e e (e
COMPANION :

A Splendid, New, Long
Complete School Tale of
TOM MERRY & Co. at

St. Jim's.
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By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

Admirer_s of Tom Merry should buy our new
Companion Paper THE PENNY POPULAR, just
out, and read the splendid tale dealing with the

famous junior’'s eariy schooldays. — EDITOR.

CHAPTER 1.
Quite Forgotten,

OM MERRY tapped at the door of Bernard Glyn’s study
in tho Shell passage in the School House. As there
was no response, he turned the handle to enter.

The door did not open.

“ Oh, blow!” murmured Tom Merry.
torgotten !’

He thumped on the door,- - '

Manners and Lowthee, of the Shell, came along the paasage
and joined Tom Merry. Anybody who had passed the Terrible
Three at that moment would have glanced at them a second time.
The Terrible Three were looking as spick and span as if they
had just stepped out of a set of bandboxes. Their trousers were
nicely creased, their boots were beautifully polished, their
jackets were carefully brushed, their collars were almost aggres-
sively white, and their neckties tied most elegantly. They
carried three beautiful shiny toppers all ready to put
on, and the polish on those toppers might have made even
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, the swell of the Fourth, a little
envious,~ It was evidently a very special occasion.

“Isn’t he in ? ' asked Manners, as he saw that Tom Merry,
was waiting outside Glyn’s study.

“Somebody’s in.,” said Tom Merry.
moving.”’

“ Why don’t-you go in then, fathead ?

‘“Because the door’s locked, ass.”

** Oh, biff on it ! ” said Monty Lowther.

“The silly ass has

“Y can hear him

whump ! Kick! Bang!

The combined assault of the Terrible Three elicited a roply at
lagt from the locked study. The voice of Bernard Glyu, the
junior from Liverpool, was heard, raised in tones of wrati,

“Go away ! "

Thump ! Bang!

“Co away ! Go away!

¢ Open the door ! ”

“Can't ! I'm busy!” .

“ But we've come !’ roared Tom Merry indignantly,

“ Well, go, then!"” 7

“ You ass!™ shouted Monty Lowther through the kevhole.
“ Open the door ! ' 3

‘“Ratg 1.

“It's time to go.”

¢ Well, don't I keep on telling you to go 2™

“You fathead t "

“ Br-r-r-rrt”

““ Look here s

“ Open the door!"

“We're all ready !’

There was no reply from within the study this time. A
faint whirring noise was heard, as of 8 machine that was starting
in business on its own account, and that was all. The Terrible
Three hammered on the door.

“The awful ass!” growled Manners. * He's on one of his
rotten inventions again, end he’s forgotten that he's asked ua
to go over to tea at Glyn House. He's forgotten all about
the tea—and all about us ! ”

Buzz off ! Scoot!”
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© We'll remind him,” grinned Monty Lowther. “Now, then,
all together ! :

Bang! Bang! Bang! Bawa!

There was a erash inside the study, and a roar of wrath from
the schoolboy inventor, o

 Oh, you asses ! You've made me drop the battery ™ -

“Hay-ha, ha!?

“Bai Jove! What's the wow, deah hoys 17 - 5

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy of the Fourth Form came along the
passage with Jack Blake, also of the Fourth, Blake looked as
neat and clean and fresh as the chums of the Shelk But all
four of them faded into insignificance in the presence of
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was a
perfect picture, from the tips of his gleaming- boots to his
beautiful necktie and his glimmering monocle. The colours of
D'Arcy’s fancy waistcoat were as the colours of Joseph’s coat 3
and Monty Lowther, as he turned and looked at him, put his
hands over his eyes as if dazzled.

Arthur Augustus stared at him through his eyeglass,

“What’s the mattah with you, Lowthah ?

“ Oh, don’t!” murmured Lowther. “ You shouldn’t spring
yourself on a chap all of a sudden, Gussy ! It’s too much!”

* Weally, Lowthah, you ass——"

“Isn’t Glynready ? ”* asked Blake.

“No; the ass has locked himself In,” growled Manners,
“ He’s working on ene of his rotten inventions, and he’s fors
gotten the appoitment.’”

“ Bang on the door !’

** All together ! * said Tom Merry,

Bang! Bang! Bang!

There was no answer from within the study. Bernard CGlyn
was busy picking up the fragments of his shattered battery.
It was only too"evident that the schoolboy inventor had for-
gotten the important business that was *““on ™ that afternoon.
Bernard Glyn was a most enthusiastic inventor, and his in.
ventions were fearful and wonderful. Sometimes they worked,
and sometimes they didn’t, but they always made the stutly in®a
terrible-state of untidiness and smelliness, and Glyn's study-
mateg were frequently driven to doing their work in the Forme
room or in some other fellow’s study. When he was working
upon an invention, Bernard Glyn forgot time and space, and
many a time Kangaroo, of the Shell, had dragged lim by main
force out of the study and rushed him down to lessons, to save
him from punishment,

Bang! Bang! Bang!

as resplendent in his attire as the other fellows.

“ Trying to bust my study door in ? ” he asked.

“ Glyn won’t open it,” howled Monty Lowther. * The silly
ass is working on some rot, and he’s forgotten that he’s taking
us to tea at Glyn House this afternoon,”

The Cornstalk junior chuckled.

“ All.serene,” he said, “‘I’ve got & key "

“Good egg 1.7

Kangaroo inserted a key into the lock, and knocked cut the
key that was inside. Then he unlocked the door.

There was an exelamation from within, and the schoolboy
inventor rushed to the door to jam his foot against it.
instant, however, the whole crowd of juniors outside had
thrown their weight upon the door, and it flew open. Bernard
Glyn was hurled back, and he erashed bodily into the study
table. The table was loaded with the paraphernalia of the
schoolboy inventor, The table went flying, and Bernard Glyn
rolled on the floor in the midst of a crashing and smashing
ag:ortment of wet batteries and dry batteries, coils of insulated
wire, electric bells and receivers, and tools of all linds, The
havoc was terrific.

“My hat!” gasped Tom Merry. “ Glyn, old man, you'll
smash up your property if you play those tricks,”

“ Yaas, wathah ! :

Y. hi he ™"

“ Groo ! ” gasped Bernard Glyn.

“ Do it again ! said Kangaroo cheerfully. “Ts it a gym-
nastic exercise, or & conjuring performance, Berny, old man?”

Bernard Glyn sat up in the midst of the wreckage. He was

G
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gmothered with water and sal-ammoniae from the wet batteries,
and a coil of wire was clinging round his neck. St
*“ Oh, you asses ! You silly jossers! Ow!” :
“*Ha, ha, hg 1 - 2 =
“Bai Jove! You look like a silly jossah ab fhe pwesent
moment, deah boy,” said Arthur Augustus D’Ar¢y, regarding thg
schoolboy inventor through his famous monocle. “ Yau ayé
hardly in a fit state to ¢ome to tea, Glyn.”
‘“ Ha, ha, ha ! ? . A
Kangaroo helped his study mate to his feet. Bernard Glya!
glared at the juniors. - i
“ You—you frightiul asses!” he exclaimed. * Look what
you've done!” ey S|
“ We didn’t do it, deah Boy. You did it yourself. I saw yo
distinetly.” ;
“ Ha, ha, ha ! *
1 was making my telephone,” roared Glyn.

i

“I'm going o

connect up the junior studies with a telephone, and nOW—==?

‘“Ha, ha, hat™
*“ You silly asses, what is there to cackle at ? »
‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”
“All your own fault,” said Kangaroo -cheerfully.
g )4
past the time to start for Glyn House.
that you're going to take us to tea 2

€ lvts‘
Have you forgotten;

Glyn started., e

“My hat! I'd forgotten all sbout it1" he exclalimedy

** Excuse me, you chaps. I shall have to change—-" }

“‘Bai Jove! You will!”

* And wash,” grinned Blake, {

“ Yaas, wathah!” |

“1 won’t keep you long,” said Glyn, recovering his good|
bumour. * Wait for me here. You can pick up these things

while you’re waiting.” : !
“ Right-ho ! S Sase oo T

And Bernard Glyn rushed away to the Shell dormitory, to{

clean himself and change his clothes. The juniors sat round |

the end study, waiting for him, and the more industrious of !

them set the table upon its legs again, and picked up the fallen |

articles from the floor, :

§ =i

CHAPTER 2. hon

An Unwelcome Guest, 4

g ! ELLISH, of the Fourth, came along the Shell passage, :
Harry Noble, otherwise Kangaroo, came along the passage, .

and looked into the end study. He was met by a
general stare.
Mellish, of the Fourth, was not beloved by Tom Merry & Co.
Mellish was the sneak of the School House, and he was especially
in bad odourlately. He hadl narrowly escaped being expelled
from St. Jim’s, and his conduct had not been forgotten. As
he looked into Glyn’s study the juniors there frowned, and
D’Arcy put up his eyeglass and scanned Mellish as if he had beean
some strange animal. ; :
“Mellish looked round the study,

““Glyn here 7 ” he said.

*“No ! ”” snapped Kangaroe,

‘“ Where is he 2

“ Weally, Mellish——"

* You fellows going to Glyn’s place to tea 7’ asked Mellish,
with a curious glance at the gathering of juniors. :

I don’t see that it’s any of your bizney,” said Jack Blake,
*“But we are, certainly.”

*“Yaas, wathah ! *?

“Good! P’m coming too!”™

There was a general exclamation of surprise,

** What !

4 You $ 33

“ Wats 7%

Mellish nodded coolly.

“Yes, I,” he said, ‘' I'm eoming.”

“ Rats ! ”” said Tom Merry warmly.
that Glyn has asked you ? 7

“Oh, no! He hasn’t asked me.”

* You're coming without his asking you, do you mean §*

* Exactly.”

A \\;‘eally, you wottah! We will see what Glyn says about
that.’

‘“ Good ! " said Mellich, seating himself upon a corner of the
table. * Certainly, we'll see what Glyn says about it ; but I'm
coming, whatever he says.”

* Wats -7 g

‘“ There’s a house-party at Glyn House,” said Mellish. ** Glyn’s
pater being a millionaire, he does you jolly well when you go
there. ’I hear that there’s champagne flowing, and all kinds of
things.’

< %here won’t be any champagne for us, you owl!™ gfaid:
Tom Merry.
“Oh, no!

* You don’t mean to say

Not champagne,” said Mellish, laughing, **bub

- lots of other things, and I'm going to have a good time,”

1 Banh
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The Head pointed.
The picture-frame was empty.

His voice failed him. ¢‘Look!”™ he gasped.
‘““Gone !” gasped the Head.
all—my Rembrandt—gone !"”

¢ Look !" There was a cry of amazement,
*i My picture—the villain has succeeded after
(See Chapter 15.)

i

“ You're not coming.”
¢ Look here, Mellish,” said Tom Merry, “I don’'t want to
ave to be rude, but your company isn’t welcome. You and
rooke and Levison have got yourselves into bad odour, and
we don’t want to talk to you. You pretty nearly ruined Lumley-
umley among you, and it will take you some time to live it
down. You ought to have tact enough to keep yourself to your-
elf for a bit. Buzz oft!”
¢ Mellish did not move,
“ You'd better go,” said Kangaroo, with a gleam in his eyes.
This is my study, Mellish, and I don’t want & worm of your
kind in it.”’
“ Oh, draw it mild !’ yawned Mellish. “ As T'm going with
n T may as well wait here for him as well as anywhere else.”
‘ You're not going with Glyn ! > roared the Cornstalk.
¢ But Istell you I am.”
¢ And I tell you you're not.”
“Yaas, wathah! We wefuse to cwedit your statement,
“Mellish, you wascal.”
* The cad of the Fourth shirugged his shoulders.

“Hallo! Here's Glyn!” said Tom Merry. * Glyn, come
ere. Mellish says he’s coming to tea at Glyn House. Is it
true ?

Bernard Glyn shook his head most emphatically.

% Oh dear no!” he exclaimed. “I'd as soon take Crooks
or Levison, and as soon take Herries’' bulldog as either.”

“Ha, ha, ha !

“ I wemarked that he was not speakin’ the twuth,” said Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy. < I wegard you as an unweliable wottah,
Mellish. Now, if you're weady, deah boys——"

¢ All ready ! ” said Manners,

“ I'm coming, Glyn, if you don’t ébject,” said Mellish.

“ But I do object,” said the schoolboy inventor proraptly.
“ I bar you, Mellish. You can go and eat coke.”

“ But your pater——"

* My pater wouldn’t like me to take a worm like you.”

¢ Wathah not ! ”

¢ My cousin 2

¢t Oh, blow your cousin!

“ My cousin, Captain Mellish——
‘ Captain rats ! Come on!”

The invited party crowded out into the passage.

Mellish followed them, with an unpleasant grin -upon his
face,

“ (Hyn,” he exclaimed, © I'm really coming, you know ! 2

Tue GeEM Lisrary.—No. 247.
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Bernard Glyn faced round in the passage, and shook his fist
at the cad of the Fourth. 5

“Bugz off ! ” he roared. *I'm not taking you.
with you. I don’t want you. 1 won’t have you.

Mellish laughed.

* My cousin’s-staying at your place on a visit to your father,”
he said.

“ Bosh ! ”* said Glyn.

“ But he is, you know. Captain Mellish——""

** Captain of a Thames barge ! *’ murmured Monty Lowther.

* Captain in the Boolywallah Fusiliers,’”” said Mellish, “ and
he’s on a visit to Glyn House. Iwant to see him.”

