will not be lost upon you.”

“ Oh, sir!” '

My, Railton strode from the room. In the disordered
guarters of the Third Form a pin might have been heard to

rop. -

“ My hat!” murmured Stokes at last. *‘ Railton’s got his
back up!”’ :

 Gated for the next half I’ grumbled Dodson.

“‘ Well, the rag was worth it !

“ And Wally's going to be licked.”

- “Poor old Wally!”
~ Wally snorted.

_““ You blessed duffers!” he said. * You see what you've
done! Serves you all jolly well right. Bah 1’

And Wally stamped out of the room. He stamped into
the midst of Tom Merry & Co., who were among the crowd
who had come to see what the disturbanece was about,

CHAPTER 15.
Dighy’s Idea.
DHQOM MERRY caught the hero of the Third by the

¢ The noige iyou
The Head has

shoulder. Wally looked at him grimly. His clothes

= _were untidy, half the buttons gone off his waistcoat,

his collar torn out, his hair like a mop. A stranger would

never have taken him at that moment for a brother of the
elegant Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

“ Well, you look a sight; young ’un!”’ said Tom Merry,
langhing. ' =

Wally growled. :

“1It’s all the fault of those duffers.”

“ But what was the row about?”?

" “ A blessed mutiny. 1 was keeping extra order—

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘* There’s nothing to cackle at.
quiet—-""

*“ Ha, ha, ha !’ roared the juniors.

“ Oh, cheese it! I was keeping them on their best be-
haviour, and they cut up rusty. That's all. Now they’re
all gated for the next half, and serve lem right.”

‘“ And you?”

“Oh, Pm gated, too; but as I'm going to Eastwood for
the cricket week it won’t hurt me,”’ said Wally.

Tom Merry laughed.

** Locks to me as if you’re not going,”’ he remarked.

“Oh, I'm going! T’ve got to turn up in the Head’s study,
too, after prayers in the morning,” said Wally, with a
grimace.

“ Bai Jove!
Schneidah, Wally 1’

The hero of the Third chuckled softly.

** Yes; I shall kill two birds with one stone, see? I sha’n’t
mention who sent me, and the same licking will do for both.”’

‘“ Bai Jove !” .

e

essed 1 think it’s any good trying to be on one’s
best behaviour!” growled VVa,lIy.g “It goesgn’t seem to hav;

I was keeping the Form
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You've got to do that alweady for’ Herr

One Penny,
improved matters much. You'd better think of something
else, Gus,”

“ Weally, Wally—>’ :

“I've got an 1idea,” said Digby, who had been looking
thoughtful.  “ You're out with Railton and Schneider and
Kildare and the Head, but if Selby spoke up foriyou, it
might be worked yet i - : ‘ =

‘* Selby’s least likely of all.”

“ Not if you work it properly.
wheeze.” - -

“ Go it,” said Wally, not very hopefully. .

‘‘Shove on the best behaviour thick with Selby—econcen:
trate on him, you see. Take him a bunch of flowers in the
morning, to put in his study, and that sort of thing. Say
good-night to him nicely when you meet him, and—and ask =
after his cough. He thinks he’s got a cough.” -

Wally wrinkled his brows thoughtfully. :

* Well, there might be something in that,”’ he admitted.
& Pve never tried the soft sawder dodze with Selby. I don’t
know how it would work.”. s

“ Well, try it!”

** Yaas, wathah! Tt couldn’t dé any harm, Wally.”

Wally nodded. |

*“ Well, T'll try it,”” he said. * I can buzz off some flowers
out of the Head’s garden in the morning, and try.

*“ Mind you don’t get caught in the Head’s garden, then.”

¢ Oh, that’s all right!” ’

And Wally went up to the Third-Form dormitory. It was
close on bedtime for the Third Form, and before Wally
had finished putting himself to rights, the Form came up to
bed. Although they had been gated for a half-holiday, most
of the Third lcoked cheerful enough. Most of them con-
sidered that such a gorgeous rag was worth the gating. -

Jameson and Gibson were a little repentant now, but Wally
would not look at them. He undressed and went to bed
without a word. : S

‘I say, Wally !’ sang out Jameson, after lights out.

No reply.

““ Wally old chap!”’

Silence.

¢ Hang it, Wally, you're not ratty, are you?”’

“ No,”” growled Wally, *“ ’'m not ratty; but I want to go
to sleep. Shut up!”’ '

“T'm sorry—"

¢ All right; dry up!” -

“ I’m sorry yow're going to be licked.”

¢ Never mind ; let’s go to sleep.”

S %es bt 2

“My only Aunt Jane!
Jameson ?”” exclaimed Wally exasperated.
understand it’s past bedtime 27

““ Look here!”

“Rats!”

“J want to say——’

“ Well, don’t.”

(13 But___Y’

“Ring off I

¢ Look here, Wally——""

Wally snered. . )

Jameson gave it up. There was evidently nothing to be
got out of D’Arcy minor in his present temper. :

¢ Cheese it, old chap,” said Curly Gibson. “ He’ll be all
right in the morning.” o

And the Third Form went to sleep. ,

Tom Merry & Co. went to bed shortly afterwards. They
were in very cheerful spirits about the morrow, and the
cricket-week to follow. _

The prospect of a week away from school, with cricket and
a house-party thrown in, was extremely exhilarating.

At the same time, they felt concerned for Wally. .
As D’Arcy’s brother, they felt that he had a sort of right
to go. At the sanie time, they felt that Lord Eastwood had
acted with proper delicacy in not making a peint of it. A
Wally’s general behaviour did not justify the Head in giving

him that holiday, it would hardly be form for the earl to
use his influence in Wally’s favour. But the juniors felt that
it was hard. The scamp of the Third had tried to be good,
but he was new to it, and it had not been a success. His
efforts had really deserved better results. -

As a matter of fact, whatever chance Wally had had of
getting leave had probably been spoiled for good by the
fate happenings. - :

Tom Merry went to sleep, and dreamed of a cricket-match
at Hastwood House, in which Lord Eastwood had asked him
personally to play, and in which he was knocking up a
century against the bowling of a M.C.C. champion.

]I;?;rom the delightful dream he was awakened by the rising-

ell.
Clang ! Clang!

Tom Merry sat up in bed. :
. . Toe Geu Liorary.—No, 123,

I tell you I’ve got & -

Are you going to talk all night,
“Can’t you -
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The bright rays of the summer sun were streaming in at
e windows. It was going to be a fine day. !
~_Tom Merry jumped out of bed, and went to the window.
The quadrangle looked very fresh and green in the morning
sun.  Tom Merry thought of Eastwood House, with its
cented woods and rolling park-land. The weather was in-
iriting, and gave promise of a splendid day. .
Suddenly, as he was about to turn from the window, he
ught sight of three forms moving in the quadrangle.

He stared at them hard. : =

It was an early hour for juniors to be abroad, and he saw
fhat they were juniors, though they were too far off for him
to recognise them. They must have been up before rising-
bell—a most remarkable thing for the fags, : ;

“My hat!” murmured Tom Merry, as the identity of one
at least of the trio dawned upon him. *It’s D’Arcy minor !
He's going to carry out Dig’s idea.”

“And Tom Merry smiled. Dighy’s idea was a good one, per-
#aps; but Tom had a suspicion that in D’Arey minor’s hands
('tihe.'c::\irryingf out would probably leave something to be

esired.

CBAPTER 18.
. Early Risers.
KSOM MERRY was quite right; it was D’Arcy minor
{l who was abroad in the quad. at that early hour.
. IPArcy minor was awake, and out of bed, a quarter
of an hour before the rising-bell commenced to clang forth
its summons. Wally believed in striking the iron while it
was hot. ‘ i .
_ He had thought a good deal over Dighy’s idea before going

to gleep the previous evening, and he had decided that it
was a good one. He had never tried the effect of what be
called ‘““soft sawder? upon his Form-master, and there was
‘no reason why it shouldn’t answer. If it did, he was all
right; if it didn’, he was no worse off than before, so it
- was worth putting to the test. He realised that in moving

Mr. Selby lay his last hope. - :

Jameson woke up while Wally was dressing. He could
hardly help doing se, for' Wally sat on his bed to put his
‘boots on—sitting down rather heavily upon Jameson’s legs.
Jameson sat up with a startled grunt.

“Oh! 1Is that you, Wally ?”

- “Don’t you know me by sight yet?”’ asked Wally
pleasantly. :

- “Gerroff my legs, then !
¢ I'm putting my boots on.”

“Yook here—"
- *“0h, go to sleep I’

Jameson jerked his legs violently away.
¢ Where are you going ?”’ he asked. .
“vout !)’-
“ What for?” .
¢ Not to ask questions.” e
~ “Ob, look here!” said Jameson pacifically. “ Don’t bear
malice, old chap! You made us all rather wild last night,
ou know, you were so blessed cocky. If it’s a wheeze, I’'m
~willing to get up and help you.”

