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14 VALUABLE POSTAGE STAMP MISSING! FAG IN THE SHADOW OF SHAM &

“Look out, Schneider!”

* Get out of the way |” gasped Manners,

He dragged desperately on the reins, .

Herr Ecﬁneidr:r looked over the top of the paper, and
stood petrified as he saw the pony rushing at him full tilt.

‘ Mein Gott " he guﬁed.

Not a movement did he make to save himself, There was
no time.

Manners dragged on the rein till his arm seemed to be
coming out of its socket, and at the last moment Dobbin
swerved, missed the German master by ebout a foot, and
rushed past him,

Herr Schneider toltered.

“ Mein Gott!1”

He sat down in the gravel, and remained there gasping.
.The pony dashed on.

But Kildare, the captain of 8t. Jim’s, had seen the wild
career of Manners from his study window, and had come
out of the School. House.

It was quick work for the captain to scize the pony's
bridle and force him to stop. Mr, Railton, the master of
the School House, was also coming up. He gave Manners
& hand to dismount, and then leid a hand on his collar.

*What does this mean, Manners?” he inquired pleasantly,

*“The blessed animal bolted, sir}” gnsped Manners.

-:: }'i’hlat Iwara”}'nu doing on Taggles’ pony at all 7"

“Taggles, take your pony I

“Ye:.gairﬂ’a ! i

“What was Mannerg doing, riding your pony "

‘They was a-re’earsing, sir,” said Taggles.

“A what?"

“ A-re’earsing."

“What does he mean, Manners?”

“Rehearsing, sir,”

. Oh, and what were you rehearsing 7

Manners was silent. He realised that if lie replied to
Mr. Railton’s question, the sceret would be out,

* Ilid you hear me, Manners 7"’ ;

o o8 ﬂlh"

“Wul’l.‘ answer me, then. VYou may take your pony
away, Taggles, and I think you had better not lend it
to %Iﬁnueis E.E‘ﬂl.lln.':

“I'll take jo good ecare of that,” mumbled Ta les,
as he led Dnhhﬂ; off tha scene. ‘ o

“Now, Manners, what were you rehearsing 7

"A_':ﬂ-‘_ I_I (1

"Mein_Gott, I vas startled out of micin life und =kin
after! I have nefer been so much startled out of mein
ekin sometimes before |*

“I am sorry, sir,” said Mannpers,

“Ach! But I have been meade to joomp afler!
been injured in te nerves by te -.thm:Jk.

vill cane tat poy pefore ™

“Unless you explain to me immediately, Manners, I shall
certainly cane you,”

Manners cast a helpless glance at Tom Merry, who had
noOw ¢come up.

“Merry, 1 suppose you know all about this. What was
this rehearsing in which Taggles' pony seems to have taken
the %nnmpul part?”

“We—we were—— You see, sir—

“Ah! I hear that You have asked the Head for the
hall on Saturday evening for a play to be produced by
the Juniors of both Houses?"

“Yes, sir,™

“And you were rchearsing the play ™

“Ye-g-ee,”

Tom Merry made the reply reluctantly, but there was no
help for it.

“Then Taggles’ gﬁny is intended {o take part in the
representation on BSaturday evening 7" asked the House-

I have
Mr. Ruilton, you

master,
“Ye-o-p8 gir”
“Indeed|! What is the name of your play?”

“* Dashing Dick Turpin,’ sir.”

“Oh! And Taggles' pony is Black DBess, I presume 2

"“Yes, sir.”

“And if he bolted in the lecture hall—"

“Oh, he wouldn’t do that, sir.”

“How do. you know he would nat”

“Well, I—I don’t think he wouid.”

“That is hardly convincing enough, Merry, I am afraid
it will be necessary for you to change your programme, or
else abandon the scheme altogether. It will be quite im-
pnssélijile for Taggles' pony to Eﬂ admitted, to the hall.”

" Oh, sir.”