“* Well, I daresay he doesn’t want to see you,” said Glyn,
* Jolly queer taste if he did. You may have a decent relation,
though one wouldn’t think it to look at you. You're jolly
well not coming with us. Buzzoff ! 7 :

“But I've got a letter——"

“ You'll get a thick ear if you bother meé any more.”

“I've got a——""

““ Oh, come on ! *’ exclaimed Tom Merry.
us talking all day.
going.”

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy——"

“ Look here,” said Mellish, “I tell yon I've got——""

But Tom Merry & Co. dashed down the passage at a run, and
Mellish was left talking to the desert air.

The juniors were already late for starting, and they had no
time to waste. They crossed the quadrangle at a run, heedless
of Agthur Augustus D’Arcy’s pathetic appeals to them to slacken
speed.

“ Pway don’t huwwy like this, deah boys!® exclaimed
the swell of St. Jim’s. “ We shall make our boots and twousahs

dustay by the time we awwive.”
°  “Hurry up ! ” roared Monty Lowther, clapping the swell of
St. Jim’s on the shoulder, so suddenly that Arthur Augustus
staggered forward and fell on his knees.

“Ow! BaiJove!”

“Hurry up!”

“You fwightful ass!
twousahs t

“ Hurry up ! ” yelled Lowther excitedly.

Arthur Augustus sprang to his feet and rushed at Monty
Lowther.

Lowther dashed towards the gates, and D’Arcy flew after him.
Out into the road they went at top speed, and the rest of the
party, laughing, hurried after them.

Arthur Augustus’s boots were indeed dusty by the time he
remembered himself and slackened specd.

“ Bai Jove ! ” he gasped, as the other fellows came up. _ ““ Bai
Joyve ! You will have to lend me a bwush as soon as we awwive,
before I pwesent myself to your sistah and patah, Glyn !

“ Tl turn the garden-hose on you, if you like,” said Glyn
cheerfully.

* Weally, Glyn——"

“ Blussed if that ass Mellish isn’t following us!®’ exclaimed
Blake, looking back.

The juniors all glanced over their shoulders.

Mellish of the Fourth was sauntering down the road after them.
They hurried on, and turned into the little lane that led to the
great gates of Glyn House.

Mellish turned into the lane after them.

‘“Bat Jove! He's weally comin’!” said Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy. .

Glyn stopped in the gateway for Percy Mellish to comeup. He
waited for-the cad of the Fourth, with a grim expression upon his
face.

Mellish strolled up easily.

“ Look here!” exclaimed Glyn.
rot ! You i

“ I've come,” said Mellish cheerfully, = “ By the way, I forgot
to mention that I had an invitation from your father——"

“ My father ? ” exclaimed Glyn, taken aback.

“ Yes,” said Mellish, chuckling. * Your pater sent me a note
this afternoon. He said he'd just learned that Captain Mellish
had a cousin at St. Jim’s, so he wrote to ask me to come over with
you and the others.”

Bernard Glyn looked at him very dubiously.

‘‘ I'd like to see that note,” he said curtly.

Mellish felt in his pocket and produced the letter.

Bernard Glyn looked at it. For once, at all events, the cad
of the Fourth had spoken the truth. The letter was in Mr.
Glyn’s hand, and was addressed to Mellish of the Fourth, and it
ran g 5

“ Captain Mellish, my guest, tells me that you are his cousin,
and he would like to see you while he is down here, I shall
be glad if you will come over with my son this afternoon, and at
any other time . when you feel inclined.”

Glyn handed the letter back to Mellish. His father, of course,
did not know anything about him personally. To the million-
aire Percy Mellish was simply a St. Jim’s junior. Glyn had
never mentioned him, especially at home.

THE GeM LiBrary.—No. 247,
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Mellish watched the schoolboy inventor’s face with a coverd
grin,

Glyn attempted to be hospitable, though it was very difficult
indeed to be polite to Percy Mellish. 5

“ Come in, then,” he said. ‘If you’d shown me this letter
before it would have been all right. I didn’t know my pates
had asked you.”
“I wanted to show you the letter, but you wouldn’t look at
it,”” said Mellish. 3

** Well, I'm sorry,” said Glyn, with an effort. * Come on ! il

Mellish nodded, and walked in with Glyn. They rejoined
Tom Merry & Co., who regarded Mellish with disfavour. I3

Glyn explained awkwardly.

“It’s true about Mellish having a relation in the houses
party here,” he said. My pater’s asked him over. He’s
welcome, of course.”

“ Thanks ! ” drawled Mellish. %

‘“ Oh, that altahs the case, of course,” said Arthur Augustusf
¢ A chap is bound to be civil to a fellow guest. It’s all wigh
Mellish ! e

“Go hon!” said Mellish.

““Try not to be a disagreeable cad, you know, and we sha
get on better,” Blake remarked.

“ Yaas, wathah!”

Mellish laughed, and they walked up to the house together,

CHAPTER 3.
" x "
i ALLO ! Something’s up !’
H Bernard Glyn uttered that exclamation as the
entered the wide portico of Glyn House.

It was evident that * something ” was * up.”

The house was in confusion, o

Mr. Glyn’s voice could be heard from the library in disturbed
tones. Startled servants were standing about whispering,
and some of the guests were to be seen all looking very concerneé‘
and -surprised.

., ‘“What on earth’s the matter ? ** Glyn exclaimed,
body ill, I wonder ? ;

He caught hold of the butler as that ponderous gentleman, .
crossed the hall. 3

‘. Jenkins, what's up ? =

Mr. Jenkins stopped.

“ Oh, it’s you, Master Bernard !** he exclaimed,
been a robbery !

“A what!?

“ A robbery ! "’

“ My hat ! ” .

* Inspector Skeat’s in the library with your father, Master
Bernard. Your father’s very much upset,” said Mr. Jenkins, "
“ It's most amazin’. The Golden Mandarin has been took !

‘“Oh, my hat!*

Mr Jenkins passed on, and Glyn turned to his companionss
in dismay ;

“ That’s rotten ! * he said * Beastly awkward for a robbery "
to happen now, just when we've come to tea, too. The pater
will be cut up if they don’t get that statuette back.”” - 3

“ What is it ? ** asked Tom Merry

“ A statuette, a Chinese mandarin made in solid gold,” said
Glyn “It’s worth heaps of money, and was a great curiosity
The pater has been offered three thousand quid for it. A nice
little haul for the rotter, whoever he is. Rotten thing to happen
when there are people staying in the house, too. Hullo! Here's
the inspector ! * 5 3

Inspector Skeat, of Rylcombe, came out of the library lookin,
a little flushed and annoyed. |

“ Some

* There's:

It was evident that he had not T
been pleased with his interview with Mr. Glyn. :

The inspector passed out, and Bernard Glyn looked into the
library. Mr. Glyn was there, pacing up and down the room -
in a state of considerable agitation.
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“Hallo, dad!”

€ Oh, is that you, Bernard ** said Mr. Glyn, stopping, and
fooking at his son. “Have you heard what has happened ?

Glyn nodded. :

¢ The inspector is an ass !’ said Mr. Glyn.  “ What do you
think he has proposed to me 2 To have the rooms of my guests
searched. The ass!”

“That would be rather thick, dad!”

“Yes, As if I could think of such a thing. The ass!” said
Mr. Glyn, with great candour. “He will have to get the
statuette back, though. I would not lose it for twice its value.
I ‘s.ha.ll send for a detective from London. These country

olice 1
% How did it go, dad, last night ?
“No; to-day. I usually keep it on my desk, here, as you

know, and it was gonc when I came in an hour ago. Where,
1 don’t know. But I found this here.”
The millionaire jerked his hand towards the table. A small

card was lying there, with an X inscribed upon it in red ink.
There was nothing else upon the card, and Bernard Glyn glanced
at it in amazement.

¢ What on earth does that mean, pater ?”

It was left by the thief,” said Mr. Glya irritably. “ He must
have come in from the grounds ; the French windows have been
open nearly all day.”

“ My hat !” said the junior. “It’s rather a new dodge for
a thief to leave his card, isn’t it 2

The millionaire made an angry gesture.

“ You have never heard of him then, Bernard ?*

€12 What do you mean, dad ?”

“No; of course, you do not read the newspapers,” said his
father. “ There is a clever thief who has committed many
robberies in wealthy houses, both in London and the country,
and on each occasion a card of that kind has been left in the
place of the article stolen. The man is a very clever rascal,
and as cool as an iceberg. The police have records of a dozen
robberies in which the same thing has occurred, and there has
never been a clue to the thief. He chooses occasions when a
house is full of guests; perhaps in order to introduce himself
in some cunning disguise. Some of my guests have brought
their own servants with them, and it would be quite easy for
a man, dressed as a valet or groom, to come and go unnoticed.
Mr. Skeat is an ass, he doesn’t believe in the mysterious thief
who signs himself * X I’'ve told him all T know on the subject,
but he doesn’t take any stock of it, as he says. This is an ordinary
theft to him. But I am going to get the Golden Mandarin
back somehow. I i

There was & tap at the door.

“ Come in ! rapped out the rillionaire.

The door opened, and a young man entered. He was a tall,
well-built fellow, with a soldierly air, and a handsome, clear-cut
face, with the tan of a tropical sun in his cheeks.

¢ Ah, Captain Mellish,” said Mr. Glyn, with a more agreeable
look. It was evident that the millionaire liked his guest.

¢ Excuse me,” said the captain, I was anxious to know if
you have made any progress, and as I saw the inspector go——"

Mr. Glyn shrugged his shoulders impatiently.

¢ No; the inspector is an ass!” he said.

The captain smiled.

& “TThen he holds out no hope of your recovering the statuette,”

e said. -

 Oh, yes ; he thinks he can find it. T know he cannot. Iam
going to send for a detective from London.”

“ May I make a suggestion, sir ? .

“ Most decidedly. I would rather have your opinion on the
case, captain, than that of a dozen policemen.”

. "lean‘k you. I should suggest that a search is made in the
ouse.”

“ Why, that is what Mr. Skeat suggested.”

%7 must say that I agree with him. I think your guests
would prefer that their rooms, and those of their servants, should
be searched,” said the captain, “ otherwise 2

¢ Impossible.”

“ But, my dear sir- :

“T should mever dream of anything of the sort.
1 know whom the thief is.”

“Really 1

¢ Tt is the rascal who signs himself ‘ X.”  Look at that card.”

The captain glanced at the card on the table.

“ Begad !’ he exclaimed. “So you've had a visit from X.
A cool beggar, by jove ! I have heard that when he stole Lord
Westwood's bonds, he sent a telegram to say that he was going
to take them on a certain date, and by jove, he did! They had
two detectives and several fellows watching for him, and he took
them all the same. Not much use the police tackling a fellow
of that kind!”

“ Then you think I shall not get my statuette back, captain 2

Captain Mellish shrugged his shoulders.

71 hope you will, sir,” he said, in a tone that implied very
plainly his belief that he did not think so.

wedSihav: * CAUGHT REDHANDED!”

Besides,
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Thero was & knock at the door again. Inspector Skeat came
fn. The stout inspector held a telegram in his plump hands,
and his usually ruddy face was perfeetly crimson with rage.
He held up the telegram, and tried to speak, but he was almost
stuttering with fury, and the words did not come.

“ What’s the matter ? ” demanded Mr. Glyn testiiy.

¢ This—this telegram !’ gasped the inspector, © —I—-"

“ What about it ?"

“ Tt was addressed to me here, and handed to me just as I was
leaving,” howled the inspector. ‘It was despatched from
London, an hour ago ! "

oo Welt 2

“Read it !”

Mr. Glyn took the telegram and read it. He uttered an
exclamation, or rather a shout, and passed it to the captain.
The captain whistled. Bernard Clyn took the telegram, and
ga‘: quite a yell as he looked at it. For this is how the telegram
read : :

“ Inspector Skeat, Glyn House, Rylcombe. Go it I—X.”

“My hat ! murmured Bernard Glyn. * The cool beggar !

“Do you see ?” exclaimed the inspector. * That telegram
was sent an hour ago; the villain knew that I should be sent
for. He must have sent that wire immediately ho got back to
London with his plunder. It's sent from Charing-Cross Post-
office. Imagine it—wiring to me—me—the thief ! Telling me
to go it. The impudence! The—the s

Words failed the inspector in his indignation.

“T suppose you believe now that it was X who stole the
statuette 7’ said Mr. Glyn tartly.

“Yes, yes; I suppose so. It is extraordinary. He must
have entered the house in some sort of disguise,” exclaimed
the inspector. ** I never heard of such coolness, such impudence.
‘I’he seoundrel !

“ He does seem to be a cool hand,” said Captain Mellish.
¢ But surely this telegram will give you a clue, inspector. You
can find out all the passengers who left for London to-day ;
you can’t have a crowd of passengers at a little station like
Rylcombe.”

The inspector shook his head.

“I shall inquire,” he said. “But he may have gone by
Wayland Junction, there are plenty of passengers at that
station, or he might have walked to Abbotsford.”

“ An inquiry at Charing-Cross Post-office——'

“ Depend upon it he was in some disguise when he sent the
wire. But I shall certainly communicate with Scotland Yard
at once about it.”

And the inspector, picking up the telegram, stalked out.

Bernard Glyn rejoined his chums.

