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CHAPTER 1. .
Tom Morry Has An Idem.
- OM MERRY wore a worried look. He was sitting on the edge of the
g table in his study in the School House at St. Jim’s, his hands thrust
deep into his trouser-pockets, and looking at Manners and Lowther,
who were seated in the open window, facing him.

The Terrible Three—as the chums of the Shell were known at St. Jim’s—
had met together in consultation, and their serious expression showed that
the matter in hand was one of great importance, .

Tom Merry was Merry by name and merry by nature; but just mow his
usually sunny face was clonded. He felt the weight of a great responsibility
upon {is youthful shoulders. A crisis had arrived in the histopy of St.
Jim’s. Masters and seniors, indeed, seemed to be unaware of it; and wenf
on their way apparently unconscious that anything unusual was the matter.
But in the Lower Forms was much au&presaed excitement.

*“ Sorhething’s got to be dome,”” said Tom Merry, at last. T really don’t
see what you two chaps want to sit there like a couple of stuffed parrots for,
without saying a word! It’s a serious matter.”

“ Got nothing to say,”” said Manners.

= Who's leader of this study?” inquired Monty Lowther pleasantly.
f;yghy don’t you think of something, Tom Merry? It's your business, isn't
awr

*“ Of course it is,’”’ said Manners. “ For goodness’ sake, old chap, think
of a wheeze for keeping our end up against those Grammar School fellows !

. It’s expected of you.’”

““That’s all very well,” said Tom Merry. * I've got lots of ideas, as far
as that goes, but I want backing up.’”

‘““Rats! You can’t say that we don’t back g\m up all the time.’”

*“I know you do. Buf that’s not enough. So long as things were as they
used to be, when we were rowing with Study No. 6 in the Sc%lool House, or
with Figgins & Co. over in the New House, we threo could always keep
our end up.’”

‘I should rather eay so.”” *

“*But now the case has altered. Bince Dr. Monk opened the Rylcombe
Grammar School we’ve had our hands too full. Tt was & foregone conclusion
that we should start having rows with the Grammar Sehooi fellows.”

ol %f courﬁe. 'I‘h}a:t'sd):n lt cdntﬁurethof things.”” . i

+ ** Especially as they declared that they were going to put St. Jim’s in the
ghade,pand make us sing small, and iid nugrudgnini.l:l?ed heads, and b
fﬁh.’h.lt was our bounden duty to go for them and put them in thaﬁc
placey’ ) »
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“Right-ho! But it hasn’t worked out very well. It’s they who’ve pub
us in our place, instead,”” said Monty Lowther ruefully.

‘“ Whose fault is that?’’ demanded Tom Merry.

*“ Blossed if I know! Yours, very likely.”

““ Nothing of the kind! This is the renson of it. The Grammar School
juniors are united, and they all follow young Monk and stand by him like
old soldiers, while we don’t do anything of the kind. We're divided agaiust
ourselves. Here at St. Jim’s it’s School Housc against New House all the

* time, and the School House divided against itself as woll. How can we
expect to make headway against the common enemy unless we unite?’’

“* Good wheeze! Let’s unite.” !

““That’s the idea; but it's not so easy. Propose to Figging & Co. that
they should follow our lead, and see what they would say,”” said Manners.

““Oh, those New House kids have cheek enough for anything!”*

““ Then there’s Blake, Herries, and D'Arcy, in Study No. 6. If we pr
itb to (;,hem, they’ll want to lead, not to follow, which of course would be
absurd.”” -

““Too absurd for anything,” said Tomt Merry hastily. ** We must lead,
of course. That goes without saying. But, look here. After the reverses
we’ve had at the hands of the Grammarians, I think oven those obstinate
kids may be brought to see reason. If we all united under a single leader,
there’s no reason why we shouldn’t lick Monk and his lot out of their boots.

‘I’'m going to try, anyway!”’