“1 am sorry to cause you any disappointment, Aerry,”
said the Housemaster, kindly enough, “but the idea was
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an extremely reckless one, and it is fortunate that I have
learned in time what your absurd intention was,”

" We could get another horse, sir,” said Tom eagerly.
“I'm pot particularly gone on Taggles’ pony. t's a
sandy coloured brute, _a.n]'wnf, and we should have to
do a lot of painting him. could get a horse in the
village—" g ;

“Merry, understand ma once and for all—it is iumhla
for any animal to be taken into the lecture hall.

And Mr. Railton, with a warning wag of his forefinger,
walked into the School House. :

The members of the triple alliance stood IME"IE at each
other in dismay, and they were not comforted by tho
grinning and jeering of Gore, Jimson, and the rest.

*I'(Ecﬁm to my study and telk it over,” said Tom Merry
dolefully,

And the triple alliance went into that famous apartment
to hold a council of war,
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CHAPTER 6.
A Change In the Programme.

OM MERRY sat on the table and wrinkled hig boyish

I brows in deep thought.

The triple alliance waited for him to speak. They
were all looking considerably glum,

“Well,” said Tom, looking round, “this iz a bit of a
zetback, and we can’t get over it.”

“Yaps, wathah|”

“Railton says wo can’t have the pony or any other
quadruped in the lecture hall, There's no bucking against
what Railton gays.” :

""IThen what's to be done!” asked Herries.

“I vote that we scrag Manners for giving the show away,"
suggested Figgins,

“Good idea |” chimed in the Co. -

Manners reached out in a casual way for a cricket stump.
But Tom Merry waved his hand to enjoin peace. _

“That wouldn’t do any good,” he said. " DBesides, i
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wasn’'t Manners’ fault, Gore and those other kids frightencd
the pony by yelling, and it :vas really their fault that
Dobbin bolted. It was a stroke of bad Juck.”

“Yaas, wathah.” :

“We've got to take th'u:?u as they are,” continued Tom.
“It's no good thinking of what might have been: The
cat’s out of the bag now, and we can't have any DBlack
Bess on the stage. That seems to me to knook ‘Dick
'T'urpin’ on the head.” -

“ ¢ Dick Turpin  without Black Bess would be a bit off,”
m*:reed Blake. “But we've written tho whole blessed
|iay i

“It can’t be helped.”

“And learned our parts—"

"1 know it's rotten.”

“ And there's only three days to Saturday,™

“¥Yes, it's feariul bad luck.”

“So if we don’t give Turpin and Black Bess, 1 don't sce,

for one, what we're going to give.”
“Give up the ideah,” suggested Arthur
Augustus, : _ s
very eye was turned witheringly upon him.

“Dry up!” said Tom Merry. “After asking
for the hall, what silly asses we should look
to go sneaking rnuncf and saying that we
didn’t want it, after all.”

Dragging desperately at
the reins, Manners en-
I:I'EI.\*I:II'.'II'HJ to stop the
frightened pony as It
dashed towards the
petrifiad Herr Schneider,
but without BUCCEBE.
"“"Qet out of the wayl™
gaesped the junior.

““And how the chaps would zhip us,” said Blake. “It’s
all over the school that we're going to give a dramatio
representation on Saturday evening, and 1f we don’t give
one wo shall he chipped to death,”

“That's abeolutely certain.”

“We must give something 1 exclaimed Figgins., *' Dick
Turpin? without Black Bess would be rot, so it will have
io be something else, The question is, what 7"

“* The Woad to Wuin," ¥ said D’ Arcy,

“Rot 1” was tho ﬁunernl verdict.

“No, weally, a fellab told my cousin that it was—"

“Don’'t make any more suggestions, Gussy. Bit tight,
and dry up.”

“1 wefuse—1 distinctly wefuso——"'

“Brain him, somebody. MNow, I said all along thut
' Hamlet ® was the thing,” said Figgzina,

]l"“_fhnl: price the 'Merchant of Venice'?!" demanded
arries.

“Qh, don’t start all that again |” exclaimed Tom Merry,

“Wo've barred all those. We shall have to come back
to my original idea.” : fums .

“ Never knew you had any,” said Figgins. ‘‘The idea of
a dramatio society was boned from us. The New Houso
Amateur Dramatio @miatﬁ was the frst—>="

“My idea was ‘ Little Rced Riding Hood,* =

“] don't think much of that.” o simo S

“YVou don't think much at all, in my opinion, Figgins.