“Wally considered. Certainly he could carry out his plan
more easily with assistance, and besides, as a matter of fact,
_he never did bear grudges. So he decided to forgive
Jameson.
¢ Well, get up, then,” he said. ;

. “Me, t00?” asked Curly Gibson sleepily, from his bed.
£ You, too, if you like.”

The three juniors were soon dressed. Wally led the way
ut of the dormitory, and in a minute more they were in the
resh air of the quadrangle. '

“ What’s the dodge?” asked Gibson, who had controlled
18 curiosity up to that point. -
¢ We're going to the Head’s garden.”
“ Phew [ - .

It will be all right,” said Wally.
there at this time in the morning. There goes the rising-
bell; Taggles is busy with that, and there’s no one else up.
¥e shall raid the garden as easy as rolling off a form.”

* What the dickens do we want to raid the garden for?”
emanded Jameson mystified. = -
““What do you generally raid a garden for?”’ demanced
Wally, in his turn. = ;

Jameson scratched his nose thonghtfully,
- “To get out and break bounds,” he said. * That’s what
ve gencrally get into the Head’s garden for. But =2

‘v{ys}zutvsurely we don’t want to break bounds now,” said

“There's nobody

€< A:S.l”

“Well, what are you going into the garden for?”

¢ Flowers.” -

“ What ?” ; :

Tur Gem Lisrary.—No. 123.
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“Flowers! FLOWERS” said -Wally pleasantly.
= T‘}ilat spel,ls flowers. Flowers are things that grow in a
garden——

“Oh, don’t rot! What the dickens do you want fowers

“for?” asked Jameson, who would have been no more

astonished if Wally had said that he had got up early to do
an extra lesson before classes. . -

“To present to Mr. Selby.”

(13 Eh ?7’

“He’s fond of flowers. I'm going to give him a bouquet.”

“Oh, he’s mad!” said Jameson resignedly. “Mad as a
hatter I’ -

“1 know what I'm doing,” said Wally. :

“You're sucking up to a master, that’s what you're
doing,” said Jameson fiercely. I never thought it of you,
D’Arcy minor. I never thought T should see you—""

‘“ Behaving decently ?”’ said Wally.  Wel, naturally you
wouldfl”t expect anything of that sort from.a friend of
yours. :

“ Look here—-"

“I’'m going to get Selby fo speak a word to the Head for
me if I ean,” explained Wally. * You know, music hath
charms to soothe the savage breast, and flowers may have
the same effect. You can tame almost any wild beast by
feeding him, so why shouldn’t you make a little present to a
Form-master 2" =

Jameson chuckled. It struck him that Mr. Selby would
not have been flattered by the comparison if he could have
heard it. :

“I'm going to rig up a beautiful bouguot, and slam them
into a vase or something, and stick ’em on Selby’s desk,”
said Wally, with a grin. “ When he looks pleased, and asks
who’s been so thoughtful this morning, I shall rise up in my
place and say—""

“ My hat !” .

“Ass! T shall say, ‘Please, sir, I thought you might like
some flowers.’ If that doesn’t touch Selby’s heart, I’'m quite
off-side, and T shall have to try something else. Of course,
a lot depends on what he’s had for breakfast. If the bacon’s
tough, he will be ratty, and it mayn’t work. Still, it will
soften him a bit, anyway, and make a beginning. In a
Goed-Georgie book he would shed tears on his waistcoat and
grasp my hand, or pat me on the head, but, of course, you
can’t expect anything of that sort from Selby, He never
plays the game.”

The fags had reached the gate of the Head’s private garden
by this time. )

That garden was sacred to the masters and the prefects of
St Jim’s, though members of the Sixth were generally
allowed to walk thers, in an awfully select manner; much
envied by fellows in the lower Forms.

The garden was the pride of the head gardener’s heart,
too, and there was ample room for Wally to make his
selection. ! .

Amid such profusion, a single bouquet, however large, weas
not likely to be missed. And at that time in the morning
there was no one to spot the raiders.

“You stay here and keep watch, Curly,” said Wally.
¢ Jameson can come and help me.” =~

“ Right you are,” said Gibson.

He leaned on the gate, and Wally and Jameson clambered
over it, and dropped into the garden. Tt looked very quiet
and deserted under the rising sun,

* Whistle if you hear anybody,” said Wally.

“Right-ho I”’

And the raiders plunged into the shrubberies.

“ What sort of things are you going to take?” asked
Jameson. — .

“Roses,” said Wally. “They smell nice, and make a good
show, and there are heaps of them here, too, and they won'’t
be missed.”

‘‘ Here’s a tree.” =

“Good . We'll have some of that lot.” = .

A rose-tree trailing up the side of a greenhouss was the
first halting-place of the raiders. Wally detached soversl
big white roses. :

*“ They’ll come out beautifully in water,” he remarked.
£ We must have some red ones, too. Here’s another lot.”

Wally reached down more roses. One, just out of his
reach, was a really beautiful specimen, and Wally tried
twice to grab at it. But it nodded beyond his fingers.

“Give us a bunk up, Jim. I must have that one.”

“Take one of the others—" :

“0Oh, don’t jaw " : an :

Jameson grunted, and made a back, and Wally clambered
on it. He reached up at the rose, and grasped it, and
detached it. Jameson gave a sudden start as the sound of a
whisile rang from the direction of the gate. i

% Look outil” yelled Wally. “Vou-ass!” 4
_He rolled off Jameson’s back, clutching wildly at the rose-
tree to save himself. He tore his skin on thorns, and the
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“Fll add a little to the confusion,” said Jack Rhodes, taking Dudley’s boot and smashing every
inch of glass in the window. * The firemen ought to hear that, anyhow.”

(This picture illustrates an exctting incident in * Jack Rhodes’ Progress,” the splendid complete tale by Alfred
Barnard, contained in this week’s issue of «“ The Empire Library.” .

Now on sule.)

last state of that rose-tree was worse than its first,
rolled on the ground.
“ M-my hat "’ gasped Jameson. “Sorry 1
“You chump !
¢ Curly’s whistling !
“ No reason to bump me over if he is!” roared Wally.
“Hush! They’ll hear you ! :
- Wally serambled up. ITe was strengly inclined to commit
assault and battery upon his chum on the spot, but there was
eyidently no time. From the direction of the gate came the
sound of Curly Gibson’s whistle. He was whistling the tune
of “ What’s the Matter With England,” the Territorial song.
“He’s whistling a tune so that they won’t suspect him,”’
whispered Jameson. - : .
Wally was gathering up his fallen roses-
“It’s awfully cute of him,” said Jameson,
“T'm not going to leave the roses.’
“You don’t want to be caught, I suppose?” breathed

Wally

“Come on 1

Jameson, .
‘“ Oh, buzz off 1! 0 .
Jameson started, and Wally quickly followed, with the
bunch of roses in his hand. ey arrived breathless at the
gate, and found Curly Gibson leaning upon it, just as they
bad left him, and whistling away cheerily. .

-they fell upon him.

They tumbled over the gate in such a hurry that Wally
dropped several roses, and Jameson fell with a bump and
a grunt. L :

“ Buck up !’ mutterea: vally,

Gibson left off whistling. 7

“ Anything wrong?”’ he asked hurriedly, * Gardener
after you?” =

‘ What I’?

‘“ Have they seen you?’?

“ Not that I know of.
alarm 7

Curly Gibson looked astonished. ° -

“Oh, no,” he said; “I was just whistling a tune to pas
away the time. I shouldn’t have whistled & tune to warn
you. - .

Wally and Jameson glared at him. They had had thei
fright for nothing. They stared at Curly; and then, obey
ing a common impulse, and without stopping to consult,

Didn’t you whistle to give the

. Two minutes later they walked away, leaving Carly a
hopeless wreck on the ground, gasping for breath, and
wondering whether an earthquake had h ppened. .

- s -Tur Geu LiBriw




CHAPTER 17.
Wally is a Little Too Clever.

OM MERRY & CO. met Wally and Jameson as they
re-entered the Schooi House.  Wally had something
wrapped in a newspaper in his hand, and Tom Merry

looked at it curiously. . :

¢ What have you got there?”’ he asked.

Wally grinned, and cautiously opened a corner of the
- newspaper, and showed a glimpse of beautiful roses.

“Phew! How lovely! Where did you get them ?7”

“ Well, I didn’t gather them on the elms,” said Wally.
 And he passed on with his prize.

““ The young bounder’s been raiding the Head’s garden,
_of course,” said Blake. I suppose it was the only place
to get any decent Howers, when you come to think of it.”

“Bai Jove 1”
¢ There wasn’t time for him to go to the village; and

besides, I don’t suppose he’s flush of tin,”” Tom Merry
remarked. “I only hope he hasn’t left too many traces
behind him in the rose-garden.” :

** Yaas, wathahl T stwongly disappwove of waidin’ the
Head’s garden,” said Arthur Augustus. “1 weally don’t
Jknow whethah T ought to ordah the young wascad to take
them back.” ;

. “He could take a gum-brush, and stick them on the

bushes again,” Monty Lowther suggested.

“““ Weally, Lowthah— "

.. I hope the dodge will work,” said Digby.

idea. But Selby’s a queer fish to get round.”