Mng;mers andr{owtl{;vr fooked very dubious.

“ Well, there’s no harm in trying, I suppose, anyway,” said Manners.

f* My idea is to call a general meeting,” went on Tom Merry, ““ and then
Eut it to them plain. ere’s no denying tho fact that the Grammarians

ave got the best of our little rubs so far. Especially in that row in the
village. We should have licked them then, but Blake started fighting with
Figgins at the critical moment, and that settled us.”

Monty Lowther chuckled.

. ""Yes; there was always something of that kind cropping up,” he re-,
marked. ‘That’s where the Grammarians have the advantage, certainly.
But T believe it will take a_lot more lickings to make Study No. 6 and .
Fi; ins & Co. follow our lead.”

“I'm going to see,”” said Tom Merry determinedly.

Manners stared at him.

*“ What the dickens are you going to sea for?’’ he inguired.

““Ass! B-E-E; not S-E-A!” said Tom Merry. ‘““I've been working this
idea ou$ in my mind in class this morning.””

““Ha, ha! No wonder old Schneider was down on you!” -

“‘ Well, he’s always down or me; so that makes no difference. Now, you -
¥now what the Highland chiefs used to do in-a time of danger: send round
a giddy fiery cross to call in the clan. That's the idea. I'm _going to send .
a note mung to all concerned to call them to a meeting in the wood-shed, to
maka, plans against the common foe.”

““I dare say they’ll come,”” said Monty Lowther. *‘ But if they do, it will
end In a kick-up. You mark my words!”’

** We must make it a great point to keep our tempers,” answered Tom
Morry. “It takes two to make o row. And if we’re awfully patient the.
thing is bound to go peaceably enough.”” : i

““1don’t know! If they can’t row with us, Study No. 6 and Figgins & Co.
can start rowing with each other. And I’ll bet that they do it, tool?’ | -

** We must risk that. If the idea fails, we must go on trying what we
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oan do alone against the Grammarians. - But union is strength, and we

‘must unite if ble. Now we’d better write that note, and I'll get young

S

Curly of the Third to take it round.’ i

Tom Merry took his hands out of his pockets and slipped off the table.
Pen and paper were at hand, and he was soon busy upon tlhe note which was
to serve the purpose of a call to arms.

Monty Lowther and Manners leaned over him, one on either side, to help
with ecriticism and advice.

*“Lemme gee,”” said Tom Merryy scratching his curly head thoughtfully.
““How shall we begin? © Dear Silly Asses’ would be abount correct. But
that might offend them, and we don’t want to do that.’”

“ Dear Kids,” suggested Manners.

Tom shook his head.

! No. - As they’re in the Fourth Form, and we’re in the Shell, they would
take that as a reflection. Ah, I have it!"

He dipped the pen in the ink, and wrote:

“ Dear Comrades,—For the sake of upholding the honour of the old school,
ang keeping our end up p,?amat the Grammar cads, you are hereby con-
vo S ;

E o
* Conwhatted?” askad Monty Lowther.
** Convoked to a meeting- 7t .
“‘Sure that word's all right, Tom?” asked Manners anxiously. < We

don’t want to give those ]:icﬁ! the grin of us, you know.”

“* Of course it’s all right!” said Tom testily. **If you want to know, I
locked it out in the dictionary on purpose. If sounds impressive, too.”

“Yes, it sounds all right.”

"“Convoked to o meeting in the wood-shed, to discuss ways and means for
putting the Grammar cads in their place—7"

““You want the plural there, Tom. Places.”

‘:Ncinae_m! Put em in their place,” said Tom Merry. * This is a

ex

L ﬁy hat! Where does he get those words from?'” '

““ Looked that out in the dictionary, too, I suppose,’”” said Lowther. **Go
on, Tom ! ;

“In their place,’” continued Tom Merry victoriously. *““If you have the
honour of St. Jim’s at heart you will not fail to turn up for this important

. meeti to-night at seven.
mesting to-nig

Signed) Tom MrrrY.”