Tom Merry and Co. listened with the keenest interest and
amazement to what he had to tell them. :

“ My only hat ! ” exclaimed Monty Lowther. “ The chap's &
cool beggar! The inspector was looking like & ruffled turkey.
No wonder.”

“ Yaas, wathah !

“Well, we may as well have tea, all the same,” said Glyn
philosophically. = “ Edith’s got us a ripping feed ready, as
she said she would; it’s in the gun-room. Come on!”

“ Hallo, Cecil!” exclaimed Mellish, as his ecousin came oub
of the library.

Captain Mellish glanced at the Fourth-Former.

¢ Percy ! So hero you are ! "

The handsome captain shook hands with the Fourth-Former
of St. Jim’s. Melligh, with an air of very great pride, introduced
his companions to the captain. It was evident that Mellish
was very pleased to have so creditable a relation to present to
the St. Jim’s fellows. Tom Merry and Co. were surprised;
they would never have dreamed that the big, handsome captain,
with his sunburnt face and pleasant manners, was & relative of
the sneak of the Fourth. Captain Mellish made & very agreeable
impression upon all of them.

“Will you come and feed with us, Ceeil ? » asked Mellish.
“ The fellows would all like it.”

“ Yaas, wathah!” :

“ Yes, do,” said Bernard Glyn.
that chap X, too.”

The captain nodded and smiled,

¢ Nothing I would like better,” he exclaimed. *I should like
to come over to the school and see your quarters, too, Percy.”

 Yes, rather,” said Mellish, seceming to grow an inch or two
taller at the prospect of showing his handsome cousin round
St. Jim’s, before all the fellows. I should be jolly glad to take
you round the school, and we'll have a study feed, too.”

“ Good ! 7 said the eaptain.

“This way,” said Bernard Glyn..

And having paid their- respects to Mr. Glyn, the juniors
followed Bernard to the gun-roomy; where Glyn's sister had pre-
pared a “feed” that was ealculated to delight the heart of

any schoolboy.
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CHAPTER 4.
Mellish's Cousin.

DITH GLYN greeted the juniors of St. Jim’s with a
sweet smile. Glyn’s sister was a very charming girl
of twenty-five, Arthur Augustus, once upon & time,

had been in love with Miss Glyn, and had even gone to the length
of proposing to her, a fact which his chums never allowed him
to forget. Miss Glyn was engaged now, to a gentleman who
had been a temporary Housemaster at St. Jim’s, and so D’Arey’s
dream was over in that direction, but he did not mind. D’Arcy
was rather given to having affairs of the heart, which were
dreadfully serious while they lasted, but which fortunately did
not last long.

Edith, having seen that the boys had all they wanted, left
them to themelves, very tactfully on her part. Captain Mellish
sat down to the table with the juniors, in the highest good-
humour. The juniors were very much taken with him. The
more they saw of him, the more they were amazed that he should
be a relation of Mellish. Indeed, it made them think more
highly of Mellish, to discover that he had such a really ripping
cousin, as Blake remarked sotto voce to Tom Merry.

The captain was full of good humour, and full of good stories.
He told the juniors stories of India, where he had commanded
a corps of irregulars, the Boolywallah Fusiliers. He had been
in action, and the boys listened breathlessly to a story of a
fight with the Afridi3 in a frontier pass.

The captain was very much interested, too, in St. Jim’s. He
talked football, and showed that he knew all about the game.

“ Bai jove ! 7' Arthur Augustus D’Arcy exclaimed. *‘ If you'd
come ovah to St. Jim's early, sir, we could give you a game,
if you'd play with junishs, sir.”

“Good ! exclaimed Captain Mellish. ‘ Nothing I'd like
lebter. I suppose you arc a great footballer, Percy.”

Percy Mellish coloured uncomfortably.

Mellish was a slacker of the first water, and he hated cricket
and football and every other healthy game with the deadliest
of hatreds.

“ Well, I play,” he stammered.

“In the Form eleven, e¢h ? ” said his cousin,

‘“ N-not exactly,” stammered Mellish.

Blake chuckled at the idea of Mellish being in the Form
eleven. Mellish would have been declined as a reeruit by an
eleven in the Second Form, let alone the Fourth. The captain
glanced at Blake, and Blake changed his chuckle into a cough,
and took a hasty bite at a jam-tart.

Arthur Augustus patted him on the back.

* Gone down the w’ong way, deah boy ? " he asked sympa-
thetically. :
“Ow!

me l "

“ Weally, Blake e

*“ Groo-hooh ! ”

Mellish grinned. The captain changed the topic; perhaps
he was keen enough to see that feeling was not so cordial between
-his cousin and the other fellows as it might have been.

“Well, I hope I shall see you play, Percy, when I como
over,” he said. * By gad, it will be like old times to be among
you young fellows! I'm down here for a week, and I hope
your father will have recovered his statuette before I go, Glyn.”

That brought the talk round to the subject of “ X,” a topic
which was full of the keenest interest to the juniors.

“I don’t suppose it will be ever seen again,” said Glyn.
“It stands to reason the rascal will melt it down for the gold,
though it will lose a lot of its value if he does. It was a jolly
valuable thing—the eyes were diamonds, you know, and worth
a lot of tin. I wonder—s-" He paused.

“ Well, what do you wonder ? ” said Tom Merry.

“I was thinking that the thief might have had a go at St.

No, you ass |’ gurgled Blake, “ Leave off punching

Jim’s, if he had stayed in the neighbourhood,” said Bernard

Glyn.  “There’s a lot of loot at the school, for a chap who
knew how to get at it. You remember we’ve had burglars
after the plate. And there’s the Head’s Rembrandt, too—
what a haul for the bounder if he could get at it.”

' Genuine Rembrandt !” said the captain, with interest.
“I'm a bit of a connoisseur in pictures; I should like to see
that.”

“Yes, genuine enough,” said Glyn. “ You fellows know
the. picture—it hangs opposite the Head’s writing-table in
his study.”

*‘ Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus.
looks like a smudge, you mean.” )

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Well, it does look rather smudgy,” said Glyn, “but I
know it's frightfully valuable. They sold one of Rembrandt’s
pictures the other day for a hundred thousand quid.”

‘“ Bai Jove !

“This is only a little one, but it’s supposed to be an extra
special good specimen,” said Glyn. “I know the Head could
sell it for a thousand pounds if he liked. An American collector
once offered him a big sum—I don’t know how much, but
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the fellows said it was thousands and thousands of dollars.
Stolen pictures can be sold in America—and if X raided that
daub—I mean picture. 2 !

“ What a chance for X, if he knew ! ”’ said Tom Merry.

“ He probably does know,” said the captain. ‘ From what
I’'ve heard of the man, he seems to know everything that’s
worth stealing, and that’s in a handy form to be taken away.
As he has henoured this neighbourhood with a visit, your
Headmaster would do very well to put his picture in a safe
place.”

Glyn laughed.

““ Oh, he wouldn’t do that !’ he said. ‘“He keeps it where
he can see it. He looks up from his table and gloats over it,
you know. Chaps have seen him standing in front of thab
picture for half an hour at a tims looking at it—blessed if I
know what for!”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ But really it would be only right to give Lim a warning,”
said the captain thoughtfally. ‘“I’'ve a good mind to walk
over to the school with you lads and speak to him about it—
after what’s happened here.”

“Good!” said Tom Merry.
school, anyway.”

The captain held to his idea. After tea, when the party
left Glyn House, the handsome captain walked home with
them to the school. Tom Merry & Co. felt very distinguished
a3 they walked in at the gates of St. Jim’s with the captain.
Fellows looked at them, and wondered who their friend was;
and Mellish swanked considerably. When the fellows learned.
that the captain was Mellish’s cousin, they showed an astonish-
ment that was not very complimentary to Mellish. .

Captain Mellish strolled round the quadrangle with the
juniors, and looked in at the gym, and walked round the playing
fields. The RSixth eleven were just finishing & mateh with
the Fifth, and the captain paused to look on, and he eheered
as loudly as anybody when Kildare of the Sixth, the captain
of St. Jim’s, kicked the winning goal.

“Goal! Bravo!” shouted the captain.

And Tom Merry murmured admiringly :

“ He knew that was going to be a goal before it went insg
he knows footer, my infants! Where did Mellish dig up &
cousin like that ?

And when Captain Mellish left the juniors, to call upon
the Head, he leit them singing his praises right and left. And
Mellish, of the Fourth, came in for & very unusual amount
of attention. Tom Merry, after a mental struggle on the
subject, cams up to Mellish, and clapped him on the shoulder
in a very unusually friendly way.

‘“ Mellish, old man!” he said. .

Mollish grinned ; it was the first time Tom Merry had ever
called him “old man.” <

“Hallo ! he said. ;

* We're thinking of making up a match on Saturday afternoon,
and getting the captain to play,” said Tom Merry. “He
said he would.” -

“ Well 1 :

“Well, it's only fair that you should be in the team,” said
Tom Merry, with an effort. ‘“ Look here, if you like to put
in some practice between now and Saturday, we’ll play you.”

Mellish nodded.

“ Righto ! he said.
me to death.”

“Good ! ” said Tom Merry.

And he started Mellish at once with some shooting practice
in the common-room, as it was too dusky to play outside.
And Mellish kicked in a way that showed that what he did
not know about foothall would have filled whole libraries to
overflowing. ;

“We'll show you round the

“I'll be glad! Only don’t practise

CHAPTER 5.
The Captain’s Warning.

R. HOLMES, the Head of St. Jim's, greceted Captain
Mellish very pleasantly. Mr. Railton was in the
study with the Head when Captain Mellish presented

himself, and introduced himself in a frank and engaging manner
which made a very favourable impression upon both masters.
The Head of St. Jim’s received, frequently enough, visits from
relations of the boys, and the interviews were not always
enjoyable. Anxious mothers who feared that there might
be a draught in the Form-room, and wondered whether there
ought to be fires in the dormitories of a night, bothered the
Head considerably when they came, though he had cultivated
a manner of urbane patienco that was proof against all attacks.
But Captain Mellish was very agreeable, and the Head was
glad to see him—especially when the captain remarked that
he had looked in to do him a service.

“ Your Rembrandt, I suppose ? Captain Mellish remarked,
with a nod towards the picture facing the Head’s desk, =

Dr. Holmes’s face lighted up.
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+-He was an amateur in art, and he would talk pictures by
the hour, and he was always pleased when a visifor observed
hLis genuine Rembrandt.

“Yes,” he said. * You recognise it ?”

he captain smiled.

7¢I do not pretend to be a judge,” he said, standing before
the picture and gazing at it with half-closed eyes, *but I
should certainly say that it is a splendid work. And it is
the genuine thing 27

“Undoubtedly. It was bought by my grandfather for a
ridiculous sum—seventy guineas, I think,” said the Head.
%It belongs to the period after the painting of the °Night
Watch.’”

“Yes, Ihave seen thatin the Rijks Museum, at Amsterdam,”
soid the captain.  There arve some of the same wonderful
colour effects in this picture. Is not this rather an exposed
place for such a valuable work ? That picture would sell on
the Continent or in the United States for some thousands
of pounds, doctor.”
~— ¢ If it were stolen, do you mean ? * asked Mr. Railton.

The captain nodded.

«“ But it could be reclaimed, surely ! ” said the Head.

“ Not from a collector, I imagine,” said the captain. s
you heard of it in a collection, my dear sir, and claimed it,
you would be fought tooth and nail before they would give
it up. It would be averred that the picture you had possessed
was a copy, you see. Doubtless, the purchaser would believe
80, if he bought it in good faith. If it were s0 easy to recover
gtolen pictures, even when they are traced, they would not
be worth the trouble of stealing. But they are—as witness
the recent case of ‘ La Gioconda.’

“True ! ” said Mr. Railton.

¢ But, the picture is safe here,” said the Head.

;. “Under ordinary circumstances, I suppose so,” said the
captain. ““ But, as a matter of fact, that picture is what
I came to speak to you about.”

“You do not wish to purchase it ?” said the Head, with
& smile. .

“ By Jove, I should like to,” said the captain, “but thab
ks not.what I was thinking of ! I am staying with Mr. Glyn,
the: father of one of your boys, and there has been a robbery
at Glyn House. You have heard of the famous cracksman

_ who is known to the police as ‘X’ 2"

“YWho has not ?** said the Head, with a smile. “The
newspapers make a great deal of him when there is a scarcity
of news.” :

% 1Weil, the robbery at Glyn House was committed by X”
said the captain. “ The fellow actually had the impertinence
to send a wire to Inspector Skeat, from London, immediately
after the robbery. He must have gon® straight back to town
and s’ent the telegram immediately on stepping out of the
train.’

¢ Bless my soul! What impudence ! "

“S8o I came over, really, to warn you to look after your
I?embmndt,‘” said the captain. “I heard of it from Bernard
Glyn. -

“Thank you very much,” said the Head gratefully. *“ But
if the rascal has left the peighbourhood, as appears from his
telegram 2

The captain shook his Liead wisely.

“T have my own theory about that,”” he said. It was no
use stating it to Inspeetor Skeat ; he is not the man to welcome
an opinion from an outsider. But, as a matter of fact, there
are many cribs, as the cracksman would call them, in this
neighbourhood quite as well worth cracking as Glyn House.
Tt occurs to me that he has returned to London and sent that
telogram, with the intention of coming back to' the vicinity
and perpetrating another robbery. The telegram would throw
the police off their guard, as it gives the impression that the
man is far away. What do you think of that for a theory 2 ”

¢ Bless my soul,” said the Head, ** it is quite possible !