- “Yaas, wathah! I weally think Wally has more chance

of scorin’ by my puttin’ it tactfully to the Head,” said

Arthur Augustus. ‘“I shall call upon Doctah Holmes imme-

diately after bwekkah.” - :

“ Put it to him as an old sport,” said Blake. ¢ Point out
to him that you know what’s the proper thing to do, and
- he really must trust to your judgment.” .

“‘Pway, don’t wot, deah boy! I was thinkin’ of fillin’ up
the time to bwekkah by packin’ my twunks. Any of you
fellows like to help ?”

“ What offers?” asked Monty Lowther.

here was no offer. D’Arcy turned his eyeglass round
the group, but no one displayed any alacrity to help him
pack his trunks.

* Weally, deah boys— "

“* Suppose you don’t take any trunks?” suggested Blake.
¢ Just put a change of linen and a comb and brush and a
set of pyjamas in your silk hat, and——"

“Pway don’t be an ass!”

“It was my

we're going to stay for a weck. But mine will take five
minutes to pack.” :

‘I shall have to take a considewable numbah of things,”
said Arthur Aungustus thoughtfully. *Of course, it is not
as if T were goin’ anywhah but home. T shall find most of
the’things I need there. One twunk will be sufficient.”’

“Go hon!”
. D’Arcy went away to begin the important work. = The
others went out into the quadrangle, where they found
Figging & Co., also in high spirits, though a little anxious
as to whether the Head would see the matter in a proper
light when he heard how many D’Aroy’s “friend or two”
numbered.

- After breakfast Arthur Augustus contrived to interview
the Head before chapel. Dr. Holmes did not look par-

_ ticularly pleased at being interrupted, but he gave the
junior a kindly nod.

o ! ¥ou have come to teli me the names of the friends
you wish to take with you to Eastwood, 1’Arcy,” he re-
marked. “T am afraid I cannot stop now.”

- ““No, sir; I will—will send in the list, sir,”” said D’Arcy.
“It was another mattah.”

¢ Ahem !”

¢ About my minah, sir.”

- “Your—er—minor.”

_“My youngah bwothah Wally, sir.
like him to come if poss., sir.”’

The Head frowned.

I have not received very favourable reports of D’Arcy
minor lately,” he said. ¢ However, I will speak to his
~ Form-master. If Mr. Seloy sees no objection, I will see

-what can be done for D’Arcy minor.”

_““Thank you, sir!”
And D’Arcy quitted the study.
He had said all that he had to say, and he had received
the answer he expected. . As for trying any persuasion with
the Head, that was out of the question. All depernded upon
the report Mr. Selby made when the doctor spoke to him.

Knowing how the Form-master regarded the scamp of the
Third, D’Arcy was not very hopeful. If Wally succeeded
in making his péace that morning, all would be well, but——

i was a very considerable ‘“but.”

NEXT
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“We shall have to take bags,” said Tom Merry, ¢ a5

NOW ON
ALE.

Wally was waiting in the passage for the swell of B,
im’ e g

5. .

“ Well 2" he demanded laconically. -

¥ The Head is goin’ to speak to Selby, deah boy.”
T thought so.” - _

“It all depends on how Selby puts it.”’

Wally no‘ﬁed. : : :

‘I think I shall be able to work it with Selby,” he said.
“I know he likes flowers, and I’ve got a beautiful bouquet
for him.” )

“Out of the Head’s garden, you young wascal?” :

“You didn’t think I was going to wire to London for
them, did you?” asked Wally aggressively. ‘“I think it's
jolly lucky the Head’s got a garden, if you ask me.”

“ Weally, Wally—" .

“T’ve got a vase from Rushden’s study to put ’em in,”
said Wally.. “You know Rushden’s away to-day. I can
put it back later, barring accidents. It will look jolly, a
vase of roses on old Selby’s desk in the Form room.”

“Yaas, wathah, but—"" .

¢ It’s bound to make a good impression on him.”

“Vaas, but — >

“Oh, don’t croak, Gus! Don’t be a blessed Jonah!”
protested Wally. : :

“I was thinkin’ of your pgoin’ in to the Head aftah
pwayahs, Wally. If he has to cane you this mornin’, that
may spoil the effect of Mr. Selby’s weport, even if he gives
you a good one.” L ;

“I’'m not going in.” ) = o

¢ What " - :

““ Deaf ?’ asked Wally cheerfully. !

“Don’t be a diswespectful young ass, Wally. You must
go in. You’ve been sent in by Mr. Wailton and Herr
Schneidah both.” -

Wally held up his hands, and showed the palms scratched
by the thorns of the roses. They wero stained red, and
D’Arcy uttered an exclamation of horror. :

“Gweat Scott, Wally !”

“T scratched them getting these blessed roses,” explained
Wally; with a chuckle. “I’ve shown ’em to Schneider and
Railton, and asked them if I may go to the.Head later.
See? They can’t cane a chap on a wounded fin.”’ .

¢ Weally, Wally——"" : s

‘“ Mr. Railton’s given me lines to do instead, and Her:
Schneider says I'm to go to the Head after school instead.
He’s a beast. He might as well have given me a German
impot. I shouldn’t have had to do it, as I'm going away.
But you can’t expect these blessed aliens to play the game.
I'm:not going into the Head’s study, you see.”

“Wally! Your hands are in an awful state, deah boy.
You must see a doctah about them.”

“Rats!”

“1I insist upon it, Wally. Why, they are bleeding——’

“Bosh! They're only scratched,” “said Wally. “Can’t
you see they’re touched up ?”’

_“ Touched up?”’ said D’Ardy faintly.

“Yes. I got Kerr to do it for me. You know what a
splendid chap he is at making up. A couple of real seratches
and some spoof.ones, and—"" = v oy

¢ Wally, you are a howwid y

“Go hon!”

“1 wegard you as bein’ an outwageous young wapscallion.
I should not be surpwised, Wally, if you finish your caweer
in the dock.”

“I'm more worried apout the beginning of it Just now,
though,” said Wally cheerfully. “I% all depends on Selby.
I’'m going to be awfully careful with Selby.” i

And Wally walked away whistling,

Arthur Augustus gazed after his hopeful minor with a
very curious expression upon his face. D’Arcy never fully
understood Wally, and the curious developments. of tho
minor’'s character were continually astonishing the major.
If Wally’s good fortune were equal to his resource and his
nerve, he was certain to succeed. . :

“ Bai Jove !” murmured D’Arcy.

He was looking very thoughtful as he joined the Lowor
School going to chapel.

‘“ Well, said Blake, ““is it all right?”’

“I weally don’t know yet, deah boy. T hope so.”

Blake grunted. :

CHAPTER 18,
Mr. Selby Thinks it Incredible.

R. SELBY was a few minutes late for class that
morning. The Third Form were in their places,
! looking as good as gold. They had been “gated
by Mr. Railton, and they knew that their Form-master
would be annoyed at the Hanse-master having interfered.
He would take it as a reflection on his management of his
form. Woe was likely to betide the Third-former who
roused Mr. Selby’s ire that morning. L =
- - Ter Gem Lisrary.—No. 123,
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But if Wally’s plan were suceessful, the Third Form-
master would be propitiated at the start. Wally was arrang-
ing the roses in the vases upon the desk. Rushden’s vase
was a handsome one, and the roses locked very well in it

Wally stepped back to view his handiwork with a satisfied

eye. -

“My only Aunt Jane!” he ejaculated. ‘ Doesn’t it look
ripping I’ . )

“ Jolly ripping!” said Jameson. “Gef into your place,
you ass! Tt’s past time.” & i

“ All right. It does look well!”

“ Selby’s late already.”

Wally went to his place. : - s

From the forms the roses on the master’s desk certainly
looked very nice, and the effect was very pleasant it the
plain and unadorned class-room. .

1f Mr. Selby weren’t pleased with the trouble the juniors
had taken, he must be the grumpiest and most discontented
person possible, and it was no good trying to please him.

So Wally said to himself as he looked at the roses.

The big hand of the clock was crawling on, and still Mr.
Selby did not come. He was five minutes late now.

The Form began to be vaguely alarmed.

Usually, being left to themselves weuld have meant sky-
larking. But Wally had set his face aga‘nst that now; and
besides, the fags felt in no mood for skylarking. They
thonght there was something amiss. : .

- “Railton’s pitching it to Selby about keeping us in better
order, perhaps,” whispered Curly Gibson.

“ Shouldn’t wonder.”

“ He’ll come in as ratty as anything I”” .

“Just my luck!” growled Wally. ¢ Why couldn’t you
blessed hooligans behave yourselves last night?”

“QOh, rats!” : -

“There’s going to be trouble with Selby this morning,”
said Jameson dolefully. “Wish he’d come, and get it
over !’

“ Qh, rather!”

“ He’s six minutes late.” -

“T—T say, it can’t be anything about the raid in the
Head’s garden, can it ?”’ muttered Gibson. * You didn’t do
any damage?”’