** There, that ought to fetch them!” said Tom Merry, with an air of
satisfaction. “'I'll make another copy, and send one to Blake and one to
Figgins, They’ll come.”” i
““Yes, I expect they’'ll come. But how it will end—"*
“0Oh, don't croak! Here, I say, Curly!” Tom Merry called to a
oungster of the Third Form who m&aminr the open door of the study.
Eurl Gibson locked in. ““ You’'re just the fellow I want!”” said Tom Merry.
- e this note to Blake, will you, and this one over to Figgins in tHe
New House? Buzz off !

“ Right you are, Merry!”” said Curly cheerfullly.

The boys in the Lower Forms at St. Jim’s would have done anything for
Tom Merry. Curly Gibson took the notes and vanished.

“ There,”” said Tom Merry, “* that’s done. How ever it turns out, we've
done our best, and no fellow can do more than that. Now come along to

e gym.””
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<“OHAPTER 2.
The Chums of Study No. 8

" EWWIES, old man, what a feahful smothah you are makin’!**
The voice of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy sounded in tones of com-
laint in the famous aparlment in the School House at St. Jim's
own as Study No. 6.

The three chums of the Fourth were there: Blake, Herries, and D’Arcy.
Herries was making toffee, and, as Arthur Augustus said, he was makin;
also a fearful smother. The toffee was burnt, and the smell was terrific, an:
a gquantity of butter had fallen into the fire and melted there, and blacks
were sailing about the room in sguadrons.

D’Arcy, who was almost painfully clean in his person, had been getting
restive for some time, and ﬁgally he voiced his ebjection.

‘“ Weally it is too bad!” he said. ** Hewwies, old man, I must say that
you are a silly ass! I don't want to hurt your feelin’s, you know, but,
sewiously, you are a sillilass (b

““ Oh, ring off I’ said Herries crossly.

“I wefuse to wing off! You are makin’ the atmosphere of this stud

. positively unbearwable! Some of those blacks have settled on my colla

and soiled it. I must wequest you to leave off makin’ this feahful smothah.””

““I’ll smother you if you don’t shut up, you duffer!”

““Qh, dry u}), both of you!” exclaimed Jack Blake impatiently. °* How
am I to travel through this beastly imposition if you keep on cackling at
one another like a pair of old hens? That’s what I want to know.”

““Well, you had better gag Gussy,” said Herries. ““I'm going to finish
this giddy toffee, if I suffocate everibody in the School House! It’s bound
to go right in the long run if I stick to if. Gussy can go and eat coke!”

““I wefuse to go and eat coke. I would wathah eat that toffee—almost.
Hewwies, you have weferred to me as a duffah ’r .

“ 8o you are,”” said Herries, with deliberation; *“*a howling duffer—the
howlingest duffer that I ever came across!’” '

Arthur Augustus rose from his seat.

“I am extwemely sowwy, Howwies, but it is quite imposs for me to pass
over such wemarks as that,” he said, screwing his eyeglass into his eye and
surveying the toffec-maker through it. ‘I must wequest you to withdraw
those expwessions und apologise.”

““ Rats 1™

*Then T shall have no alternative but to give you a feahful thwashin’.””

“* Oh, sit down !’

1 distinctly wefuse to sit down! Are you goin’ to apologise?””

“ Rats !’

*“Then I shall thwash yon.”

And Arthur Augustus ‘advanced upon Herries in an extremely warlike
Way.

'?,h, shut up!” said Dlake. * Can't you keep quiet? You're bothering

“I am sowwy to bothah you, Blake, but I feel that I have no course open
to me but fo thwash Hewwies,”” said Arthur Augustus, who was always as
obstinate as a mule when he got an idea into his head. ““I cannot allow
even a fwiend to tweat me with diswespect. Hewwies, are you weady? I
am waitin’ to thwash you.””