¢ Or the wire might have been sent by an accomplice in

London, the rascal himself remaining in this vicinity all the
time,” Mr. Railton remarked.

¢ Quite possible ! 2’ <aid the captain.

¢ Dear me ! said the Head. “ We have twice had attempted
burglaries at the school. I truly hope nothing of the kind
will be repeated.” -

A reason why you should be careful,” said Captain Mellish,

¢ Quite so. But every precaution is taken.”

* You have burglar alarms ? ”’ asked the captain.

“Well, no. Bub since the last attempt at burglary, I have
had a burglar-proof shutter put up at my window here, and
it i3 always closed of a night,” said the Head. * The study
door is also closed with a Yale lock. It would not be easy for
the cracksman to get into the study, even if he came here.”

““ He is a cool hand,” said the captain, with a shake of the
head. * However, you certainly seem to have made the room
pretty safe. I sée that you keep your safe in this room.” °

“Yes; and it is a strong one. I fancy X would have only
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his trouble for his pains, if he paid us a visit,”* said Dr. Holmes,
with a simile. .

~ “The picture would not be easy to take away,” said Mr.
Railton. ~ ** It is only a small one—eighteen inches by twelve—
but the frame is very heavy.”

Captain Mellish smiled.

¢ 1 imagine that a burglar would rip it out of the frame,” he
said. “ A slash or two of a knife would do that.”

“ Upon my word, you are right ; I-did not think of that.”

“ Well, I thought I would give you the warning, Dr. Holmes,”
gaid the captain ; * though really you seem to be pretty seeure.”

¢ Thank you very much for the kind intention, however,”
said the Head.

“ The curious thing is, that if the rascal intended to raid the
place, he would be quite capable of giving you a warning first,”
said the captain. ‘ Have you heard the story of Lord West-
wood’s bonds ? The cracksman actually sent his lordship a
telegram, announcing that he should steal the bonds upon &
certain date—and he did !

¢ Extraordinary ! 7 said the Head..

“ There were five of us—I was staying there at the time—and
we sat up all night with pokers and things, sitting round the safe
where the bonds were kept,” said the captain. * We watched
for him, and we did nof intend him to get away again if he
came. But he came—and the bonds went.”

“ How did he manage it ?” asked Mr. Railton, with keen
interest.

Captain Mellish shook his head. -

¢ That is more than anybody can say. A stone was flung ab
the window, and the electric light went out—he had got at the
wires somehow. There -was a light on the scene in less than
three minutes, and the safe was looking quite intact ; but we
opened it to make sure, and sure enough the bonds were gone.
In those three minutes the rascal had got in and tapped the safe,
and he left nothing behind but footprints in the flower-bed
under the window.”

A clue for the police,” said Mr. Railton.

“ The police discovered the boots that had made the foots
prints—a very large pair. It was clear that the man had pub
them on over his own, and taken them off when he reached the
road again, and thrown them away.” -

‘ What a cunning trick ! "

The captain glanced at his watch, and took his leave of the
Head and Mr. Railton. A erowd of juniors walked down to the
school-gates with him, and the captain laughingly agreed to
come over on the following Saturday and play footer.

“ Your cousin’s going to play,” said Tom Merry. * We shall
put Mellish in goal. And if you promise to play for us, sir, we
shall be able to challenge a senior team.”

“ Challenge them, by all means,” said the captain. =)
played for my regiment in India, and I have not forgotten how
to shoot. I shall enjoy it.”

And the captain went swinging
cavalryman’s stride.

“ What a ripping chap !’ exclaimed Tom Merry, as the cap-
tain disappeared in the dusk,

“ Yaas, wathah!”

¢ Splendid !’ said Blake.
cousin like that, Mellish ?

Mellish grinned. Under the influence of his cousin the
captain, the cad of the Fourth had been much more agreeable
that afternoon; and Arthur Augustus D’Arcy confided to
Blake that he weally thought he would be able to stand Mellish.

“We'll challenge the Fifth,” said Tom Merry, as the juniors
walked back to the School House through the dusky quad-
rangle. “ With a chap like the captain playing for us, I shouldn't
mind challenging the Sixth, for that matter, only——""

¢ Only they wouldn’t play us !’ grinned Blake.

¢ Exactly,” said Tom Merry, laughing.

down the road with his

“ How on carth did you get a

CHAPTER 6.
Tom Merry Comes Down Heavy.
EFEVRE, the captain of the Fifth, was in his study, talking
L to Cutts. Cutts was seated on the table, swinging his
legs, and Lefevre was leaning against the mantelpiece.
They were talking football, when there was a tap at the door,
and Tom Merry came in, with Blake and Figgins of the Fourth.
The two Fifth-Formers looked at them. :
“ Well, what do you kids want ? 7’ asked Lefevre,
““ Thick ears ? ”’ suggested Cutts. :
T hear that you're not playing on Saturday afternoon ? L
gaid Tom Merry.
Lefevre nodded. =
“No; the Grammar School seniors have scratched,” be said.
* What about it 2’ :
“ Will you play us 2
[ Eh ? kRS
“ Will you play us ? >’ repeated Tom Merry, very distinctly.
“ What at?" asked Cutts, pleasantly. * Hop-scotch, or
noughts and crosses ? :
Lefevre laughed. : 2
Tae Gem Lisrary.—No. 247,
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“ Or leap-frog 7" he asked. :

“ Football ! ” said Tom Merry, calmly.

 Oh, don’t be funny !’ said the captain of the Fifth. * We're
Aot in the habit of playing little boys. Go and eat toffee.”

. Tom Merry smiled. ;

“ You saw that chap we brought to the school to-day ?” he
agked.

¢ Mellish’s relation ?

i Y

“ A fine-looking chap,” said Cutts.  Not the kind of rela-
tion you'd expect Mellish to have. But what about him ?”

‘* He’s going to play for us on Saturday,” said Tom Merry.
“ He’s played for his regiment in India, and he’s a ripping
player ; knows footer to the life. We want to get up a match
worthy of the oceasion, you know—we don’t like to make him

lay against juniors. So as you’ve scratched your match on
Saturday, we thought we’d play you.”

* Oh, that alters the case!” said Lefevre thoughtfully. I
like the chap’s looks, and I should like to be civil to him. That’s
what I say.” :

“ Of course, we could beat you on our own, as far as that
goes,” Jack Blake remarked.

*“ Hands down | ” said Figgins cheerfully.

 Sure he’s coming ? ” asked Lefevre dubiously.

*“Oh, quite ! ”’

. “Good ; then I'll put it to the fellows. We should have had
& practice match, and we may as well play you; and with
Captain Mellish in your team, you ought to be able to give us
the ,ghost of a tussle, at least,” said Lefevre, ‘ That’s what I
say.”

“ Good. It'’s agreed, then.”

¢ Well, yes.”

“ Right-oh !

And' the three juniors left Lefevre’s study, looking very
satisfied. The Fifth Form, as a rule, disdained to meet juniors
on the pleying-fields, and they politely but firmly declined
challenges from the Jower Forms.

, - We'll beat them hollow,” said Tom Merry, as the junior
went back to their own quarters, * Even without the captain
we could do it ! ” : :

* What-oh ! ” said Blake.

“ Yes, rather; especially if you played a good number .of
New House chaps in the team,” said Figgins thoughtfully.
Figgins, it need not be mentioned, belonged to the New House
at St. Jim's. > “

“ Rats!” said Blake courteously. “I was just feeling
doubtful about that very point. On an occasion like playing
the Fifth, I think the eleven ought to be all School House chaps.”™

‘* Of all the silly asses ! ” began Figgins.

-They had reached Tom Merry’s study by this time. A crowd
of gumors were gathered there to hear the result of the visit to
Letevre’s study. Kerr and Wynn, Figging’s chums of the New
House, were there with the rest. There was a general chorus of
inquiry as Tom Merry and his companions came in.

** Well, what says the oracle ? ”’ asked Monty Lowther,

* They're going to play us ! ” said Tom Merry.

“ Good egg !

 Hurray !

* Yaas, wathah ! ”’ said Arthur Augustus D’Arey, with great
satisfaction. “ It’s wippin’. We don’t often get a chance of
beatin’ the Fifth |

** We shall have to be jolly careful in selecting the eleven,”
said Kangaroo, with a shake of the head.

“ Yaas, wathah! Pewwaps you would like to have some
suggestions on the subject, Tom Mewwy,” said Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy, turning his eyeglass upon the captain of the junior
eleven. -

Tom Merry smiled.

* Pile in ! ” he said.

“ Well, undah the circs., we shall want an extwa special
eleven, and an extwa special captain,” said Arthur Augustus
thoughtfully. ‘‘ Of course, you fellows know that I’'m not the
kind of chap to put myself forward in any way. But undah
the peculiar cires. of the case, I weally think that it’s up to Tom
Mewwy to wesign the captaincy in my favah, for the one occa-
sion only.”

“ Go hon ! ” said Monty Lowther.

* What do you say, Tom Mewwy, deah boy ? ™*

“ Oh, I say rats!”

¢ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Weally, ‘Tom Mewwy

“ Any more suggestions from anybody ? ** asked Tom Merry,
looking round. *° Any more budding skippers who don’t want
to put themselves forward in any way ?”’

* Ha;hag ha 12

¢ Weally, you ass——

“ Well, I’ve been thinking——"" began Figgins.

”

¢ Silence for Figgins ! ** said Monty Lowther, raising his hand. -

(3 »

At such a time

Figgins has been thinking.
‘ Ha, ha, ha ! »?
** Oh, cheese it ! ** said Figgins.

“ I've been thinking, as this
Tae Gem LiBrary.—No. 2
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is a very special match, perhaps it would be a good idea to malke
some changes in the team.” 2

“ Yes ; we’re going to put Mellish in,” said Tom Merry., * 'i"\'e
ean’t do less.” = |

" Yes: but besides that, as we want an extra special team,
don’t you think it would be the best thing for some of the School
House members to stand down ? 2

*“ Eh ? ” said the School House fellows, all together. ** What? **

¢ And play New House chaps instead ! * -

“ Bat Jove ! Of all the cheek !

* What do you say, Tom Merry ? |

“ Oh, I say the same as I did to Gussy ! " said Tom Merry
cheerfully. *‘ Rats!” :

*“ Ha, ha, ha!”

* Now, don’t he an ass ! ” said Figgins persuasively. +

“I don’t intend to ke,” said Tom Merry laughing. $I
shall play you -and Kerr and Wynn. Wynn can play back
instead of goal as usual. We'll put Mellish in goal, I think—
he’llk do least damage there. Two chaps will have to be left gut
to make room for Captain Mellish and Mellish of the Fourth.?”

‘ Ahem ! said all the juniors.

" ‘“Any offers ? " asked Tom Merry,

Silence.

There was evidently no offers.

“ I call upon D’Arcy to resign >’ said Blake,

“ Weally, Blake——"" .

‘‘ Somebody will have to make a start,” explained Blake.
“Tt’s a D’Arcy’s place to lead—I've heard you say so often
enough ! i

‘“Ha, ha, ha !

“ Weally, you ass —”

“ Good ! ”” said Tom Merry.

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy——"

“That’s settled ! 3

“I wefuse to wegard it as settled,” shouted the swell of St.
Jim’s. “I wegard you as an ass, Tom Mewwy. I am bound

 Mellish takes D’Arcy’s place.”

' to play. Not because I specially~want to, but I am vewy keen

on the Fifth bein’ beaten.” : :

“But you can help us to beat them splendidly by keeping

out of the team, Gussy,” Monty Lowther suggested. - -
1Arthur Augustus turned his eyeglass upon Lowther with' a
glare, 3

¢ You uttah ass, Lowthah——" 2 :

““ Now——"" began Tom Merry. ‘ Hallo, what’s that ?

A bell suddenly rang in the passage. Tom Merry looked out
of the study. The passage was empty. He turned back inte
the study, looking mystified.

“ Didn’t you chaps hear a bell ring ? »* he asked,

“ Yaas, wathah!”

“In the passage ?*

“ Yes,” said Blake.

‘“ Well, there’s nobody there.”

““ That’s jolly queer,” said Monty Lowther.

Buzzzz ! ;

The juniors made a rush to the door and looked out into the
passage. The bell had rung outside the door. But when they
looked into the passage, it was empty.

“ What on earth——"!

“Bai Jove !

“It’s the giddy ghost of St Jim's,”” said Monty Lowther
solemnly. “ You know he always appears in Nobody’s Study
at Christmas time——"

“ Well, it isn’t Christmas time yet, fathead ! **

““No, he’s a little bit previous, that’s all,”” said Lowther.
“ And he’s getting up to date, too, ringing electric bells instead
of clanking a giddy chain,”

“Ha, ha, ha 1l

Buzzzzzz !

The bell rang again. Tom Merry dashed out of the study.
In a dusky corner of the passage he saw a little electric bell,
and a wire ran from it along the passage towards the end study.
Tom Merry jumped towards the bell, and came down upon it
with both feet. There was a faint, agonised buzz from the bell,
and then it was silent for ever,

“TIt’s that ass Glyn, japing us,” growled Tom Merry. * Ha
won’t jape anybody again with that giddy bell !