“Oh, no! They wouldn’t miss a few roses !’

“But did you damage anything?”’

Wally reflected. He remembered ihe rose-tres he had
grabbed at when he rolled off Jameson’s back. He hadn’t
stopped to look whether it was damaged or not.

But he shook his head.

“No, I’'m sure not. Nothing noticeable. Did we, Jim?”

“7 don’t think so.” :

“It ean’t be that.”

* Besides, that’s no business of Selby’s,” said Wally.
“ He wouldn’t care if all the Head’s rose-trees were pulled
up by the rocits. He’s no gardener. And it’s not his
garden.  Besides, they wouldn’t tell him.  The Head’s
gardener would just tell the Head that soniebody had been
there, that’s all.” :

“H’m, I suppose s0.”’

“Cave! Here he comes

There was a sound in the passage. The juniors sat up
with expressionless faces, motionless as statues. Everyone
was particularly anxious te avoid catching Mr. Selby’s eye
when he entered.

Mr. Selby came in. . -

He gave the Form one glance, and nodded brusquely
in reply to their respectiul greeting, and strode to his desk,
his gown rustling.

“1t’s all up I’ muttered Jameson. *“ Look at his nose !”’

The class’ looked at Mr. Selby’s nose in dismay. That
organ was a danger-signal. When it was very red it showed
that Mr. Selby was suffering from indigestion.  And then

“ the Third-Formers had to walk very warily indeed.

It was very red now! :

Mr. Selby marched up to his desk, and suddenly stopped
and stared as he caught sight of the vase of flowers.

He remained quite motionless for some moments, staring
at the flowers. The juniors could not see his face now, and

Wally’s hopes rose.

“Tt’ll be all right,”” he whispered to Jameson. “He’s
seen the flowers, and he's pleased. It’s a mark of affec-
tionate attention, you know-respect from a pupil to his

: k}nd;,teacher, and all that. He’s going to say something
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nice.” :

- Mr. Selby turned towards the class.
Wally’s Jaw dropped as he.saw his -face.:
Mr. Selby was going to say something; but his expression

showed that, whatever be was going tégsay, it was ncr;)t some-

thing nice. = . s o - - -
¥ My only Aunt Jane!” murmured Wally, in dismay.

He did not know what was wrong. But he could gee il

. :One Pean

something was. His last resource had failed him, and he
was apparently “in” for scmething, too.

“Ineredible I’ =~ : ‘

That was what Mr. Selby said. - -

He said it in a tone that made the class thrill.  Mr. Selby
was celebrated for what the juniors called his “tantrums
But he was evidently in a tantrum now which cast all pre-
vious tantrums into the shade. Sr =

“Incredible ] Absolutely incredible !”?

“ You’ve done it now !” murmured Jameson.

*Oh, shat up !

 Yes, incredible!” said Mr. Selby.,
believe. I doubt the evidence of my eyes.
incredible !’ . '

The class trembled. -

They did not know in the least what Mr. Selby wa
driving at, but they saw that there was a cyclone coming.

“Tf T did not see this,” said Mr. Selby, apparently
making up his mind to accept the evidence of his eyes: afte:
all—“if T did not see it, 1 could not believe it. As an
instance of astounding effrontery, I think it can never hav
been equalled in the history of this or any other school.”’

Dead silence. '

“T have been listening,” said Mr. Selby, “to a complaint
made respecting a i

“71. see ;‘ but I cannot
1 repeat,

boy in this Form. A rose-tree in th
Head’s garden has been wilfully and outrageously damaged
and partially dragged down.. A number of roses have been
removed from it; but it is the damage to the tree that the
gardener has especially complained of.”’ -
“Oh!” murmured Wally. ¢ You chump, Jameson "
“Tt was Gibson’s fault—he whistled.” - -
“The ass!”’ . i
Mzr. Selby took breath. . o o
“This matter would not have come to my natice, probabl
not to my knowledge,” he said, *“but for the act of the boy
concerned in the wilful damage. As soon as the injury to
the rose-tree was known to Mr. Railton, he remembered tha
a junior of this Form had shown him his hands, scratche
by thorns, as an excuse for not taking a caning he bad been
ordered to take from the Head.” .
Wally jumped. : ; .
It was a little point he had overlooked, and another proof
of the well-known statement of the poet, that the best-laid
schemes of mice and men do not always prove to be abso-
lutely reliable. o
“ Mr. Railton at once gave me the name of the junior in_
question,” said Mr. Selby. “I was not surprised, when he
told me that a rese-tree had been wilfully damaged, to learn
that D’Arcy minor’s hands had been scratched by thorns.”
Wally sat silent. :
I came here, however, without expecting to witness thi:
erowning and well-nigh incredible piece of effrontery,’” said
Mr. Selby, with a wave of the hand towards the roses on
the desk. “ That D’Arcy minor should damage the Head’s
rose-tree is no surprise to me. That he should use the resul
of his own recklessness as an excise for escaping a well-
deserved caning, is also not surprising. But that he should
venture upon such a piece of defiant effrontery as putting
the stolen—yes, stolen roses on his Form-master’s desk—that

3
I confess, surprises-me.” :

And Mr. Seiby wound up dramatically.
Wally’s face was a study. S
There was a moment’s silence. Then Mr. Selby's voice
rapped out so suddenly that it made the terrified fags jump.
“PD’Arcy minor!” - - : S
“ Ye-e-es, sir.” =
“ Stand out before the class!”’ . o
Wally slowly left his place. He advanced towards Mr
Selby, the latter keeping an eye on him all the time—an ey
that seemed to pierce like a gimlet. : =
“D’Arcy minor, you placed these roses upon my desk P’
“Ye-es, sir.” : - =
“T1 must conclude, therefore, that you raided the Head’s

garden 7
“ Ye-e-08.” 5
** You damaged the rose-tree 7*’ - ; e
“1 dido’t mean—"" -

“Yes or no?”
“T suppose so, sir. But—"" -
“And you were guilty of the crowning, the ineredible
eslfflrontery, of placing these roses here?’ thundered Mr
elby. S
“1—T thought—I—"’
“TEnough, D’Arcy minor.
“1f you please, sir——"’ ; T
~ “Not a word. Whatever you have to say, you can say te
the Head. 1 leave the matter entirely in his hands,” sai
Mr. Selby. “I oconfess myself incapable of dealin
adequately with such 'an example of juvenile depravity. B
enter the Head’s garden was wrong—but that might
excused as a boyish freak. To take the roses was wrong—
Tae Gem bierary.—Neo. 123
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but I should be willing to believe that you acted thought
.~ lessly. o damage the rose-tree was bad—but I could
believe that it was accidental. e -
- “But to place the roses here, on my desk—to flaunt them,
a3 it were, in the face of your master—that, D’Arcy minor,
shows a depravity of nature which shocks and astonishes
me. 1 can only conclude that your nature has been warped
and poisoned by reading depraved literature for the young—
‘that literature which T am glad to say I have never read,
_or ever seen, but which I have always thoroughly and
- unhesitatingly condemned. Follow me, D’Arcy minor.”
And Mr. Selby rustled from the room.
Wally followed. :
¢ The next time I try to please a Form-master,”’ he mur-
d, “I hope somebody will use my head for a football!
This is a go!”
Two minutes later they were in Dr. Holmes’s study, and
,I"Vi[z‘. dSelby was making the long-looked for report to the
ead.

CHAPTER 19,
Jolly Good!

o HERE'S Wally?”
W Tom Merry asked the question.
5 The Shell and the Fourth Form had come out
after morning lessons, and Tom Mer-y & Co. had gathered
together, in the highest spirits.
. It was a glorious day, and they were to have a glorjous
week, and what more could they desire to make them
happy ? - :
“ Where’s Wally ?”’ .
1 weally don’t knew,” said D’Arcy. ¢ The Third Form
- ?}fﬁ out, but Wally doesn’t appeah to be in the quad. with
~ them.
“T don’t think he’s gone out,” said Kangaroo.
_.‘“ Where is_the young duffer, then?’’
« “I twust he is all wight,” said Arthur Augustus. “I
_ suppose the Head has spoken to Mr. Selby about him by
 this time. If Dig’s ideah worked out all wight, Mr. Selby
has pwobably made a favouwable weport.” y
‘“ We'd better find Wally. It was a good idea, but—""
¢“The idea was all right,”” said Digby. ° But Wally may
have had his usual luck in carrying it cut. Here's young
Jameson. Jameson, where's Wally ?”
“1In the Form-room.”
‘“Bai Joye! What is he doin’ there?”
¢ Rubbing his hands.”
 Wubbin’ his hands! What for?”
¢ Better ask him.” :
_And Jameson went out. D’Arcy turned his monocie on
. his chums in great surprise.
“““I hardly compwehend this,’’ he remarked. ‘““Why on
- earth should Wally stay in the class-woom to wub his hands?
I suppose it’s the scwatehes.”
- “More likely a licking.”
¢ Bai Jove !”
¢ Let’s go and see, anyway.”
Thoy hurried to the Third-Form room.  Sure enough,
Wally was there. He was sitting on a form engaged as
ameson had said, rubbing his hands together slowly and
ruefully. He grunted as he lcoked up st Tom Merry & Co.
£ Licked 7", asked Tom Merry. :
“ Yes,” replied Wally, with equal brevity.
¢ Badly 7’
“Ves.” : ;
- “How did the wheeze work ?”’ asked Digby.
.~ “As well as I could have expected a rotten, Fourth-Form
wheeze to work!” said Wally, rather ungratefully.
“ Bverything’s gone wrong. Selby’s slated me awiully to

-1

“ Phew !’ :

_ “What a .giddy chapter of misfortunes!”” said Monty
Lowther.
~ ‘“Bai Jove, it's wathah wotten!” said Arthur Augusius.