“Well, wo must decide on something,” said blnka, “and
1 think youw'll agree that we couldn’t learn our parts in
* Hamlet* or ' Tke M_E;ruhnnt. of Venice® in three days."

* N-no, 1 suppose not." :

“We've gntF lt:g have the thing for Baturday.”

“That's & dead cert. Whatever we give has got to be
given on Saturday, st the time arranged, or al‘:ua we shall
bo sniggered at all over St. Jim's, so 1 suggest ‘ Little Red
Riding Hood."” . : £ty o

““Have you got the thing written out 1” asked Figgins.

“I wrote out a lot of it,” said Tom. “We can soon knock
it into shape.”

“\What about the parts?” : T

«Well, Figgins will make a good wolf," said Tom. ‘' Hid
faco—" : 3 el s

“I don’t want to quarrel with anybody,” eaid Figgins;
“ut any remarks about my face will lead to a row.=

“Well, anyway, youw're all right for the woll. Little
lled Riding Hood will be Fatty Wynn, as he’s got a smooth

hiz-ll

“1'm ready,” said Fatly. 5 !

“You wuuj:li make a Tgl'j" glim girl, that's certain,” said
Fom: “but it can't be helped. I think you cha a‘m{ighg see
lio doesn't gorge as much as usual the next few days.

“Right-ho |” said Figgins. “ Hea shan’t have any pasitry or
swects again till after Saturday.”

“ Here, what's that?” exclaimed Fatty Wynn.

“No moro swects or pasiry till after Saturday.™

" ("atch me!” : . ‘ o

“1f I eatch you eating any, my boy, I'll warm you: ' said
Figgins. “Do you think we arc going to have a Red Riding
Hood ns fat as a barrel because you must go on eating like
o giddy rhinoceros? Not much I”

“That's settled,” said Tom Merry thoughtfully. “Now, I
think I ghall do very well for the huntsman.”

“Good enough ! : :

“ Herries will do for the grandmother, because he's gﬂl‘- B
bad memory, and the old girl won't have to say much.™

“Q0Oh, I don't care!” said Herries.

“Blake will be Little Red Riding Hood’s fiance.™

“Her what1"

‘““Her fiance.
better.™

“She never had one.”

“How do you knowi” .

“Well, I never heard of him.”

“There are lots of things you never heard of, Blake.
What you don’t know would fill & book.”

““Oh, keep your wool on I* : ;

“\Well, don’t criticise, then. We must have eight charae-
ters, or some of us will bo left out, You'll be a fiance, and
we'll put it on the programme, and show the Upper Form
fellows we know French as well as they do.”

“ Well, there's something in that. Shall I have to fiance 12

“To*what?™

“To fiance? I suppose that's what a fiance does?"”

“You're not going to fyongs with me, whatever you mean
Ly {yongs!"” eaid Fatty Wynn. I

“\Wa'll settle what you're to do afterwards,™ um’d Tom
Merry. “We're fixing up the parts now. Now, we've gob
Figgins as the wolf, Herries as the grandmother, Fatty as
the girl, Bluke as her fiance, and myself as the huntsman
Kerr, D'Arcy, and Manners will have to be villagers.,”

“That's rather a come-down after Dick Turpin,” said
Manners.

““Oh, don't grumbla! It’s all for the good of the cause.=

“I’'m not grumbling.”

“It’s settled, then,” said Tom. “XKerr will have to see to
tho costumes. It's lucky he got the last lot on hire instcad
of buying them, as wo thought at first. You must see to all
that by Friday, Kerr.”

“Trust me!” said Kerr. : .

And the meeting of the triple alliance broke up. They
fclt rather proud of themselves for having so quickly
repaired the programme which had been " busted ¥ by the
Housemaster's decision,

“Talking docs make one hungry |"” said Fatty Wyon, fcel-
ing in his pocketa as he went out of the School House.

Viggins looked at him suspiciously.

“Whero are you going, Fatty 7”

“Only across to the tuckshop. I'll eatch ‘you up.”