‘“Ha, ha, ha{* 5

The door of the end study opened, and Bernard Glyn came
running out. He looked at the squashed bell, and gave a roar,

“Oh! What silly ass did that ?

“I did,” said Tom Merry cheerfully. * You shouldn’t jape
usywith your giddy electric bells, you ass!”’ :

“You fathead ! roared Glyn. *“I wasn't japing you. I
was just testing the bell for the telephone I'm making, yoa
frightful chump !”

““Ha, ha; ha!?

“You cackling asses !
(13 4

“f—— Hark!®

Ha, ha, ha ! ” roared the juniors. :

“ Well, I thought it was a jape,” gasped Tom Merry. ‘The
next time you test your blessed bells, you'd better put a notics
up. Ha, ha, ha!’
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l The Bounder took off his hat to the Cliff House girls. * So kind of you to let me come to tea,” he said politely.

% By the way, you pierrots can buzz off, I am done with youl”
They tried not to laugh, but it was very hard to look

and the Cliif House girls locked at the pierrots.
sympathetic at such a time.
look so funny!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” laughed Marjorie. * Do excuse me!
(An amusing incident from the splendid complete school tale of Harry Wharton &

The four picrrots looked at the Cliff House girls,
I can’t help laughing, you

Co., entitled ** TOP DOG!’’ by Frank Richards, which is contained in this week’s issue of our
popular companion paper, ‘“THE MAGNET’’ Library. Now on Sale. Price One Penny.)

Bernard Glyn picked up the shattered bell, and retired to
his study with the wreck, speechless with wrath. And Tom
Merry & Co. gathered in the study again, and resumed the
discussion upon that important point, which members were to

be left out of the junior eleven on Saturday. They discussed
the question most earnestly, not to say excitedly ; but it could
not be said that they got much  forrarder.”
CHAPTER 7.
- Rung Up!
R. HOLMES was wearing a very thoughtful expression.
He was seated in his study, and Mr. Railton, the
Housemaster of the School House, had dropped in
for a chat after dinner. OQutside in the quadrangle the October
evening had settled down deep and dark.

Dr. Holmes gazed across at the picture opposite his table.
It was evident’ that Captain Mellish’s warning was still in his
mind, and he was uneasy about hig picture.

“ After all, it is safe enough,” he said, breaking the silence.

. NEXT Ak ”
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Mr. Railton smiled. 3

“ You aré thinking about the picture 2 ” he asked.

“ Yes,” said the Head, smiling too. * After all, even if the
raseal is still in the neighbourhood, which is doubtful, he could
not get at the picture. When the shutters are closed in this
room, I would defy any cracksman to enter. But I think it
would be a good idea for Taggles’s mastiff to be turned loose in
the quadrangle at night, for the present. He would give the
alarm immediately if a stranger succeeded in penetrating into
the grounds.”

Mr. Railton ‘nodded.

" Buzzzzzz ! 5

It was a sudden ring at the telephone.

Dr. Holmes rose to his feet, and took up the receiver,

“Yes 2’ he said.

“Hallo !

“ Well 27

“Is that St. Jim’s School 2 ” .

© Yes.? :

“Dr. Holmes ? "
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“I am Dr. Holmes.”
“Good! I am X.”

Dr. Holmes almost dropped the receiver, 3

“What ? You are—what ? 7

“ X 1 came the reply from the telephone.

** Good heavens ! ” muttered Dr. Holmes.

Mr. Railton rose to his feet.

“ Nothing the matter, I hope, sir ? ? he exclaimed.

“A hoax, I think,” said the Head, very much agitated.
“ Take the other receiver, Mr. Railton, please, and listen. It
is a hoax, undoubtedly, or at all events it is very extraordinary.”

“ But—but what——""

“Take the receiver.’

Mr. Railton took the second receiver, and listened.

“ You hear me 7 ”’ came the voice, clear and distinct to both
the masters, The wires disguised the natural tones of the
voice, perhaps, but there was a clear, metallic tone in it that
both the masters thought they would know again, if they ever
met the man who was speaking over the line.,

‘I hear you,” said Mr. Holmes. ‘‘Is this a hoax 2

* Certainly not.”~

** You have said that you are X.”

" Y‘es.i)

“The cracksman ?*

“" Yes.3) p

*“ The man who robbed Mr. Glyn to-day 2"

o“ XYES.S’

“ Upon my word !’ muttered Mr. Railton, aghast.
astounding impudence !

“ Do you believe him ? * acked the Head.

‘ Either it is he, or it is a hoax, of course,” said the House-
master. ‘I hardly know what to think, Listen! He is
talking.” L :

“You may expect me,” went on the hard, metallic vois
over the telephone.

“ What ?

“ You may expect a visit from me.”

* A vicit 77 said the Head, dazed.

“ Yeos."? .

“ What do you mean ? "

“Don’t you understand plain English ? ** asked the voice,
with & mocking tone in it. **I will say it in French if you like—
Je vais vous faire une visite.”

““ Bless my soul ! ” said the Head.

Do you understand ? *’

“Yes, of course I understand.
saying that you are going to pay me a visit ?

* X 1 was the reply.

‘“‘ That is not a name.”

A chuckle was distinctly audible on the telephone.

“ No, it is a sign of the unknown quantity,” came the reply.
¢ And I am an unknown quantity—a very unknown quantity.”

“Ts this a hoax, or are you really the rascal you pretend to
be 7’ the Head exclaimed indignantly. :

“ You will find that it is not a hoax.”

“In what way ? "’

“ When I have taken your picture.”

The Head started violently.

“ My—my picture ? * he stammered.,

“Yes, I am coming to take it.”

“ My picture ! You—you are coming to take my picture ! »
said the doctor, scarcely able to believe his ears, “Am I
talking with a madman ? ”

“ No. - With X.”* <

“ And you say you are coming to take my picture 7 *?

L Yes.i)

““ When ? 7

“ On Saturday night.” ; :

“ You impudent rascal!” exclaimed the Head. I only
hope that you will dare to come here. You shall not get away
again easily.”

“T shall get away again quite easily, and I shall take your
picture with me,” said the voice. : ;

“mhe cool scoundrel!?” murmured Mr. Railton. “No
wonder the police are unable to deal with him. Who ever
heard of a thief notifying his intended victim in this manner ? *’

“ It must be a hoax ! ” muttered the Head. But he spoke
without convietion. In spite of himself, it was borne in upon
his mind that the man at the other end of the telephone wire
was in reality the mysterious cracksman—the unknown criminal
whom the police knew as ““ X.” : =

“You may expect me on Saturday night, at exactly mid-
night,” said the voice, © “You hear me ¢ Saturday midnight.”

“ You raseal !

Another chuckle. D F

“ I always keep my word. But I am going to make you an
offer—a really generous offer. I can sell your picture in
Amsterdam or New York for three thousand pounds. But I
will sell it back to you for two thousand, What do you say ?”

‘* Bless my soul ! S :

* T shall lose on the-transaction, but something is due to
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But what do you mean by
Who are you ?
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courtesy,” said the voice. * And I have a great esteem for yon,
Dr. Holmes. T have heard a great deal about you, and I feg!
very friendly towards you.”

* You—you——" o

“I understand., You do not feel very friendly towards me.
It is only natural. Now, if you accept my offer, I will sell you
the picture at once, without bothering you by removing it from
the school. What do you say ? Two thousand pounds semt
in cash to an address which I will name to you, and your word
of honour to say nothing about the transaction till I haye
collected the cash ?  This is a good business offer.”. . :

“ It must be some rascal who has heard of the thief’s reputa-
tion, and is trying to blackmail me,”” muttered the Head.

He did not intend to speak those words into the telephone,
but they were heard at the other end. There wasa chuckle again.

“No; I am the real and genuine X,” came the voice.  *I
am making you & good offer, because I respect your character,
Dr. Holmes, and shall be sorry to trouble you. Of course, I
should only trouble you in the way of business.””

“I could not accept your ridiculous offer, if I wished,” said
the Head. ‘I should find it very difficult to raise two thousaind
pounds, even to recover my picture if I had lost it, And
certainly I should not hand such a sum to you or any other
rascal.” :

“I am sorry.
picture.”

*“You are welcome to do that, if you can,” said the Head
grim’l,y. “T shall take the best care of my property, I assure
ou. 2

“ It will be useless,”

“ We shall see.” =

I shall come on Saturday at midnight and take the picture,”
said the voice. ‘‘If you care to ransom it afterwards, the price
will be three thousand. I do not work for nothing.”

““ Bless my soul t ”?

_ “I shall ring you up on the telephone the following day, and
ask you whether you want it at that figure,” said the voice.
‘“ Now remember, Saturday night at twelve.”

““If you come here, you will find us ready.,”

*Good ! Expect me.”

“Ishall. Are you there 7

There was no reply.

The unknown interlocutor had rung off.

Dr. Holmes laid down the receiver, and looked at Mr. Railion
blankly, The School House master looked at him, breathing
hard. . :

“ Well, what do you think of that, Mr. Railton ? ** exclaimed
the Head, as soon as he found his voice. Sy

““ It is amazing ! \

‘“ It must be a hoax.”

Mr. Railton was silent.

““ You do not think so ? ** asked the Head.

“Frankly, I do not,” said the Housemaster.  This is in
keeping with the character of that astounding rascal. It is
in keeping with his action in sending a telegram to Lord West.
wood that he was coming to steal his bonds.” :

‘“ And he came—and stole them ? *’ said the Head musingly,

* Exactly.”

“ And you think——"

“ I think he will come here,” said the Housemaster, finishing
the sentence. *‘ Yes, I think so.”

“On the day—at the tine—he declares 7 **

‘I think so.” '

‘“ But he will be mad to do so ! ™ exclaimed the Head, in an
agitated voice. *‘ After receiving this warning, I shall certainly
not go to bed on Saturday night. I shall stay up—in this
room. And you will stay up with me, Mr. Railton.”

“ Undoubtedly. And it would be only wise to have the
inspector from Rylcombe here as well, and a couple of the
prefects,” said Mr. Railton. * The man is a desperate character,
and if he appears there will be real trouble.”

‘“But if we are thus prepared, what can he do if he
does come 77’ :

* We shall capture him, T hope, sir.”®

“Very good,” said the Head. ‘‘ At all events, he will not
succeed in getting the picture, and that is the important point.”

Mr. Railton smiled.

“No; I do not think he will succeed in getting that,” he
said. ‘I only hope that we shall succeed in getting him.
The man is a cool and determined rascal, but I think he has
over-reached himself this time, and it may be at St. Jim’s that
the mysterious ‘ X’ will meet his Waterloo.” =

Then there is nothing for it but to take tlie

CHAPTER 8. ;

Bernard Glyn’s Little Wheeze.
HAT strange talk on the telephone was not kept a seeret,
The masters heard it from Mr. Railton and the Head,
and the boys soon heard it too, and all St. Jim’s dis<
cussed it, to the exclusion of every other topic. Dr. Holmes
wisely considered that it was best to let the whole school know
about it, for the boys would then naturally be on the alert for
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any suspicious characters that might appear near the school.
{The whole of St. Jim’s, indeed, would be like an -armed camp
against the intended invader. It was not likely that even
“X,” accomplished cracksman that he was, would attempt
to break into the school without spying out the li of the land
first. He would want to know how to get at the place, and,
more important still, how to get away again when he had
secured his plunder. If, during the next day, any person in
the least degree suspicious in appearance had hung about
'St. Jim’s, there were fifty fellows ready to pounce upon him
and make him give an account of himself. But nobody appeared
—nobody who could, by any stretch of the imagination, be
supposed to be the cracksman in disguise.

““ I suppose the Head will be keepin® watch in his study on
Saturday night,” Arthur Augustus D’Arcy remarked thought-
fully, as the juniors discussed the matter round the fire in the
common-room after lessons.

““ Most likely,” said Tom Merry.
were coming after my props.”

. “Yaas., I think I shall ask the Head to let me keep watch
. with him.”
¢ Ha, ha, hal?
Arthur Augustus turned his eyeglass upon Tom Merry.
“1 fail to see anythin’ to laugh at in that wemark, Tom
Mewwy,” he said, with asperity. * This beastly cwacksman
appeahs to be a weally dangewous chawactah, and what is
wanted to deal with him is a fellow of tact and judgment.”
' “ Ask the Head, and see what he says,” said Blake, with a
shuckle.

~“1I intend to do so, deah boy,” said D’Arcy loftily.
he walked away towards the door of the common-room.

Blake stared, and shouted after him.

““Where are you going, Gussy ? "

“I'm going to the Head.”

“ What for 17

“I've just told you.”

“My hat !’ exclaimed Herries.
to ask the Head !
caning ? "'

‘“Ha, ha, ha !

“Come back 1 ”’ roared Digby.

“ I wefuse to come back.”

And Arthur Augustus walked out of the common-room,
with his aristoeratic nose high in the air.

“ My only Aunt Maria | ” said Tom Merry. * He's going to
ask the Head! Well, I should like to be one of the party
sitting up, if the Head’d let me. But 43

“ But I don’t suppose he’d see the value of juniors in such a
case,”’ Manners remarked.

Tom Merry laughed.

“ That’s just it | ”’ he agreed.

Bernard Glyn came into the common-room, grinning. There
were stains of chemicals on his hands, and stains of all sorts
of things on his clothes, but he looked very pleased with himself.
He nodded to the juniors, with a grin.