“ 1 should say it is!’ said Wally. * This is what comes of
trying to be good. It’s the first time I've ever tried it—"

" Ha. ha ha!” .

““And it doesn’t pay. I'm jolly well never going to be
beastly good again! The next time I gather flowers for a
Forn}’—master, you’re welcome to kick me as hard as you
ike !
hk“?gut_,,

** Next time I use a Fourth Form wheeze, you can use my

apper for a footer!”’ S
_ “It was a jolly good idea,” said Digby warmly. “It
wanted carrying out, that’s all.”” :

““ Rats!” - -
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¢ It’s wathah unfortunate,” said Arthur Augustus, distress-
fully. ¢ You won’t be able to come home for the ewicket week
now, Wally.” ‘ = :

Wally snorted. :

“Won’t 1!” he said. ““That’s all you know, Gussy. I'm
going to work it somehow.”’ - .

“1 hope you are not thinkin’ of boltin’?’ said Arthur
Augustus.
Wally.” ¢

¢ I shall work it somehow, I tell you!”’

. “I hope you will, deah boy. I twust your hands do not
urt.”

Wally sniffed.

“ No. I'm rubbing them for fun,”’ he remarked.

¢ leally, Wally—"’ :

“ Oh, scat!”

Wally was evidently not in a mood to be condoled with.
The juniors left him rubbing his hands. .

They were sorry for Wally; but there was no doukbt that it
was his own past delinquencies that caused his bad luck.

If be had been more accustomed to trying te be good,
probably it would have come easier to him, and would not
have led to such an unfortunate series of catastrophes.

“ It’s wotten!” Arthur Augustus remarked. “I’m sowwy
now I didn’t bwing my mind to bear on the mattah, instead
of twustin’ Dig to think of a wheeze.” -

¢ Well, you champion ass!” said Dighby.

“ Weally, Dig—"

¢ Look :{mre,” said Kangaroo, ‘¢ you'd better cut in and sen
the Head, and let’s have the verdict about that list vou've
got for him.”

IY’Arcy shook his head.

*“I'll send in the list by Binks,” he said. It will save
a personal interview, which might be awkward undah the
cires

* Leave it till after dinner,” said Tom Merry.
catch the Head in the best possible temper. .

“ Yaas, wathah! That is weally vewy thoughtful of you”

And the juniors did what packing they had to do, and per-
suaded Arthur Augustus that a couple of large bags would
answl?r his purpose, instead of burdening the party with a
trunk,

As he was going home, he did not need a hat-box, which
was a great relief, for it appeared that he had a reserve of
toppers under the parental roof. . -

After the juniors’ dinner, D’Arcy made out the list of the
“friend or two " who were to go with him to Eastwood.

There were ten names on the list, and when it
written out D’Arcy looked at it with a thoughtful eye.

* Bai Jove!” he remarked. ‘The Head may think it is
wathah cool of me, you know.”

8o it is!”” said Tom Merry cheerfully.

¢ Weally——" ,

“ But that's all right. If there’s any objection, you must
pile it on that your pater will be awfully pleased, and that
you expected to take your dearest friends—"’

*“ Bai Jove !”

¢ Binks, come here, old man!
and let him take the paper.” ‘

The School-House page took the paper and the sixpence
with a grin. : .

¢ Take that to the Head, Binks,”’ said D’Arcy anxiously,
‘and bwing me back his answer, if there is one. But don’s
tell him I expect an answer.”’

Binks grinned.

“ Werry well, Master D’Arcy.””

And he vanished.

The juniors waited patiently in the Sechool-House hall for
his return. Figgins & Co., who were just as anxious as .tha
School-House fellows, came in and joined them. It was three
minutes before Binks returned.

Any answer?’ demanded eleven voices in unison.
B‘“Ehe ’Had wants to see Master D’Arcy in his study,” said
inks.

Arthur Augustus sighed.

““ Now for the tug-of-war!”’ he murmured.

“ Pitch it to him tactfully, Gussy, old man!”

‘* Yaas, wathah! You can wely upon my usin’ the pwopah
amount of tact and judgment, deah boys.”’ :

And Arthur Augustus took his way to the Head’s study.

He tapped rather timidly, and entered. Dr. Holmes was
sitting with the paper in his hand. He glanced at D’Arcy
over his spectacles.

o éhem, D’Arey! Is this the—er—the list you promised
me? .

““ Yaas, sir!”

I3 it not rather a long one?”’

“ Weally, sir—" .

“ Have you put down the names of all the juniors you
would like to take with you?” asked the Head, with a slight
tIl)l'lnge of sarcasm, which was quite lost upon Arthur Augustus

rey. : ;

** The patah would only send you stwaight back,

“PBettor to

was

Give him a tanner, Gussy,
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By Timrday. =0

“Oh, no, sir ™ - - S
£COh12 v W : S *
“1 should like to take Weilly, sir, and Kewwnish, and

Evans, and Hancock, and Pwatt, and young Jones, sir—but—
but I thought I cught to be moderate, sir.”’

The Head coughed. oy e . ‘

“I.should like to take Clifton Dane, siv, and Glyn, and
Goah, and Skimpole, and—"’ .

“ Ahem! You need not continue, D’Arey. 1 have no doubt
you would like to teke the whole jumior portion of the
School House.””

“ Yaas, wathah, sir!?

Dr. Holmes smiled. : e -

‘I suppose, ‘therefore, I may look upon this list as really
moderate?’ he said. £ : o

““1 am glad you look upon it in that light, sir,” said D’Arcy,
looking greatly relieved. “ Thank you vewy much, sir.”

* But—but—I did not say—"" / .

should not like you to think I was imposin’ upon your
gweat kindness, sir,”” said D’Arcy. “I am glad you wegard
the list as modewate.” : , e

e D’Arcy 172 o

‘¥ can only thank you wewy much, sir, in the mame of my
fwiends and myself.”’ . : e

The Head looked hard at the,elegant junior. He was
quite serious. s Dr. Holmes hesitated a few moments, turning
‘the paper over in his hands.

“ Very well, D’Arcy,” he said. “ The number you werc to
take was not specified either by your father or myscif. Per-

~ haps I should have been a little more pregise. I consent—

and I hope you will have a most enjoyable weck.”

“Thank you vewy much, sir. i

S Well?” .

#1f you would allow me to say a word for Wally, sir—my
_minah——"" faltered the swell of St. Jim’s.

Dr. Helmes shook his head decidedly. .

< Impossible, D’Arcy! His record for the last twentyfour
hours is worse than it has ever been, and he has greatly
incensed his Form-master. He has been in tronble with “his
House-master, his German-roaster, his head prefect, and “his
Form-master, and really he is much more deserving of punish-
ment than of a holiday. Good-bye, D’Arcy!”

* Good-bye, sir, and thank you vewy much !

And D’Arcy left the Head’s study.

He returned to his chums.

*It’s all wight, deah boys !’

“ List passed unanimously ?” asked Kangarods

“ Yaas, wathah!”?

“’IGiood!”

“ lp—plp P

“ Hurray!”’ .

“Pm only sowwy about Wally,” said D’ Arcy, and he went
in search of his miner. .

Wally heard of his major’s last appeal for him with a

rin, - -

_ "“TIt’s all right, Gussy,” he said.

and you're a good little ass!”

- CWally 1

“But 1 shall manage it somehow.”
** Well, T hope you will,”” said Arthur Augustus, after quite
2 long pause; ““and if you do come home, Wally, I shall
give you a feahful thwashin’ for that diswespeetful swemark
you have just made.”
Wihereat Wally chuekled.
CHAPTER 20,
A Raiiway Tragedy.

| A HE rest of St. Jim’s was busy with afternoon lessons
when Arthur Augustus and his friend or two—number-
ing eleven in all—made their way to the gates of St.
Jini’s, each of them carrying one or morc bags. -

Tom Merry & Co. tramped down to the station in a merry
party. !

Arthur Augustus was still thinking of his minor, but he
could not help admitting that it was a comfort not to havs
Pongo attached to the party. :

“Of course, I'm awf’ly fond of dogs,” he remarked; ““but
Pongo is like Towsah, and he has no wespect whatevah for a
fellow’s twousahs.” 2

“ Towser would have liked to come,” said Horries. “I
i_iofgt”feel half safe about him, leaving him to Taggles to
ce

g

¢ You've deme your best,

“ Towser wonldn’t have liked the result if he had come,”
“said Blake. “ He would have been found.drowned in the lake
at Eastwood.” < - >

© Look here " - = .