Tae GeEM Lrsnany.—No. 1,233,

Her giddy young man, if you like that
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“Look out, Schneider ™
“Get out of the way [ gasped Manncrs,
He dragged desperately on the reins,
Herr neider looked over the to

“ Mein Gott I'” he gasped.

Not a movement did he make to save himeelf. There was

no time,

Manners dragged on the rein till his arm seemed to be
coming out of its socket, and at the last moment Dobbin
swerved, missed the German master by aebout a foot, and

rushed past him,

Herr Schneider toltered.
“Mein Gott!”

He sat down in the gravel, and remained there gasping.

The pony dashed on.

But Kildare, the captain of St. Jim’s, had seen the wild
career of Manners from his study window, and had come

out of the School. House,

It was quick work for the captain to scize the pony’s
bridle and force him to stop. Mr. Railton, the master of

ave Manoners

the School House, was also coming up. He

a hand to dismount, and then laid a hand on his collar.,

*“What does this mean, Manners " he inquired pleasantly.

:Thﬂ blessed animal bolted, sir | gnsped Manners,
2 il t fvnm”;ruu doing on Taggles’ pony at all 2"
“Taggles, take rour pony "
"%&;, sir.™ g i
. What was Manners doing, riding ¥ i
2 : | ng, riding your pony ?"
L Eh:}L :?;.'; a-re earsing, sir,"” said Taggles.
“ A-re'earsing.
2 hat does he mean, Manners?”
: Rehearsing, sir,”
Mi:;h, and what ?'ﬂrta j'g_i._l rechearsing
nners was silent, e realised that if } i
HE‘ Railton's question, the seceret would L-a] ﬂu::? tepiicd 1o
Did you hear me, Manners 7" '
it ‘;zsﬁ sir,”
ell, answer me, then. You may take vour
away, Taggles, and I thi T r o
" Mannersgagain.'i ink you had better not lend it

“I'll take jn“ ood on -
Iﬂﬂlta led Dﬂhhﬁ] %ff tha IET:EEL that,” mumbled Taggles,

"AE-‘:’ Manners, wEnt were you rehearsing 7%
nf?eszmlﬂi?::’a i | }-as gtu.rtled out qu mein life und skin
t have nefer been so much startle 1
nk:.n sometimes before | # Hagont il

am sorry, sir,” gaid Manners.

“Ach! But I have been made to joomp afl
been injured in te nerves by te s-.hncJL (e Rai
vill cane tat poy pefore|”

“Unless you explain to mo i -
certainly ci]]g Iﬂll-:ll." e immediately, Manners, I shall

Manners cast a helpless gl ‘
nanI:nma HIP- p glance at Tom Merry, who had

“Merry, suppose you know all about this. What was
this rehearsing in which Taggles’ 7 y :
el grin-::ipnl ?mrt.?” aggles pony seents to have taken

“We—we were——_ You see, sir—»

“Ah! I hea ou |
b e sy e L
"ﬁ?:i ;Lﬁlj;rrern rchearsing the play 7"
:I"fuﬁ'eﬁi}‘;g made the reply reluctantly, b
l:ua'll o e ¥, but there was no
reprosamtation o Botoriny andid to take part In e

A, e

I have
. Mr. Ruilton, vou

master,
“¥Ye-e-es, sir.”
“Indeed|! What is the name of your play?"

::'I]'aﬂhing Dick Turpin,* sir.”

"Uhl .é!,mit. Taggles’ pony is Black Bess, I presume 7"

“ And 1t ho b lted in the lecture hall

olted 1n the leeture hall—*

:: Oh, he wouldn’t do that, sir.”

"H‘ﬁw do you know he would not?”

"WEII,*I—I don’t think he wouid.”
_ “That is hardly convincing enough, Merry. I am afraid
1t will be necessary for you to change your programme, or
else abandon the scheme altogether, It wiIF be quite im-
possible for Taggles' pony to be admitted, to the hall.”