“ Finished your giddy telephone ? " asked Tom Merry

Glyn chuckled.

“T've put that off for a bit,” he said.
out & new wheeze.”

“ What's the wheeze—something up against the New
House ? ” asked Blake.

“No." Glyn glanced round. * Where's Gussy ?”

““ Gone to see the Head. He wants to stage-manage the scene
on Saturday night,” said Monty Lowther.

‘““Ha, ha, ha! Good old Gussy! Has it occurred to you
fellows that X—I believe the chap’s called X—that X might
make another haul here as well ‘as the Head’s giddy Dutch
daub ? "

“ What else—the school plate ? '

“ No. Gussy’s ticker.”

The juniors looked curiously at the schoolboy inventor.
They could see that Bernard Glyn had some idea in his mind.

“‘What are you driving at ? * asked Blake bluntly.

‘The Liverpool lad chuckled again.

“I'm talking about Gussy’s ticker.
times without number. It always turns up again like a bad
penny. Now, suppose X, the cracksman, were to telephone to
Gussy that he’s coming after his ticker at twelve to-night 3

‘““Ha, ha, ha ! ”’

¢ But he won't | ”” said Tom Merry.

“ Yes, he will 1 ¥

“ What do you mean ? ’ asked Tom Merry, puzzled. “ The
Fourth Form kids haven’t got telephones in their studies yet,
at any rate.”

“ Not necessary. There’s a telephone in the prefects’ room,
and juniors are allowed to use it when their loving parents call
them up to ask if they’ve changed their socks, and things of
that sort. And I-——"" Glyn paused.

‘““Well ? " demanded the juniors, all together,

“You'll keep it dark ? ”’ said Glyn mysteriously.

“ Yes—what is it 2 7

“ I know I should if anybody

And

““ He means it—he’s going
What will you bet on his getting—Ilines or a

“I’ve been working

You know he’s lost it
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“You’ll keep it frightfully dark ¢t

“ Yes!” roared Tom Merry., * What on earth have you been
doing 2’

*“ I've "—Glyn paused to chuckle—* I've—ha, ha, ha |

“Well 12

“ I've—ha, ha, ha, ha | ” roared Glyn.

Jack Blake caught up the poker.

“Stop it!” he yelled. * Next time you cackle, you silly
ass, you get the end of this in your silly ribs! Now, what's
the joke ?

“I've run a wire—ha, ha, ha ! "

Bifi | Blake kept his word, and Bernard Glyn roared in good
e_nl.)rnest as he caught the hard end of the poker with his sixth
rib.

“Ow! Yow!
Ugh! Oh!”

*“ Serve you jolly well right 1 growled Kangaroo.
can’t you explain yourself ?
you silly owl

* I've—ow—I've—yow—groo—I've run a wire—ha, ha, ha {1 ¥

“ Why, there he goes again | ”’ exclaimed Blake, exasperated.
““ Blessed if I don’t really puncture him this time { I'll—""

“Hold on!” exclaimed Glyn. “I must tell you before
Gussy comes back. I've run a wire from the end study to the
prefects’ room—shoved it under the edge of the linoleum in
the passage, you know.” -

““ What on earth have you done that for ?

. To connect up the telephone therc with a receiver in my
study,” grinned Glyn.

The juniors stared at him.

** But what—what——"

*“ Don’t you see ?” exclaimed Glyn, chuckling. * We can
talk aloni the telephone from the end study now, and an}vbody
we're talking to there will think we're miles away. We can
ring up Gussy from the Shell passage, and unless he discovers
the wire—which he won't do—he will think somebody is talking
to him from the call-office in Wayland.”

*“My hat ! :

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ So it will be quite easy for X-—any X, you know—to ring
him up, just the same as he did the Head, and tell him he's
coming for his watch to-night at twelve !

The juniors simply shrieked. :

“Bai Jove! what's the joke, deah boys ?” asked Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy, coming into the common-room, and regarding
the juniors inquiringly through his famous monocle.

“ You are ! ” said Monty Lowther blandly.

*“ Ha, ha, ha!”

* Weally, Lowthah, you ass—" :

“ How did you get on with the Head ? *’ asked Blake,

Arthur Augustus sniffed.

“The Head said he was vewy much obliged, but that he
wouldn’t twouble me. I twied to point out to him that it would
be no twouble, but he told me to leave the studay—I don’t
know why. I see nothin’ whatevah to cackle at.”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Bernard Glyn rose.

“ Well, I'm going to my study !’ he said. -

“I'm coming with you ! said Kangaroo, rising too.

And the Terrible Three rose. and said they were coming, tco.
So did Blake and Herries and Digby and Reilly—all the juniors,
iu fact, who had been taken into the confidence of the schoolboy
inventor,

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy .sat down to write. He was doing
an article on the latest fashion in trousers for * Tom Merry’s
Weekly.” Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was in favour of trouser-
straps, and his article dealt with that subject. He was deeply
interested in it, and his pen glided over the paper rapidly. He
was-interrupted by Mellish clapping him on the shoulder. He
looked up with annoyance.

* Weally, Meliish, I wish you wouldn't intewwupt me?™
he said.

“ You're wanted,” said Mellish.

“ What am I wanted for ?

*“ The telephone.”

“ The telephone ! exclaimed D’Arcy, in surprise. ¢ Wats!
The office is closed in Wylcombe now, and nobody can be
wingin’ me up fwom Wayland ! ”

 Somebody is,”” said Mellish. “* Kildare told me. It’s buzzing
in the prefects’ room now. You'd better go !

Lumley-Lumley of the Fourth looked into the commeon-room.

“D'Arcy there ? ' he called out.

“ Yaas, deah boy !’

“I guess you'd better buzz off to the seniors’ room !’ said
Lumley-Lumley. “ Somo giddy ass is ringing you up on the
telephone !

“ Bai Jove ! It's vewy wemarkable ! ”

“T guess you'd better hop it ! 7’ said Lumley-Lumley.

“ Yaas, wathah! Thanks for tellin’ me!” g 3

And Arthur Augustus hurried out of the common room to
answer that unexpected call upon the telephone.

Tue GeEM Lisrary.—No. 247,
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You've punctured me!

“ Why
What have you been up to,
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CHAPTER 9.
Arthur Augustus is Alarmed!

UCZZ-2-2Z-Z-Z-7!
The telephone bell was buzzing as Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy came into the prefects’ room. There was
nobody in the room, as it happened, but the telephone bell
could be heard the length of the passage. Arthur Augustus
hurried to the telephone-stand, and picked up the receiver
from the hook.

‘ Hallo ! ”* he said.

“ Hallo ! * came back a far-away voice.
of St. Jim’s 1™ 5

“ Yaas, wathah !>

“ The Honourable Arthur Augustus D’Arey 27

“ Yaas!”

* Good !

“Bh ¥

*“ No, not A !

“ Bai Jove ! ”

“ You have heard of me, I suppose ? "’

* Gweat Scott ! Yaas, wathah!”

“Good! Have you still got your gold ticker 2°*

“M-m-my what 27

“ Gold ticker.”

* Yaas.”

“Good! I wantit!”™ E

‘: §ou—you-you want it 77’ stammered D’Arcy.

es.”’ >

‘ Bai Jove ! that’s a fwightful cheek on your part, deah boy—
I mean, you awful wascal ! I shall certainly not let you have it !
I wegard you as a wank wottah !

“T am coming for it !> ;

“ You are coming for my gold tickah %

5 ¥en.2

“ Bai Jove ! I wish you would! I should give you a feahful
thwashin’, you wottah !

* Look out for me at twelve to-night !

“ What 7

“ T am coming for your gold ticker at twelve o’clock exactly !
X-actly! Do yousee?”

“ Bai Jove !

“ You had better go to bed and put your head under the
clothes ! If you watch for me, it will not he any good { I shall
eep your watch for you! Ahem! That isa pun!”

“You—you——"

“ When midnight strikes, 1 shall be there! If you resist, I
thall imbrue my hands in your gore ! Got that 2”

“ Gweat Scott ! ”

“If you struggle, T shall strew the hungry churchyard with
your bones! I am bound to have that gold ticker | Watches
were made to go ; yours is going to-night!”

“ Bai Jove ! You fwightfully cheekay wascal! I shall stay
awake to-night, and watch for you with a ericket stump!”™
said‘Arthur Augustus furiously.  If you come aftah my watch,
| shall bwain you without wemorse ! ”’

“ Expect me at twelve!”

“ Weally, you awful wascal——"’

““To-night ! Keep your ticker handy

“ Bai Jove ! ” -

“ Leave it on the washstand beside your bed, instead of
putting it under your pillow, as usual! It will save me the
trouble of waking you up, and I don’t want to come too near
you! Your face might give me a shock in the dark ! *’

‘“ Why, you—you—you > stuttered D’Arcy.

* Remember, twelve o’clock ! ” i

“ T wefuse to speak to you! I shall stay awake and watch
for you! Bai Jove!”

1 will ring you up again in ten minutes ! If you like to send
me twenty quid, I will let you off the watch! You can pawn
your eyeglass to raise the money ! ”

* Bai Jove ! ”

 Or you might raise it among the fellows in a subscription !
Promise not to sing any more tenor solos this term if they all
subscribe !

“ You—you—you——"

There was no reply; X had rung off.
breathed fury over the telephone receiver.
Sixth came into the room.

 Hullo, what’s the matter with you ? ” he asked.

“ The awfully cheekay wascal !

“ What—who =

“ The feahful boundah !

“ Why, what 2

 The impertinent wottah!”

The captain of St. Jim’s grasped Arthur Augustuz D’Arcy
by the shoulder and shook him. The swell of the Fourth was
almost stuttering with indignation.

* What is it ?” roared Kildare.
gbout ? :

* That fwightful waseal—X ! gasped D’Arcy.

“ What—what do you mean?” exclaimed Kildare, in
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_utterly mystified.

astonishment. * You don't mean to say that X has been ringing
you up, too, do you 2"

“ Yaas, wathah !

“ Don’t be a young ass ! ** said Kildare. - ]

“ But it’s quite twue, deah hoy ! ” exclaimed Arthur Augustus
excitedly. * He says he’s comin’ at twelve o’clock to-night
for my gold tickah!” 3

“ Rubbish ! ”

“ But I tell you he said so ! shouted D’Arcy.

“ Bosh ! ”’ said Kildare. *“ It’s one of the fellows japing you !
I remember one of the young bounders rung up Mr. Rateliff
on the telephone and japed him!”

“ But the office is closed in Wylecombe now, Kildare, deah
boy ! This call comes fwom Wayland, and all the fellows are
indoors ! ”

Kildare started.

“ By Jove ! that’s so!” he exclaimed.

“ He’s goin’ to wing me up again in ten minutes, to see if I
will sm),d him twenty pounds, instead of havin’ my tickah
stolen ! ” -

“Ts he ? " said Kildare. ‘ Then I'll be at the ’phone, and
hear what he has to say ! I can’t quite swallow that it’s the real
and genuine X after your ticker, D’Arey !~ :

Buz-z-z-z-z-z !

““ Bai Jove! There he is!”

This time it was Kildare who took up the receiver,

CHAPTER 10.
Not Quite so Funny!

o ALLO!”
H * Hallo !
“ Is that the Honourable Arthur Augustus D’Arey % #

“I'm answering for him! Who are you *” :

“ Isln X ! ER] »

Kildare started.

“ Where are you ? 7’ he asked.

‘“ At the telephone, of course!”

I mean, are you in Wayland ?**

“ Never mind where I am, old fellow ; I’'m keeping that dark &
Is D’Arcy going to hand out that twenty quid, or is he going
to have the ticker taken ? ™ :

“ What is he sayin’, Kildare, deah boy %’ i

Kildare handed the receiver to Arthur:Augustus. He was
He could hardly believe that it was the
famous cracksman who was speaking, and yet who else could
it be, so far off as Wayland ? If it had been daytime, it might
have been some japer of St. Jim’s speaking from Rylecombe ;
but that was impossible now. If it was not X himself, who
was it ? If it was a joker, that joker must know about the
telephone call the Head had received ; and how could anybody
in Wayland know ?

‘ Are you there, Gussy—I mean, D’Arcy 2

“ Yaas, wathah !

“ What about the twenty quidlets ? **

“1.wefuse !

“The fellows would subscribe willingly if you promised not
to sing any more this term. They would think it cheap at the
price.” :

* You impertinent wascal!”

“ Well, look out for me at twelve o’clock, that’s all.”

1 shall sit up for you.”

“Yes, I'm going to make you sit up!*” D’Arey thought he
heard a chuckle on the telephone. ‘‘ When from the tower
strikes forth the hour, I'll meet you in the haunted bower—I
mean in the Fourth Form dormitory.”

““ Bai Jove ! '

“ Oh, the young rascals ! ” murmured Kildare.

The Sixth-Former chuckled softly. Arthur Augustus looked
round, and saw that the captain of St. Jim’s was examining a
wire that ran behind the telephone, and disappeared along the
wainscot of the wall.

“Bai Jove, that’s a new wire!” said D’Arcy in surprise,
lowering the receiver. =

Kildare laughed.

“Yes; and there’s only one fellow at St. Jim’s who under-
stands these things well enough to connect up the telephone on
his own,” he said. * The cheeky young rascal, to meddle with
the telephone. Go to my study and fetch me a cane, D’Arey.”