. “ Yass, wathah! I must say that the partay is wathah
impwoved by the absence of Pongo and Towsah.”

Herres grunted.” Fe o .

“* Bless Towser and Pongo!’? said F

atty Wynn. * “I hope
you fellows have brought some sandwiches.” - -

A NS

“Y thought I saw you laying in & 'supply of grub at the
“tuck-shop,”’ said Tom Merry. ;

Fatty Wynn looked atarmed. : : Ao o

Oh, mo! That was only a little snack for myselt” he
said, and he glanced down at a somewhat bulky purcel that’
swung on his arm. “Of course, I'd share out with you
felluws like & shot if you wunt any, but I got only enouzh for
myself, 28 a matter «of fact. In fact, I didn’t get guite
enough, because the funds woukdn’t run 1o it.” :
Figgins looked at the bulky parcel. : .

* You must have a good bif there ! he remanked. -

“No,” said Fatty Wymn innocently. - “Only three pork
pies, some baked potatoes, a beefsteak puddine, half-n-dozen
hard-boiled eggs, a eurront cake, o pound of dough buts;
and a pound of mixed bisonits, and sonre nuts”” ~

“ Bar Jove!” .

“ Ha, ha, ha!” B -

*“ You'll be famished before we et to Eastwood, if that’s
all you’ve got,” szid Monty Lowther, sympathetically.

*“ Yes, I hope you chaps have some sandwiches,”’ said Fatty.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha !” . ‘

They reached the station and boarded the loeal train for-
Wayland. At Wayland Junction they had to change, and
as there was ten minutes to wait, Fatty Wynn paid ‘a visib
to the buffet. S

* Mind you don’t lose the train,” said Tom Merry. “ What
the dickens do you want to go to the buffet for when _you've
got provisions enough for a siege of Ladysmith in that
‘blessed parcel under your arm.” : - -

“ Well, that's barely enough for the journey,” said Fatty.
“ No good breaking mto it now. I'd better get a snack at
the buffet.” _ .

And he rolled off. : =

Fatty Wynn said that he would have a snack, but -when he
started eating, he did not usnally leave off till his money was
gone. He had just borrowed half-a-crown of Figgins, and 50
his snack was likely to come to exactly two shillings and six-
pence. He had not reappeared when the $rain came into the
station. - ; -

The juniors entered the train, securing a carriage to them-
selves—which was pretty well crowded by them—and Figgins .
and Kerr looked anxiously for Fatty. L :

& The ass!” exclaimed Figgins. * He'll lose the train !

* Yell for him {”’ ; , :

“ Fatty 17

* Fatty Wynn 1

*“Coo-ey I roared Kangaroco.

*“ This way, Fatty !”

““ Buck up!”?

“ Next man in{?

“On the ball 1" :

And still Fatty Wynn did not appear. 4o was evidently
too deeply and seriously oceupied at the buffet te hear or
heed the calling. = e :

Figgins jumped out of the train and beckoned %o Korr.

* We shall have to fetch him I’ he exclaimed. “Come on!
Mind you don’t let them start without us, Tom Merry1?

“I'll do my best. Buck up!”’ s

Figgins and Kerr rushed off to the buffet.’ Tt was a com
siderable distance down the platforn:, and the porters were
slamming the doars of the train as they reached it. e

They rushed in. W -

Fatty Wynn was standing at the counter. e had just
paid his half-crown, and there was a penny change; and
PFatty Wynn was debating in his mind ‘whether he wonld
have a jam-tart or a scone for that penny. K never occarred
1o him to put the penny in his pocket. S

* Come on!” roared Figgins,

Fatty }iVynn started.

“Eh?
“ Come on———
“ Bat >

** Train’s starting I’ roared Figgins. -

Still Fatty seemed only imperfectly %o colmprehend. His
mind was still wavering between the scone and the tart.

“ All right,” he said, *‘ I'm coming! I——7

“ Collar him, Kerr{” .

“I—— Oh! Ow! Leggo!”

Kerr and Figgins seized him one by each arm. -They
rushed him violently out of the refreshment-room, at a speed
that took his breath away. Fatty Wynn, at the last moment,
had snatched up the jam-tart, deciding upon that, but m
doing so he had let fall his parcel of provisions, which rolled
upon the floor. Figgins and Kerr whisked him out of fh
buffet too quickly for him to recover it, S

Fatty struggled as they whirled him along.

‘“Hold on——" - —

“Ass! Buck up!” :

“ But my grub—""

** Shove him along !« -

* The parcel—" | i o
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. ::Train's\ j;ust starting.””

But
‘CUrry up!” s
““ Buck up!” roared Tom Merry, from the open carriagoe
door.  Buck up! Put it on!” :

‘“ Yaas, wathah!” : :

Fatty Wynn, still breathlessly resisting, was whirled on by
is chums towards the train. A porter ran along shouting:

‘ Stand back there! Stand back !”’

 Quick !’ muttered Tom Merry.

“ Wun like anythin’, deah boys!” :

Figgins gasped as he whirled Fatty Wynn to the carriage
door. Faity was grasped from within, and shoved from with-
_ out, and went headlong into the carriage, and collapsed
breathless among a forest of legs. S -

Figgins and Kerr bundled in after him, just as the train
began to move.

The guard slammed the door.
- “My hat!” gasped Figgins.
squeak 1"
~ ““ Yaas, wathah!”’

“ You asses!” roared Fatty Wynn. * You chumps! You
frz‘zbi'é)us ’cuckoos 12 ! )

P~

“That was a narrow

“ You ass! You've left the parcel behind!"
“ The what?”
‘“ The pareel 1!
bt 4% Ol1 !)l
- < The parcel of grub! My grub! Now I haven't any !’
The juniors looked at the wildly-excited Fatty, and burst
into a roar of laughter. The fat Fourth-Former sat on the
?_oor of the carriage, staring at them in withering indigna-
ion. :
“ Ha, ha, ha!”

CHAPTER 21,
- D'Arcy Arrives with a Friend or Two.
' OM MERRY & CO. laughed, and laughed again,
: : They could not help 1t.
Fatty Wynn picked himself up with a grunt.
“You utter asses!” he said. “ What the dickens am [
o do for grub on the journey now? T hope you’ve brought
a decent lot of sandwiches, that’s all. I shall want them.”
The train was whirling out of the old town of Wayland,
~ gathering speed as it went. The laughtor of the juniors
mingled with the rolling and .whirring of the express.
“ Ha, ha, ha!”’ :
““ You frabjous asses! I shall be awfully hungry !
¢ Ha, ha, ha !’ roared Tom Merry. ¢ Tﬁis is a case of the
dog and the shadow over again ! Fatty has lost the substance
nlllﬁgraspir,lg after the shadow. If he hadn’t gone to the
buffet——"

wathah'!”’
- “ Ha, ha, ha!”
And that was all the sympathy Fatty Wynn received.

_The fat Fourth-Former sat down, in indignation and
tismay. It was not long before he was hungry ; Fatty Wynn
had a wonderful appetite.

The juniors were talking cheerfully, discussing the . pros-
pects of the cricket week, and the possibility of some of them
being asked to play in the house eleven. !

Fatty Wynn interrupted them.

“ Blow all that rot,”” was his remark.
chaps have some sandwiches”

““ Yaas, wathah!”

. “Wall, hand ’em over.” .

* Here you are, deah boy!” said D’Arcy,
his bags. ‘“ Pway leave me a
for me. We shall have a jolly

wood.”’

“ Right-ho !”’

Fatty Wynn started on the sandwiches.
later his voice was heard again.

- Gussy, old man!”’

““ Yaas, deah boy!”’

““I suppose a couple of Figgy’s sandwiches will do for you
‘instead of your own.? ,

“ Certainly.”

** That'’s lucky, as I've finished the lot. T forgot 1"’

~ “ Gweat Scott! Nevah mind, Wynn, you won’t be hungwy
again before we get to Eastwood, that’s one comfort.” -

But Arthur Augustus was wrong. Fatty Wynn was ready
- for a meal by the time the juniors were ready to sample the
provisions they had brought. They shared out with him, of
course, and Fatty took the lion’s share.

. *“ What time do we get into Eastwood?’ he asked.

“ Well, there will be a conveyance at the station to mest
us,” said D’Arcy. ““ We shall get in pwetty early in the
ovening.’’ S
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¢ Supper ready, I suppose?”’

“ Yaas, wathah!”’ - _ e

* Good! <% shall be ready for it!” = : ¢

Through the dusk of the summer evening the train rushed
on. It had long been dark when they stopped at last, and
.changed for the local lin® which took them to Easthorpe,
the station for Eastwood. Fatty Wynn made a rush for the
buffet the moment he was out of the train, but Figgins and
Kerr fastened upon him at once. e

“ Leggo!” growled Fatty. ‘There’s three minutes to
wait, and—"" e ;

*“ And you’re going to wait with as!? grinned Figgins.