::{]h, sir.” ’ 3

.1 am sorry fo cause you any disappointment, Merry,”
said the Housemaster, kindly ent}ugh,pE'hut the idea viliu
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) of the paper, snd
stood petrified as he saw the pony rushing at hilsnpfu.u tilt.

an extremel
learned in time what your absurd intention was,”

LE )

“I'm pot particularly gone on Taggles' ’;]:::-n]y. 8
should

sandy coloured brute, anyway, and we uld bhave to
do a lot of painting him. T could get a horse in the
village—" )

“Merry, understand me once and for all—it is im.Pouihla

for any animal to be taken into the lecture hall,

And Mr. Railton, with a warning wag of his forefinger,

walked into the School House.

The members of the triple alliance stood I:}nking 'I;t “ﬁh
Yy tho

‘Come to my study and talk it over,” said Tom Merry

other in dismay, and they were not comforte
grinning and jeering of Gore, Jimson, and the rest.

i

dolefully,

And the triple alliance went into that famous apartment

to hold a council of war,

CHAPTER 6.
A Change In the Programme.
OM MERRY sat on the table and wrinkled hig boyish
brows in deep thought,
The triple alliance waited for him to speak. They
were all looking considerably glum.

“Well,” said Tom, looking round, “this is a bit of a
zetback, and we can't get over it.”

“Yaps, wathah |”

“Railton says we can’t have the pony or any other
quadruped in the lecture hall, There's no bucking against
what Railton says.”

“Then what's to be done?” asked Herries.

“I vote that we scrag Manners for giving the show away,”
suggested Figgins,

“Good idea |” chimed in the Co.

Manners reached out in a casual way for a ericket stump.
But Tom Merry waved his hand to enjoin peace.

“That wouldn’t do any good,” he said. * Besides, i

y reckless one, and it is fortunate that I have

e could get another horse, sir,” said Tom enlger‘.ly.
tl

i

¥ g

waen't Manners' fault, Gore and those other kids frightened
the pony by yelling, and it :vas really their fault that
Dobbin bolted. It was a stroke of bad luck.”

“Yaas, wathah.” .

“We've got to take ﬂl'll!?l as they are,” continued Tom.
“It’s no good thinking of what might have been: The
cat’s out of the bag now, and we can't have any Black
Bess on the stage. That seems to me to knook *Dick
Turpin’ on the head.” ) L

“ ¢ Dick Turpin ! without Black Bess would be a bit off,
ujj,fr&ed .B]nku. “But we've written the whole blessed
[ria .

“It can’t be helped.”

“ And learned our parts—"1

'*1 know it’s rotten.”

““ And there’s only three days to Saturday,”

“Yes, it's fearful bad luck.”

*“So if we don’t give Turpin and Black Bess, I don't sce,

for one, what we're going to give.”
“Give up the ideah,” suggesied Arthur
Augustus, i . .
very eye was turned witheringly upon him.

“Dry up!” said Tom Merry, “ After asking
for the hall, what silly asses we should look
to go sneaking muncr and saying that weo
didn't want it, after all.””

Dragging desparately at
thea relns, Mannersa en-
l:lumruurucl to stop the
frightaned pony as |t
dashad towards the
petrifiad Herr Schneider,
but without BUCCOBE.
“"Q3et out of the wayl "
gaeped the Junlor.

“* And how the chaps would ship us,” said Blake. "It's
all over the school that we're going to give a dramatio
representation on Saturday evening, and if we don't give
one we shall be chipped to death.”

“That's absolutely certain.”

“We must give something 1 exclaimed Figgins. “* Dick
Turpin ¢ without Black Bess would be rot, so it will have
to be something else, The question is, what 1"

“! The Woad to Wuin," * said D'Arcy,

“Rot 1" was tho ﬁnnernl verdiot,

“No, weally, a fellah told my cousin that it was "

“Don't make any more suggestions, Gussy. Bit tight,
and dry up.”

“1 wefuse—TI distinctly wefuso—" i

“Brain him, somebody. Now, I said all along thut
' Hamlet * was the thing,” said Figginas,

“What price the 'Merchant of WVenice'l!” demanded
Herries.

“QOh, don't start all that sgain |” exclaimed Tom Merry,

“Wo've ba‘rrald_ dl“ those. We shall have to come back
to my original idea."” :

e Nf:wnr ew you had any,” said Figgins. ““The idea of
a dramatio society was boned from us. The New Houso
Amateur Dramatio F.’ri:w:.iativl was the first—m->=

“My idea was ‘ Little Rced Riding Hood,* =

“I don’t think much of that.” o s e

“You don't think much at all, in my opinion, Figgins.