“ But—but—I—weally >

“ Quick, I tell you!”

““ Y aas, deah boy.”

Arthur Augustus hurried out. Lhe telephone-bell rang,
the mysterious interlocutor apparently had not finished his
conversation. Kildare picked up the receiver, to keep the
fellow at the other end occupied until D’Arcy returned with
the cane.

“Hallo!” he said.

“Who's that ?” asked the voice.

“I'm Kildare.”

¢ Oh, you're Kildare, are you ?
to-night.”

I'm coming for your bike
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“ Oh, you're X, are you?” said Kildare grimly, with his
eye on that new wire, which he was pretty certain ran as far
as the end study in the Shell passage, and no farther.
© “Yes, At midnight to-night I'm coming for your bicyecle.”

Kildare grinned. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy came back into
the prefects’ room with a cane and handed it to the captain of
St. Jim's. Kildare handed him the receiver.

“ Keep on talking to the chap, D’Arcy,” he said. “ Keep
11i1]% busy for a few minutes while I follow this wire to the other
end,”

Arthur Augustus chuckled. :

** Then it’s a jape, deah boy ? 7 he asked.

“ Yes; and I'm going to surprise the japer.”

¢“ Ha, ha, ha!?”

¢ Talk to him. ”

“ Yaas, wathah!”’

' Arthur Augustus grinned into the receiver, and talked.
Kildare left the prefects’ room, and followed the course of the
wire.

- ““Are you still there, you wottah 2" asked D’Arcy on the
)téleplloxxe. : ;

“Yes, I am hare.”

D’Arcy chuckled softly. Now that he was enlightened by
the discovery of the wire, he thought that he could recognise
the voice of Bernard Glyn, although ‘the schoolboy inventor
was speaking in disguised tones.

“ Vewy well. You are comin’ for my tickah ?

‘“ At midnight’s hour 5

The voice broke off suddenly. Arthur Augustus spoke again.

““ Arc you there ? ' he asked into the receiver in his blaundest
tone.

No reply.

¢ Are you there, you ass 2"

Silence !

Arthur Augustus chuckled, and hung up the receiver, and
hurried out of the seniors’ room. Kildare had followed the wire !

The captain of St. Jim’s did not really need the wire to guide
him.. He had a pretty clear idea of where he would find the
ether receiver. The wire was indeed well concealed, close by
the dark wainscot of the passage, and wherever possible pushed
under the edge of the linoleum. If Kildare had not been
looking for it he would certainly not have discovered it.

He hurried along the Shell passage, with the cane in his hand,
and a grim expression upon his face, There was a buzz of
voices in the end study.

Kildare opened the door softly.

“’Six or seven juniors were gathered round a telephone on the
wall on the opposite side of the study.

‘All of them had their backs to the study door, and as Kildare
had opened it very softly, they did not see or hear him.

Kildare looked at them with a grim smile.

“ Poor old Gussy!” Blake was murmuring. * Fancy him
sitting up in bed with a cricket-stump waiting for twelve to
strike.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ And Kildare, too ! Fancy his sitting up in the bike-shed
to look after his bicycle in case X comes after it !

The juniors roared.-

W Hasha, hat™

“Pile in, Glyn, old man !> chuckled Tom Merry. * We'll

never let the Sixth hear the end of it if Kildare sits up A

““Indeed ! ” !

The juniors swung round as if electrified as they heard Kildare’s
voice in the study. ~Kildare stepped in. Bernard Glyn dropped
the receiver.

“Oh!” he exclaimed

“Oh!” said Tom Merry.

““Ah!” murmured Blake.

“ M-m-my hat ! "’ ejaculated Kangaroo.

“Well 27 said Kildare grimly.

“We—we—we—just experimenting with a—a—an amateur
telephone,” said Monty Lowther blandly.  Glyn’s invention,
you know.”

“How funny if I should have sat up watching over my
bike ! ” remarked Kildare.

¢ Ahem ! ”

“ You would never have let the Sixth hear the end of if,
would you ?

‘“AhemJ ”

¢ Ahem!?”

““You young rascals ! 7

“ A-a-ahem ! ”

Kildare strode towards the juniors, and the cane sang in the
air. There was a wild rush round the table. The juniors were
quick, but the senior was just as quick. The cane rose and fell,
and there was a terrific roar.

“Ow! Ow! Oh! Yah! Yowp!®”
Whack !  Whack! Whack!
“Yah! Oh! Yarooh!”
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The juniors dodged wildly round the table. Kildare halted,
panting. An elegant figure appeared in the doorway, and an
eyeglass glimmered into the study. Arthur Augustus smiled
sweetly at the gasping juniors. 2

“ Hallo, deah boys! Will you have the gold tickah or the
twenty quid ? Ha, ha, hal”

“Ow!.0Oh!1?

Kildare strode out of the study, laughing. Arthur Augustus
chuckled softly, and followed him. The juniors rubbed the
places where the prefect’s cane had fallen, and glared at the
schoolboy inventor.

“Ow!” groaned Tom Merry. “You ass! If you ever
say telephone to me again I'll take you into a quiet corner and
suffocate you! Ow!” -

——

: CHAPTER 11.
Arthur Augustus is Very Much Surprised.
RTHUR AUGUSTUS did not- stay up- that night to
watch. In fact, it was Blake who felt more sleepless
than the swell of St. Jim's, as Blake had caught several
cuts of Kildare's cane in Glyn's study. Arthur Augustus
smiled sweetly at his chum when the Fourth went to bed.

“I twust you are not feelin’ sore, Blake, deah boy,” he
remarked.

Blake grunted.

“It was weally vewy clevah of Glyn to connect up the tele-
phone, wasn’t it ? ” persisted the swell of St. Jim’s,

““ Oh, go and eat coke ! ” growled Blake.

“Ha, ha ha!” .

“And don’t go off like a cheap American alarm-clock,”
growled Digby.

““ Weally, Digby, I wefuse to be compared to a cheap
Amewican alarm-clock,” said Arthur Augustus with dignity.

“ Now, then, you kids not in bed!” said Kildare, looking
into the dormitory.

“We're talkin' about telephones, deah boy,” said D’Arcy.

And Kildare laughed.

After the lights were out, and the prefect had retired, several
fellows talked telephones to Blake and Herries and Digby.
Arthur Augustus chuckled softly, The intended jape had
turned out very much against the japers, owing to Kildare's
discovery of the extra wire, and Arthur Augustus was entitied
to his triumph.

“I'm not goin’ to sit up to-night and watch, deah boys,” he
remarked presently. “ But, as a mattah of fact, although
the Head does not seem to think it a good ideah, I weally think
I ought to be on the watch on Satahday. It would be vewy
wotten if that boundah X. did come here and lift the Head's
Wembwandt.”

“Don’t you think that perhaps Mr. Railton and the Head
and Kildare and Darrel ‘may be able to handle him without
your assistance 2 suggested Mellish.

“It is not only stwength that is wequired, deah boy,” said
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. “ What is wequired in & case like
this is a fellow of tact and judgment.” ;

“Ha, ha, ha!” ;

“T fail to see any cause for wibald laughtah,” said D’Arcy.
¢ 1 shall certainly make it a point to wemain awake on Satahday

. night.”

It would be a jolly good idea to have my bulldog Towser in
the house,” Herries remarked in a thoughtful way. *
suggested it to Kildare, but he did not seem much taken fvith
the idea somehow.’

“ Weally, Hewwies, I twust you will not be allow2d to have
that feahful beast in the house undah any pwetext whatevah.
He has no wespect whatevah for a fellow’s twousahs.”

“He would jolly well nob the burglar if he came,” said
Herries. i‘ I know that! You remember how he ean follow a
track !

“Yaas, I dare say he could follow a wailway twack, or a
cycle twack,” agreed D'Arcy.

“Why, you ass &

““ Weally, Hewwies: 4

“It’s not a bad idea, really, for some of us to stay up on
Saturday night,”. said Jack Blake thoughtfully. “If the
cracksmen comes, and gets away from the Head, we may be
able to nab him. That would be one in the eye for the Ney
House if we nabbed X! ;

¢ X-aotly,” said Levison,

¢ Oh, don’t!”

T shall be vewy pleased to have some of you fellows stay
up and watch undah my diwection

“1 dare say you would,” said Blake, with a chuckle. *‘ But
you'll have to stay in bed, Gussy. I think T'll stay up with
Dig and Tom Merry—three will be enough——"

* Weally, Blake "

“ Oh, go to sleep ! ” yawned Lumley-Lumley.

The Fourth-Formers dropped off to sleep one by one—many
of them to dream about ““ X *’ and the threatened raid upon the

Head’s picture.
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The next morning, when St. Jim’s turned out at the clang.-ef
the rising-bell, there was only one topic in the school—and
that topiec wasg *“ X.,” ;i
~_ The juniors were as keenly as ever on the watch for suspicious
characters, and a tramp who tried to beg at Taggles’s lodge
was surrounded by a crowd of them, and Redfern of the Fourth
tugged at his beard ‘to make sure that it was not a disguire,
It was a real beard, as the unfortunate man’s yell of anguish
destified ; "and that tramp fled at top speed down the road,
without waiting to extract the price of a drink from anybody,
- fully eonvinced that he had called at a private lunatic asylum

by mistake.

Tom Merry & Co., however, had another matter to think
about, as well as the threatened raid of the cracksman.

The next day was Saturday, when they were going to play the
Fifth, with the assistance of Captain Mellish.

Lefevre ‘and Cutts and the other footballers of the Fifth
Form were taking the thing very much in a humorous spirit,
but the juniors were in deadly earnest about it.

Tom Merry selected his eleven with great care. e had
promised Percy Mellish that he should play in the eléven, out
of compliment to the captain, and Mellish held Lim to his word,
The slacker of the Fourth did not, however, care to practise
very hard, and Tom Merry realised that putting Mellish into the
team practically meant playing one man short. Upon further

- cousideration, he decided to play Fatty Wynn of the New
House in goal, as usual, and make Mellish a back. Mellish
was no better as back than as goalie, but he might do less harm
there. But Tom Merry hoped that the brilliant new recruit,
“Captain Mellish, would more than make up for-any shortcomings
of his cousin.

The match with the Fifth was a matter that the juniors of
both Houses of St. Jim’s could join heartily in. As a rule,
School House and New House were deadly rivals, but now it
was juniors against seniors, and Tom Merry & Co. and Figgins &
Co. co-operated heartily. -

On Friday evening Tom Merry posted up the finished list of the
_Junior Eleven, and it was read with eagerness by the juniors,
especially by those who had hoped against hope, up to the last
moment, that their names would be included.

The eleven consisted of Fatty Wynn, goal; Mellish and
Herries ; Kerr, Redfern, Kangaroo; -Tom -Merry, Figging,
Captain Mellish, Blake, and Monty Lowther. _ Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy looked at the notice on the board, and read down the
st of pames carefully. Then he read them down again. Then
he earefully polished his eyeglass, and jammed it in his eye,
and read the list down for a third time. Then he ejaculated :

“‘Bai Jove ! ? :

** Not quite right, is it, Gussy ? ” Figging remarked, with «
shake of the head. .

** Wathah not, Figgay, deah bhoy.”

** Only four New House chaps,” said Figgina, ;
*Oh, T was not thinkin’ of that,” said D’Arcy, with a suiff,
“F wegard four New House ehags as quite suffish, as fah as
that goes. That's not what’s w'ong with the list,”

“ Why, what else is wrong with it 7 ** said Figgins, with an
air of surprise. *‘ Excepting that it doesn’t give the New House

_a very good show, I think the list is all right.”

* Weally, Figgins——"" :
* Of course, there’s a weak

spot—Mellish in the back line,”

said Figgins. *‘ But the captain
would expect to see his cousin
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scious of the thoughts that were working in Arthes Augustus
D’Arcy’s mind. ; v

““ I must say I wegard you as a set of asses, deah hoys,” said
D’Arey wrathfully. * This team would do vewy well for any
othah occasion—it would be all wight for playin’ the Gwammah,
School, or the Wayland Wamblahs. But on an occasion like
this, of playin’ a seniah Form, it behoves :

‘*“ Be-whiches ? *’ asked Monty Lowther.

‘“Behoves,” said D’Arey, with a great deal of dignity. *I¢
hehoves a footah captein to select the vewy best playahs
available.”

“ Well, that’s what's been done,” said Blake, “ My nanie’s
down.”’ i 2

* Bxactly ! ” %aid Kangaroo. ‘‘ Mine’s there ! »?

*“ And mine ! ” said Lowther, ‘I don’t zee anything wrong
with that list.” B

* Only the best playah in the juniah Forms is left out,” said

- Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

\

Lowther looked thoughtful. :

“* You mean Lumle{-Lumley ? " he asked. “ Well, Lumley
is & good footballer, I know, but I don't know that he’s all that
class.” - :
I was not wefewwin’ to Lumley.”

“ You mean & New House chap ! * said Figgins,

suppose ? .

“I was not thinkin’ of Lawwence,”

“ Owen, then'? ”

““ Certainly not.”

“ Thompson of the Shell ? * hazarded Figging,
* "I wasnot thinkin’ of a New House chap, Figgins. T wathah
think there are too many New House boundahs in the eleven
already.” ;

*“ Ah, you mean Manners,” said Lowther. ‘ But Manners ig
standing out this time, you know. He's going to photograph,
the match, and keep a record of our licking the Fifth,” i

* Weally, Lowthah——" >

“You weren’t thinking of Manners ?” ssked Lowther, in
surprise.