“ Yaas, wathah!” - . '

‘ Look here—"’ ;

“ You can talk till you’re black in .the face, my som!”’
.chuckled Figgins. * But youw’re not going to leave us for
thg t};;mth part of a tick.”

e

“ This way!” ;

And Fatty Wynn was bundled into the local train, and it
started. Ile cast a pathetic glance round the carriage.

“ Any of you got a stick of toffee, or anything ?”’ he asked.

Monty Lowther felt in his pocket.

“Milk chocolate do?” he asked.

“ Yes—yes! Hand it qver !’

.. Monty Lowther handed over a cake of milk chocolate.
Fatty '{Vynn seized it, and jammed it straight into his
mouth.

Fatty Wynn grinned; he could afford to grin so long as the
milk chocolate lasted. But it was gone in a minute or fwo.

Then Fatty Wynn counted the minutes. The train stopped
at last. The crowd of juniors bundled out, and found a
conveyance waiting for them. The coachman stared at the
crowd that bundled out of the station laden with bags. The
trap was large enough to hold four with comfort, or six at a
pinch. : There were eleven.

He touched his hat to D’Arcy.

‘¢ His lordship said—that——" .

“Bai Jove, 1 weally ought to have wiahed to the
governah,”’ said D’Arcy. “ He was expectin’ me with a
fwiend or two, of course. That twap won’t hold us. Get
another ‘twap at the inn, Joyece, and buck up, deah boy I’

** Yes, Master Augustus!”’ %

* Let us start first in this one,” murmured Fatty Wynn;
bué; Figgins stamped on his foot, and they waited for the
others.

The second trap was soon forthcoming, and the two
vehicles rolled off in the darkness of the scented country
lanes towards the great house of Eastwood.

* Here we are, Fatty!”’ exclaimed Fi gins encouragingly,
as they rolled in at the lodze gates. C‘%eer up !’

And Fatty Wynft brighténed as the lights of Eastwood
burst upon his sight. He thought of the supper- waiting
within those hospitable walls, and smiled.

The roll of wheels was ovidently heard in the house, for
the great door was opened, and a handsome old gentleman
with a white moustache appeared in the wide, lichted hall
to welcome the swell of St. Jim’s :

* Bai Jove! It's the governah!”’

The juniors alighted. .

Lord Eastwood was wearing a welcoming smile. Tt slowly
changed to a look of amazement as the crowd of juniors came
info view.

¢ Dear me!” murmured his lordship.

“ How are you, patah?’’ said D'Arcy affectionately. “I’ve
awwived all wight, you see, and Ive bwought a fwiend or
two !’

His lordship recovered in a moment.

I see you have, Arthur,” he replied.
you—and your friend or two.
friends of my son are welcome
to see you all !

And Lord Eastwood
Merry & Co.

‘“ Your pater’s a brick,” said Tom Merry, as they went in
to supper; to which remark the swell of St. Jim’s replied
cheerfully : -

“ Yaas, wathah!”

A few minutes more, and Fatty Wynn was happy. He
smiled sweetly over the well-spread board, and did not leave
off eating till it was time to go to bed: and then Figgins and
Kg{r had to use almost force to detach him from the supper
table. :

“ Well,” said Tom Merry, as he kicked off his boots that
night. “ This is ripping. You're a brick, Gussy, and your
governor’s a brick, and I rather think we’re going to have a

“jolly oricket week I = : :

And Tom Merry was right.

THE END. G
(Another long, complete tale of Tom Merry & Co.; next Thursdoy,
© entitled “D’Arey's Cricket Week,” by Martin Chifford.)

“I am glad to see
Please come in, my boys—all
here, and 1 am heartily glad

shook hands cordially with Tom

- Another Sflen
60,

did Long, Complete
Tom mﬁ yé Co.
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READ THIS FIRST! . . 1B)imby .nodged. L e the
1 rke, th of eighteen, wh eculiar cir- own in the cabin that ba en allo them, t
el T s e i survivors of the Catapult, sorely bruised and buffeted by the

cumstances have forced to become a highwayman, one night Urviy ‘ ‘ ] : d
holds up the carriage of Admiral Sir Sampson Eastlake. pitching and tossing of the brig, had regained consclousness.
He is overpowered, however ; but the good old admiral offers They had learned from Fid what manner of vessel it was
him a chance of serving the King in the Navy instead of that had providentially picked them up in the moment of
handing him over to justice. Oswald, therefore, joins the their need; but, in the selfishmess of their own sufferings,
frigate Catapult as a midshipman, under the name of John they were all toe thankful at their ewn espaéye to spare much
Smith. The frigate is wrecked owing to the ineapacity of  thought for the black cargo the brig carried. -
Captain Burgoyne, her drunken commander, and a mere “ Are there any slaves on board now?”’ Oswald asked the
handful of the crew escape in a small boat, which 1s entirely mulatte. : -

unprovisioned. _“Down in de hole, one hundred more’n twenty,”  said
" The survivors are rescued, in dire straits, by a slave-ship, Manuel. ‘‘ Men, women, and piccaninnies ; but I tink ders.am
the captain of which, 2 man named Kester, orders them to precious few left ob dese latter now!” he added. _
be tended carefully. They are hardly recovered when a “ A hundred and twenty in the held?” repeated Oswald.

violent squall strikes the slaver, sweepmg everything movable Maxwell was busy devouring a piece of salt perk. -

on deck overboard, and hurling the captain and Bimby, the “By the way, where is Babbingten?’ he asked suddenly,

negro part-owner of the slaver, vielently against the deckrail.  looking round him. **He was with us. Don’t you remesnber,
(Now go on with the story.) . Smith, he was beside you?? .
- : : - =~ N%one klgefW. e s

Horribl £ g = f i : “You ask for young jontleman dat wid you in de boat?’
The Horrible Cargo&o gw tS,l aver—An laterview with sz}u_i Manuel, when he came back with a fresh supply of pro-
: : e Captain, visions for his ravenous charges. “Young jontleman, not
In the lull that followed, a babel of sound rose up through more’n so big as dat?’ said Manuel, holding his hand about

the deck from the stifling hold, where- a hundred four feet from the ground. :
human beings were fighting for air and life in the darkness. Ves,” said Maxwell impatiently. -
“ Him dead,” said Manuel briefly. =

Even Kester shuddered at the sound, then uttered a furious -
“Pgor chap!’ said Maxwell. And he returned to the

oath. .
“There’ll not be a dozen living by morning,” he said. " attack on the salt pork.

All through the night the gale continued with more or less Though all had suffered, the one who seemed to have
fury, and during the lulls in the tempest those hideous sounds  suffered mest was Captain Burgoyne. It was long after the
- rose from the feverstricken, terrified wretches in the hold. others had returned to consciousness that he opened his eyes.
Morning broke at last, cold and grey, with heavy black Shaking, trembling in every limb, like a man smitten with
clouds scudding across the sky. The wind still continced  palsy, he sat gazing vacantly round him until his eyes lighted
fresh, but the gale had abated, and under bare poles the on the bottle of brandy which Manuel had procured. !
With a muttered exclamation, he rose unsteadily to his

feet, staggered across the cabin, and seized the bottle; but as
It was not till late in the afternoon that the weather he did so, Fid eaught it and wrenched it from his grasp.
moderated sufficiently for some of the crew to go aloft and -Despite his weakness, the captain uttered a seream of pas-
make all secure.  All through the night and the day that  sion, and tried to strike the old sailor; but, missing Fid’s head
followed, Kester and the negro had remained on deck; but  with his clenched fist, he lurched forward, and fell heavily

now ‘that danger was passed they went below. on the deck. .
As they reached the companion-hatch, Kester held up his Fid and Manuel raised him between them, and carried hi
hand. - - - : to his bunk, on which they laid him. :
“ ¥ isten!” he said. _ Then, mixing a little of the brandy with water, Fid poured
“ What fo’ listen?”’ it down the captain’s throat, which had the effect of reviving

. “Yisten?”’ repeated the black. ] :
“To you hear anything from the hold?” him sufficiently to enable him to fire off a string of oaths a

TFhey both listened intently, but not a sound came from the the old sailor.

Black Rose was careering through a sea that had been
churned up into snowy froth.

hold; then, with a grim smile on his face, Kester Ted the “ ¥ou did quite right, man; take no notice,” said

way below. Telford, in an undertone. “If he had drunk tha stron

% You see, it is forced on-us,’’ said Kester. ¢ ‘There is a spirit, it would have killed him on the spot,”’ he added.

Erovig;ncrz;hgt shapesdouri ends, rough hew them as we may,” ” The captain lay glaring from one te another. .

o mautiered, In an undertone. - ¢ Mutiny !” said faintly. : : - Yo
* What dat about Providence?’ demanded Bimhy. = azafincitinyg tht}awmejandtoa:;:xgt{ny! %;?ezggés?;gzﬂy;yw
Y said that it was forced cn us. We have lost our cargo.~ - He stopped speaking suddenly, and fell into a deep sleep.