“Well, wo must decide on something,” said Bla e, "and
1 think you’ll agree that we couldn’t learn our paris in
‘Hamlet* or ' ia Mgruhnnt of Venice ! in three days.-

** N-no, 1 suppose not." )

“We've gﬂf It:g have the thing for Saturday.”

“That's & dead cert. Whatever we give has got to be
given on Saturday, at the time arranged, or aIPa we shall
bo sniggered at all over St, Jim's, so I suggest * Little Red
Riding Hood.” ” . ) - =N

“Have you got the thmg written out1” asked Figgins.

“T wrote out a lot of it,” said Tom. “We can soon knock
it into shape.”

“What about the parts?” .

«Well, Figgins will make a good wolf,” said Tom.
face——" ) .

“I don’t want to quarrel with anybody,” eaid Figgins;
“but any remarks about my face will lead to a row.~

“Well, anyway, you're all right for the wolf. Little
Ited Riding Hood will be Fatty Wynn, as he’s got & smooth

hiz."

“1'm ready,” said Fatly. S

“You wnn]:t make a Tgrj" slim girl, that's cer\‘:mq,‘ said
Fom; “but it can't be helped. I think you chaps m{lghg see
Lo doesn’t gorge as much as usual the next few days.

“Right-ho |” said Figgins. *“He shan’t have any pastry or
swects again till after Saturday.”

“ Here, what's that?” exclaimed Fatty Wynn. =

“No moro sweets or pastry till after Saturday.™

“Catch me!” 5

“If I catch you eating any, my boy, I'll warm you 1” said
Figgins. “Do you think we are going to have a Red Riding
Hood as fat as a barrel because you must go on eating like
u giddy rhinoceros? Not much ”

“That's settled,” said Tom Merry thoughtfully., “Now, I
think I ghall do very well for the huntsman.”

“Good enough!” ‘

“Herries wi]gl do for the grandmother, because heo's ggl‘- A
bad memory, snd tha old girl won't have to say much.”

“Oh, I don't carc!” said Herries. .

“ Blako will be Little Red Riding Hood's finnce.™

“Her what?”

“Her fiance.
better.”

““She never had one.”

“How do you know?l” .

“Well, I never heard of him.”

“There are lots of things you never heard of, Blake.
What you don’t know would £ill a book.™

‘““Oh, keep your wool on " . 1

“Well, don’t criticise, then., We must have eight charac-
ters, or some of us will bo left out, You'll be a fiance, and
we'll put it on the programme, and show the Upper I'orm
fellows we know French as well as they do.”

“ Well, there's something in that. Shall I have to fiance 1=

“To what?™
“To fiance? I suppose that's what a fiance does?"

“You're not going to fyongs with me, whatever you mean
Lv fyongs!” said Fatty Wynn, :

“\Wa'll ecttle what you're to do afterwards” um,d Tom
Merry. “We're fixing up the parts now. Now, we've gob
Figgins as the wolf, Herries as the grandmother, Fatty as
the girl, Bluke as her fiance, and myself as the huntsman.
Kerr, D'Arcy, and Manners will have to be villagers.

“That's rather a come-down after Dick Turpin,” said
Manners.

*“Oh, don’t grumble !

“I'm not grumbling.”

“It's settled, then,” said Tom. *“XKerr will have to sece to
the costumes. It's lucky he got the last lot on hire instcad
of buying them, as wo thought at first. You must see to all
that by Friday, Kerr.”

“Trust me!"” said Kerr. . ,

And the meeting of the triple alliance broke up. They
fclt rather proud of themselves for having so quickly
repaired the programme which had been " busted @ by the
Hougsemaster's decision,

“Talking docs mako ono hungry |"” said Fatty Wyunn, fccl-
ing in his pockets as he went out of the School House.

Figgins looked at him suspiciously.

“Whero are you poing, Fatty?” )

“Only across to the tuckshop. T'll catch ‘you up.”
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“Hid

Her giddy young man, if you like that

It’s all for the good of the cause.=