“ Here you are,”” said Herries.

D’Arcy advanced, and Herries jerked the pan from the fire and brandished
it. D’Arcy made a sudden jump backwards. i

‘““Hallo! Why don't you come on?"
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“ Be careful! You will soil my clothes with that feahful. thing!” said
Arthur Augustus, retreating in alarm as Herries in turn advanced, with the
panha£ half-melted toffee held out before him. *“*I entweat you not to be
wasn.

“ What about that apology?”’ i

*“Undah the cires, T will waive that. I will overlook your wude wemark.’”
D’Arcy retreated still further, through the open door of the study, Herries
following with the pan outheld. "'%Iewwies, old chap, please don’t be a
ailgg ags! Oh!”

he latter exclamation was uttered by the swell of St. Jim’s as he ran
backwards into a junior who was running along the passage.

It was Curly Gibson, coming to deliver Tom Merry’s note. The impact
of the Third Former upon D’Arcy’s back sent him staggering towards
Herries, and his spotless waistcoat came in contact with the sooty pan.

“ Ha, ha, ha!"' roared Herries, ‘° Where are you coming to?"”

“ Oh, my waistcoat—my waistcoat !’

““Ha, ha, ha! It does look a sight, certainly! Never mind; you’ve got
plenty, more. Now are you going to let me finish making this toffee in

ace?”

Pes Yaas, wathah !"’ gasped D’Arcy.

Herries returned trium}!hant]y to the fire. Arthur Augustus ruefully
began to dust his beautiful waistcoat. D’Arcy’s waistcoats were the wonder
of the School House, and the delight of their owner’s heart. Any damage
to his waistcoat touched Arthur Augustus in his tenderest spot.

Curly grinned as he looked into the study.

** Letter for you, Blake.” :

““ Chuck it over!" said Blake, without looking up. * Who's it from?*

“ Tom Merry.”” '

Curly threw the letter on the table, and departed. Blake picked it up
with some interest. He wondered what Tom Merry could have to write to

* him about, when their studies were only two minutes’ walk apart.

He opened the letter, and gave a whistle as he read the contents.
“ Hallo, you chaps! Listen here!"”
** Oh, don’t bother me!”* said Herries. “ I’ve got my hands full with this

& 'bea;stl_y toffee.””

Listen to me——"" *

*“ Don’t wowwy,”” said D’Arcy. I can’t listen to anything till I've
scwaped this feahful soot off my waistcoat. I no lopgah wegard Hewwies
as a fwiend.””

“It’s important,”” said Blake; and he proceeded to read out the letter,
and they had to listen to it whether they wanted to or not. **There! What
do you think of that for an example of cheek!”

‘“1 can’t think of anything but my waistcoat just now,” said D’Arcy. T
should never have made a fwiend of Hewwies if I had known what a feahful
wuffian he weally was.*’

““Oh, dry up about that waistcoat !’ exclaimed Blake.  Look here, I'm
getting about fed up with you and your beastly waistcoats! If you don’t
want to go out of this study on your neck, let that subject drop. Fancy Tom
Merry having the cheek to convoke us—jolly good word that, though —to a
giddy meeting in the wood-shed! Shall we go?’’

‘“ May as well,”” said Herries. *‘ Let’s hear what he’s got to sary.”

““ Oh, T know what he’s got to say !’ said Blake, with a sniff. ° He’ll want
us to unite against the Grammar cads, under his lead. I know the little

sme.””

** Of course, that’s rot! We don’t mind leading, but anything else is out
of the guestion.’’
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* Yaas, wathali. Do you know, deah boys,” said D’Arcy, looking round,
*1 weally think that I should make a pwetty good leadah. You want a
chap with tact and good ideahs for leadah, an 1 weally think that I should
make a first-wate one. If you chaps are willin’, I’ suggest it to Tom
Mewwy."”