There is only the other thing left.” which lasted for several hours, at the end ich ti
3 3 - , 5 rs, of which time h
?m}by nodded. - . e - awaskened with renewed strength and ravemeus appetite‘5
“ Botterer it we hadn't cﬂ}’l,emged cur trade,”’ he said. There was still.an hour before sunset, and the day w
“Then, it is San Andrade?” asted Kester. had opened so stormily was setting fair. e
S e e G LIBBABZ¥.f”—g60
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The wind and waves had subsided, the hoavens had ¢cleared
of the ominous clouds, and, under new top-sails, the Black
Rose was speeding on her course. -

All hands were on deck, and gathered around the hatch-

_way, where: Koester and Bimby wers talking “together

S 3 “ And ‘st‘a}nd

- ““Off hatches "’ said the former suddenly. |
ready to shoot down any man who may show fight 1’
- Two men obeyed, while the others, with loaded pistols in

_their hands, stood waiting. i
The two men knocked the hatches off, and from the depths
of the hold a horrible, sickening stench rose; but there was
no sign of living being, no sound from that pestilential place.
‘ ““Cargo a dead loss, and not insured !’ muttered Kester,
with a grim smile.
tho hold.” -
The two men he had singled out—a big, brawny, fierce-
aced Englishman and a powerful negro—hung back, for
clearly neither of them had any liking for the duty.
 You hear me?” said Kester, in a low, dangerous voice.
Unwillingly, the two men advanced towards the hold, and
_peored down; and, heavens! what a sight met their gaze.
Below them, piled high one on another, were the bodies
f the unfortunate slaves. Of all the hundred and twenty
men, women, and little children in that ghastly place, not
ons seemed to be living.

caught ‘the sickening odour wafted up from that pit of death.

“‘Into the hold!” repeated Kester quietly. And as he
-poke he drew his pistol from his belt, and fingered the trigger
_meaningly.

They knew that to disobey meant death, for they had
_ sailed under Kester long enough to know orders were not
to be lightly disregarded. -

With a shudder of repulsion, the two men—black and
white—descended into the noisome place. '

““Throw them a rope-end!” ordered Kester.

The rope was thrown into the hold, and the men secured

- it round the body of one of the slaves, who was dragged up
- to the deck. .
The first to be drawn up was a man, whose huge, gaunt
ame was shockingly attenuated. He still breathed, and
Kester ordered some of the crew to give him water in the
‘hopes of resuscitating him.

The next body was that of a woman, dead, and horribly
crushed and mutilated, with a child clasped in her rigid arms.
JFrom the lips of the child came a feeble cry. Kester mado
‘a motion with his hand, and a moment later the dead mother
and living babe sank under the curling waves.

__And so the ghastly work went on till the sun went down.
Of the hundred an(fv twenty living creatures that had been
forced into the hold, but four remained alive. They were all
 men—strong, muscular negroes once, now little more than
skeletons covered with skin:
- Their work was now done,
and the two men Kester had

5 THE BEST 3 LIBRARY DW= THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3 LIBRARY.

‘‘ Harris, Peto—you two go down into

The Englishman, with a shudder, drew back, as his nostrils .

HNOY ON
S,

lads; but come”—Kester broke off—* we will go on
shore, and see how the wind blows. But first for our British
captain.” His face darkened as he spoke, though his tone
was still light. * Pico, go to the cabin where the men we
picked up are, and present my compliments to the English
Captain Burgoyne, and say I shall be glad if he will coms to
my cabin.”” ; . ;

Pico, the negro, went off and delivered the message, and a
fow minutes later returned, accompanied by Captain  Bur-
goyne. Up to the present, the survivors of the Catapulthad not
come face to face with the man who had rescued them, and
Captain Burgoyne was evidently in some trepidation as he
entered Kester’s cabin. Kester rose as the captain .entered,
and glanced searchingly into his face.

“You are Captain Burgoyne, of the frigate Catapult?””’ he
said briefly. : : - :

¢ Yeg, sir; and you—" ~ - ;

* That does not signify !’ said Kester abruptly.

Captain Burgoyne’s nervousness increased at the sounds of
Kester’s harsh tones.

** Wo owe you a debt of gratitude—"" he began.

But Kester silenced him with a wave of his hand.

* There need be no talk of gratitude between you and me,
sir!” ho said coldly. * What I did for you, I presume, any
man would have done for another. Possibly you are not
aware of the nature of the vessel you stand on?”’

Burgoyne hesitated. .

} “I'(lixave heard that you are engaged in the slave trade,”
10 sald. 2

“ Was engaged ‘mi that trade, but am no longer,” said
Kester coolly. ““You can go, sir,” he added abruptly. I
shall probably wish to see you again later.”

Captain Burgoyne took his abrupt dismissal without resent-
ment, and turned towards the door. At the entrance he
hesitated a moment.

*“Do you propose to put me and my men on shore hers,
sir?”’ he asked. L

“That is, as T may determine,” said Kester briefly.

- And the captain went out without another word.

Ten minutes later, Kester, accompanied by Bimby and six
of the crew, put off in a boat, and rowed to the island.

But before leaving the Black Rose, the men, by Kester’s
directions, had made some alteration in their attire. The
coloured shirts had been replaced by dark-blue knitted jerseys,
the wide pantaloons by serge trousers, and none carried any
visible weapons. Kester himself was dressed in white jeans,
and Bimby in a pea-jacket and trousers.

They landed on the beach, where several boats were drawn
up, and where a number of negroes were busily employed
rolling water-barrels down to the shore, and stowing them in
the boats.

At the back of the beach, the ground rose to a slight
eminence, the summit of which was crowned by a few trees,
through which a large wooden house was visible.

Following a rocky pathway,
they ascended the hill, and

ordered into the hold came up

B

made towards the house,

on to deck. As his foot

- touched the deck, the English-
man, Harris, swayed, and fell
s length with a crash.
Kester shrugged his
shoulders and turned away.
“Pump water into the
hold,”” he said.

_ All through the night the

- ’
breeze, for it was littlse more i
oW, steady, and the
Black Rose bowled along {
moothly over the mcrisp sea. e
Morning revealed land lying |
over their bows, and before i
LS
.

Two other vessels were also ~
iding at anchor off the island.
both schooners, at the sight of

~ which, Kester and Bimby &
—seemed to be . somewhat \
uzzled. S

 ““The farther ons is the W
Albatross, beyond a doubt,”
said - Kester. ‘“But what
schiooner s that? A smart-
ooking craft, too, Bimby.”
‘The negro grunted.
“Smarter dan dis foolis’
d brig.”
*It would be a good ex-

senlors,

vy,
/

it

WHOM TO WRITE TO—The
Editor, * GEM " LIBRARY, 23-9,
Bouverie Street, Fleet Street,
London, who will be pleased to
hear from you.

“D'ARCY'S CRICKET WEEK.”

Next Thursday’s long complete story will
deal with the swell of St. Jim's party at
Eastwood House, and if they have a right good
time so will you when you read the story.

By the way, although Wally is
left behind he turns up unexpected-
ly and is the means of clearing up
a mystery that has puzzled his

%/////Mé%ﬂf%%’%%l%/ I

which was surrounded by
cotton plantations, where a
SCOT® Or more negroes were at
work. :
Other negroes were loung-
ing under the walls of the
\ house, and paid little atten-
1 tion to the strangers ap-
1 proaching.

' The boat’s crew had re-
3 mained down on the beach,
! and Kestor, followed at a
- slight distance by Bimby, who
i

i

e

appeared to have assumed the
role of servant, advanced to -
the house, and, without any
further ceremony, entered the
I open doorway.

In a long, low room, the
windows of which wore
screened by green blinds, wera
seated a number of men, who
looked up as Kester entered.
Although a quick glance of re-
cognition passed between him
and several of them, none
made any move to greet him,
except a stout man, dressed in
linen, who had been taking
his ease in a rattan chair.

ange, eh? With such a

(dnother long instalment of this

essel as that, and a few stout d S

= thrilling serial will appear next
- Thursday.) :
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“THE MAGNET’

=8 domplete School-story Book, attractive to all

readers—contains a Splendid Long, Complete School
Tale of

HARRY WHARTON & CO.,

entitled

“STUDY 1
ON

TOUR.” ....FRANK RICHARDS.

“THE MAGNET” Library is Now on Sale. Price &d,




NOW ON SALE!

IMPORTANT
NNOUNGEMENT.

n

New Numbers of

“THE BOYS' FRIEND”
3" COMPLETE LIBRARY.

Kow GCN SALE,

No. 121: < BRITAIN'S REVENGE,”

A Powerful, Long, Complete War Story.
By JOHN TREGELLIS.

No. 122 : “PETE’S SCHOOL,”
A Splendid New Tale of Jack, Sam and Pete—
the Three Famous Comrades.
By 8. CLARKE HOOK.
No. 123: <« SEXTON BLAKE (N
THE CONGO,”

A Thrilling Comp‘ete Tale of the Great
.. Detective.

SR —
Price 3 each.
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