** Certainly not.”

 Oh, he’s going to suggest Glyn,” said Kangaroo, * Glyn's
been neglecting practice lately for his rotten inventions, you
see.” 4

" You know perfectly well that I was not alludin’ to Glyn,!
Kangawoo.” :

Kangaroo shook his head.

* Not Skimpole ? ” he asked.

‘“Ha, ha, ha !

“ Certainly not Skimpole ! *’ :

“ He means Digby,” said Blake. “1It's hard on Dig being
left out, but somebody had to make room, you know; and-
Study No. 6 is represented by Herries and me, so that’s all
The study won’t be let down.”

‘ Yes, it seems to me a very satisfactory list, fair all round,”*
said Lowther. “ Blessed if 1 know who that wonderful foot-
baller can be that Gussy’s thinking of. He may have discovered
some new talent that we haven’t noticed. The looker-on sees

“ Lawrence,

‘most of the gamée, you know ; that’s an old saying, and Gussy

may have seen wonderful qualities in some chap who’s hiding
his light under a bushel. A fellow can judge of ancther fellow’s

. form, you know, without being
SRR able to play smuch himseli,”

in the team, you know. And
Captain Mellish will more than
make up for the harm Percy
does,”

““ Yaas, wathah !
thinkin’ of that.”
“Blessed if I can see any-
thing else wrong with the list,”
eaid Figging, “ Can you, Kan-

garoo 12

Kangaroo shook his head.
He had just read hisown name,
Harry Noble, in the list, and
he was quite satisfied with Tom
Merry’s selection. Indeed, every
fellow whose name was down
there considered that Tom Merry
had shown unusval ability in
the art of selecting a footer team,

“Seems to me all right,”
said Kangaroo.

*“ Couldn’t be improved, that
I can see,” Blake remarked.

Arthur Augustus turned his
eyeglass upon the juniors. They
were all quite grave and solemn,
and apparently quite uncon-
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said Lowther, with owl- like
gravity.

“You uttah ass!” shouted
D’Arcy.

“Eht¥

“You know perfectly well

whom I am alludin’® to.”

** Do you mean the new chap,
Lorne ? I haven't noticed him
much myself.”

“Ido not mean a new chap.
I mean a chap who was at this
school before you. came here,
Lowthah !

“One of the old brigade,”
said Blake. *‘ Now, who can it

bhe ? You're jolly mysterious
about it, Gussy. N.t Gore ?®

“You silly ass t 7

“Oh, draw it mild. I'm
trying to guess,”

“ You uttah wottahs! You

know perfectly well that I am
alludin’ to myself ! ’ exclaimed
the swell of St. Jim’s, in great
warmth,

* You ? 7 exclaimed Lowiher,

“ Yaas)?

*You are serious 1’
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Six or seven juniors were gathered round a telephone on the wall, and all of them had their backs to the door,

as Kildare stepped in.

‘““Pile in, Glyn, old man!” chuckled Tom Merry,

“¢We'll never let the Sixth hear the

end of it if Kildare sits up——1’’ ‘“Indeed!’’ The juniors swung round as if electrified at the sound of the

captain’s voice. (See Chapter 10.)

* Yaas, wathah!”

“ But you said a footballer ! ”* said Lowther, with a puzzled air.

Then he fled ; for Arthur Augustus was at boiling point, and
he made a wild rush at the humorist of the Shell. The juniors
scattered, laughing loudly ; and Arthur Augustus, with a snort
of wrath, made his way to Tom Merry’s study to give the junior
captain a piece of his mind,

CHAPTER 12.
Very Kind of Mellish!
OM MERRY was in his study, grinding through a German
imposition which Herr Schneider had kindly given him,
Tom Merry’s pen was driving away over the paper at
& great rate, and the German characters, naturally a litile weird
in appearance, grew weirder and weirder as he proceeded
Arthur Augustus looked in at the open door, and coughed.
Tom Merry did not look up. He knew D’Arcy’s step, and he
knew that the swell of the Fourth must have read the list in the
hall. He drove away at his imposition at top speed, apparengly
oblivious of the presence of the caller,
D’Arcy coughed again.
“ Nun mit Entsetzen wacht ich Morgens auf ! 7 murmured
Tom Merry aloud, as his pen drove away at racing speed,
Cough !

 Teh mochte bittre Thranen weinen ! ” muttered Tom Merry
Cough !

“ Den Tag zu seh’n——""
“Tom Mewwy !”
* Der mir in seinem Lauf——"

“ You uttah ass!” shouted Arthur Augustus, dropping all
politeness.  * You know perfectly welt that I am here.”

Tom Merry could not pretend not to hear. He gave a &tart,
and looked up.

* Hallo, Gussy | " he said affectionately.
of you.”

“Eh?”

* Come right in,’
there,”

*“ Pen ! ”” said D’Arey.

“Yes; you can’t write without a pen, you know,” said Tow

“This is really kind

* said the Shell fellow. * There’s another pen

Mex smiling,
“Wiite !t
“Yes, Sit down on that side of the table.””

“8it down 1
‘ Certainly. You're not going to write standing up, are
you 7 7 asked Tom Merry, in surprise.
“Do you know why I have come here, Tom Mewwy =)
demanded Arthur Augustus, breathing heavily. .
Toar Gen Lisrary.—No. 247.



Tom Merry nodded.

“ Yes; you've come fo help me write out my impot,” he
replied.

“ You uttah wottah! I have come for nothin’ of the sort,
and you are perfectly aware of it ! ”” shouted Arthur Augustus.

“ Well, it would be a good deed, you know,” said Tom Merry
gently, “ and I should like to get out of half the lines, Take
that sheet, and begin at ¢ Und doch hat jemand—- *

I wefuse to do anythin® of the sort.”

“ Just come to keep me company while I write, eh ? ** said
Tom Merry. “ All serene; sit-down and toast your feet,
and don’t jaw, there's a good chap. I'm trying to get through
this. You'll find some ginger-beer on the shelf,”

“I do not want any gingah-heer.”

. ¢ Borry I haven't any coffee >
- “ I do not want any coffee, Tom Mewwy.”

¢ Well, sit down, anyway.”

“1 decline to sit down. :

“ Stand up then, old men ; anything for a quiet life,” said
Tom Merry. * Now, where was I? Had I got as far as Den er
nach' rast—blest if I can read it myself now I've written it.
1 wonder how Schneider will manage it ? 7

“I have come to talk to you 3

 After I've done the impot, Gussy.”

¢ About the football.”

¢ You want to sell your football ? ”* asked Tom Merry,

¢ No, you ass. About the eleven, I mean.”

““ Oh, that’s all right.” :

“1 do not wegard it as all right.”

* Yes, that’s settled,” said Tom Merry affably.

“ My name is not up.” :

1“ N(il; that's because it is not down,” said Tom Merry
playfully,

Arthur Augustus was in no mood for humorous remarks.
He sniffed. Tom Merry sighed, and went on writing. D’Arcy
advanced to the table and smote upon it with a mighty smite.
The ink danced in the inkpot, and a number of blots scattered
themselves from Tom Merry’s pen over the sheet, Tom Merry
gave & roar.

“ Oh, you ass! You've mucked up my impot.”

“Pway listen to me »

“ Look what you've done ! ”

€ ‘}‘F&ts ! ”

“Why, you ass t

“3y name is not in the list,” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
firmly. ““ I wequire to know your weason for leaving me out 2 ™

** Better men,” said Tom Merry.

¢ What ! »

“ Better men.”

“I wefuse to admit anythin’ of the sort. Undah the cires, T
considah that it would be judicious to hand over the captaincy
to me. I shall not, howevah, insist upon that——""

“Go hon!”

“ But I wefuse to be left out.”

“ Now, my dear chap,” said Tom Merry seriously, “I can’t
play the whole school, can I ? What would the Fifth say if we
marched on the ground fifty or sixty strong ?

“ Pway don’t be an ass!™”

“ Somebody had to stand down,” said Tom Merry patiently,
“and as it is a D’Arcy’s place to lead, why, there you are.”

* Do you sewiously mean that I am to be left out ?

“ I'm afraid there’s no help for it, Gussy, unless one of the other
fellows resigns and gives you his place.”

1 wegard it as wotten !” 3

“ You're the nineteenth chap who's said the same thing to me
since I started on this giddy impot !’ said Tom Merry wearily.
“1It isn’t all lavender to be a footer captain. I can’t play
everybody. Dig's left out, so is Lawrence, and Owen: =

“That is diffewent,” said Arthur Augustus loftily. ¢ Tt was
specially necessawy to play me this time, as we particularly want
to beat the Fifth.”

Tom Merry smiled.

¢ Well, I'm afraid there’s no room in the team, unless one of the
chaps resigns,” he said. * Eleven chaps is the limit, you know.
©The New House have been howling at only four New House
chaps being in. The Shell have grumbled at only three Shell
fellows being played in the whole team. Now you're grumbling
because I've only put in two fellows out of your study. I shall
have the Third Form ragging me next for not playing Wally.”

“ Pewwaps it was wathah a difficult posish for you,” said
D'Arcy thoughtfully. ‘ Howevah, that does not excuse your
wiskin’ the match in this way. You see, I am bound to play.
One of the othahs had bettah wesign.”

* Ask ’em,” suggested Tom Merry.  Put it to 'em one after
the other, and explain that it’s a time for self-sacrifice.”

“ Bai Jove ! that’s a goed ideah.”

“ Run along and strike while the iron’s hot,” said Tom Merry

eagerly. “ Don’t lose time.”

% Arthur Augustus looked at him rather suspiciously; but
o he walked out of the study. Tom Merry chuckled softly, and
: went on with his imposition.
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Arthur Augustus D’Arcy carried out that excellent idea. He
approached the members of the team in turn upon the subject.
Lowther was the first. D’Arcy found him in the common-room,
and took him aside. 5

 Lowthah, old man,” he said, with a noble forgetfulness of
Lowther’s late offences, “ Lowthah, deah boy, this is a time,
for self-sacwifice.”

Monty Lowther nodded.

““ Quite so0,” he agreed.

“ On an occasion like this, a chap ought to be weady tosacwl-
fice himself for the genewal good,” D’Arcy remarked

¢ Exactly.”

“ Even by stayin’ out of the team, if necessawy.”

“ Yes, quite so,”” agreed Lowther. “X’'m jolly glad to see you
taking it Like this, Gussy.”

e Eh ? ” -

“ It’s the proper spirit,” said Lowther, wagging his head wisely.
“ No good cutting up rusty because you're left out.”

“I don’t mean that—I was not speakin’ about myself—
I meant &

““ Quite right, old man,” said Lowther. * Jolly sensible way !
for you to look at it. Halle, there’s Manners calling me.:
Excuse me ”  And Lowther rushed off. :

“ Bai Jove ! ”

The other footballers were not so humorous as Monty Lowther,
but they were equally unsatisfactory. Mellish was not tackled
by the swell of St. Jim's. ‘Arthur Augustus felt that it would:
not be quite the thing to ask Mellish to stand out, when his
cousin was playing, and would expect to see him in the team.!
But curiously enough, Mellish ran D’Arcy down in the common-
room, after he had given up his quest as hopeless, and broached
the subject himself.

“I hear you're very keen to play to-morrow, D’Arcy,” the
slacker of the Fourth remarked.

D’Arcy nodded.

*“ Yaas, wathah, Mellish, deah boy. I do not deny it.”

“ They 've left you out.” :

“ Yaas,” said D’'Arcy, with a grimace,

“ Rotten ! ” said Mellish.

“ Yaas, I wegard it as wathah wotten. Indeed, I have beert
thinkin’ that weally it is up to me to wefuse to wecognise the
match at all,” said D’Arcy with digpity.

Mellish grinned.

“Do you know, I've been thinking about it,” he remarked,
““ Of course, I'm awfully keen to play—ahem: &

¢ Natuwally, deah boy.”

“But I don't know that T ought to keep the place, and have L
a better man left out to make room for me,” said Mellish, shaking
his head solemnly.

D’Arcy looked at Mellish very approvingly. e began to have
a better opinion of the cad of the Fourth than he had ever had
before. After all, there was good in everybody ; but really,
who would have expected Mellish to turn out a sportsman like
this ? Arthur Augustus D’Arcy had never expected it, certainly,
and he felt his heart warm towards Mellish.

“ Weally, Mellish, 1 wegard that as a vewy pwopah way for
you to look at the mattah,” he said. “‘ But your cousin will be
disappointed if you don’t play.”

* Not if I explain to him that I stood out from a sense of duty,
to let a better man in,” said Mellish. * That ought to satisfy
anybody.”

* Yaas, wathah ; that’s quite wight.”

“Then it’s a go,” said Mellish. “‘ Take my place.”

D’Arcy’s heart jumped.

“ Do you weally mean it, Mellish, deah boy ?

“ Honest Injun! I suppose Tom Merry will let you have
the place if I resign ?”

. Oh, yaas ; he said I could have the place if I could get any

chap to wesign,” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy eagerly. * But,
weally, Mellish, I hardly like——"

“ For the good of the team, you know,” said Mellish.

“ Yaas, that’s so.” :

“Then it’s a go!” <

“ Thank you vewy much, deah boy,” said Arthur Augustus,
grasping Mellish by the hand and shaking hands