Blake winked at Herries. . b

‘" Jolly good idea!” he exclaimed. ** If the Terrible Three are willing, we
won’t say no, will we, Herries?™

“ Certainly not!”” said Herries, entering into the joke. ’

“ Go and suggest it to them, Gussy,” said Blake. ““Tell them you've
thought the mafter over, and decided that it’s the only thing to be done,
as they’ve becn making such a mess of things lately.” They're bound to
listen to reason.’”

“* Yaas, wathah!"

°" Explain to Tom Merry that he’s a silly ass, you know, and tell Manners
he’s a duffer, and Lowthér, that he ought to be in a lunatic asylum.””

““ Yaas.” ra
‘“ Then su ﬁest that they should follow your lead like good little boys.**

“ Yaana. 15 go at once.”

! Come back and tell us the result.”

** Certainly.” .
And D’Arcy loft off rubbing his soiled waistcoat, and left the study with
satisfied emile upon his face.

Herries % il:d.
]:afi say, ﬁ\ 5, do you think he’ll really say all that to Tom Merry?"’ he

as .
© "I know he will.””

*“ They’ll kill him !*

“Yes; and we’ll bury him quietly somewhere, It will do him worlda of

ood. I'm a patient chap as a rule, but when D’Arcy starts proposing him-
self as leader, it’s time to come down heavy.””

The chums waited for D’Arcy’s return.

Blake forgot his imposition, and Herries his toffee, in the interest exeited
by Arthur Augustus "Arcy’s mission to Tom Merry’s study.

““ Hallo ! hat’s that?" "exclaimed Herries suddenly.

There was a sound of bhumping in the passage. It sounded as if a body
were being dragged along, struggling, and bumped upon the floor pretty
frequently in its progress towards Study No. 6.

ake chuckled.

“It's Gussy coming back.” '

The door of the study was kicked open. A figure was shot into the room,
and lay sprawling upon .the carpet; and then the door was slammed from
outside, and a sound of laughter and footsteps died away down the corfidor.
It was D’Arey who had been so unceremoniously returned to his native
quﬁft]e(rs. Et}{presnnt?d a.ka]:{nckiz]zlg nppﬁarance. ;

ake an erries shrieked with laughter as the swell of St. Jim’s sat u
and looked at them. o "

D’Arcy’s jocket was ripped up the back, his collar was torn out, his necktie
wag gone, and his waistcoat and his face had apparently been rubbed with
dust from the coal-locker.

“ My hat!” gugad Herries. ““ What is it?*

*“The wild man from Borneo,” said Blake,

?:‘[A}z;l_y g‘s’lspsd‘ .

J Ve been tweated vewy diswes tfully,”” he rgled. **T have been
tweattﬁd mith the gweatest wudenempe%y Tom Meguwyg and Mannahs and

wther. .

®
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** Ha, ha, ha!"* s
It is no laughin’ mattah. I considah it vewy sewious. Look at mel”*
1I'm looking at you. It’s as good as a comic paper.”

I object to_that wemark. I—"*

¥ Did you tell Tom Merry he was a silly ass?™ .

" Yes. I said I thought the time had come to be candid.’”

““Ha, ha, ha! And Manners that he was a duffer?”” N

““Yaas. I said we had thought it ovah, and come to that conclusion.””

““Ha, ha! And Lowther——'’

- ' That he ou$‘hh to be in a lunatic asylum. It made him vewy cwoss.””

‘*Ha, ha, ha! And what did they do?”

““They attacked me and dwagged me along the cowwidah,” said D’Arcy.
“1I twied to explain that T was weally only speakin’ for their good, but they
wouldn’t listen. They have weally behaved in n most shockin’ mannah !
stqugled'fuwiously, but it was no good. I am afwaid that I have lost my
e_g‘eig ass.” It is the eleventh eyeglass I have lost this term. Weally, I have
had a beastly unglenan.nt expewience.’”

““Ha, ha, ha!

o Weally, I considah you extwemely unsympathetic I'*
““Ha, ha, ha!”

NAnéi that was all the sympathy Arthur Augustus received from Study
0. 6, .

. CHAPTER 3.
The Alllance that Didn't Come Of.
EVEN was striking from the clock-tdwer of St. Jim's wlien the
Terrible Three arrived at the wood-shed and looked inm.
S ‘ﬁrNtoEOdY here yet,” said Tom Merry, walking in. “We're
s

““Very likely they won’t come,” said Manners comfortingly.

“*Oh, don’t croak! They’re bound to come. This old box will make a
very good president’s chair; and I've brought my bike bell to keep order.
Mind you chaps keep your tempers. We want, the meeting to be a success.”

:“I can hear somebody coming,’” said Ménty Lowther.

Lowther was right. %m&ste 8 were approaching the wood-shed, and the
next moment an eye, assisted & monocle, was looking in at the door.

““Come on, chappies!” said ];Arcy. ““ The boundahs are here!”

And Study No. 6 marched in.

* Who are you calling bounders?’’ asked Monty Lowther pleasantly.

1 *“You thwee chaps. considah you feahful houndahs!**

* Are you looking for a thick ear, Gussy? If you are——""

Tom Merry nudged his warlike follower.

““Shut up, Monty! What did I tell you?”

i’ Well, I'm not going to let those kids call me names,” said Towther,

o Who are you calling kids?* asked Blake amiably.
‘“Oh, do be quiet !I”* exclaimed Tom Merry. *“ What's the good of holding
meeting if you are going to start ragging each other at sight s
** Blessed if I know !’ said Blake. 1 don’t see much sense in it at all,
Do you, Herries?"’

4 Not much,’”” said Herries.

The fact is, Tom Mewwy is a feahful duffah, and—**

** Hallo, kids, you’re here, I see!””

It was a new voice at the door.

‘“ Hallo! ' Here’s old Figgins!”*

®
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Figgins & Co. entered the wuod-shed.

Figgini, long-limbed, and lean, and good-tempered, the fastest forward in
the junior fnot%:nll team, Fatty Wynn, short and plump, and Kerr, cute and
canny, were the three juniors of the New House, known all over St. Jim’s
as Figgins & Co. g

They came into the wood-shed with somewhat suspicious looks.

They were generally on the alert when they came near the School. House
chums, dnd an alliance between the Terrible Three and Study No. 6 usually
meant a warm time for Figgins & Co. ;

““ Hallo, Figgy!"” said Tom Merry cordially. * Jolly glad to see you!
You got my note?” : . d

“1 got a note from younF Curly,” said Figgins. *1I thought it was like
your cheek to what you call convoke a meeting ; but we thought we’d come
along. 1°d been thinking of doing the same thing myself, as I've got a
suggestion to make to you chaps.” ”

" AL right.  Youw'll have plenty of time to make it,” said Tom Merry.
“The meeting is complete now, so I announce it open. I'm chairman.

““Rats!”” said Blake. *° Who made you chairman?”

“ Well, T called the meeting, so I’m entitled 2 “

*More rats! We’re going to elect the chairman by universal suffrage.”

¥ Look here, Blake, it’s no good being unrcasonable, I-—7"

*“ Put it to the vote, then.” . E

““ Weally, I think it would be an awfully good idea for me to be chairman,
don’t you know, deah boys. A chairman wequires tact and judgment, you
know, and I weally think that I am the vewy chap for the post, you know.
Yaas, wathah !** :

** Dry up, Gussy!"’ .

‘I wefuse. For the genewal good, T must insist upon cawwyin’ my point.
You wequire a fellah with tact and—-—=:" b

““Oh, kill him, somebody! Tom Merry, are you agreed to put it to the
wote?’”

“Yes, I'su e s0. Anything for a quiet life.””

“ Hands u Plz'gi Tom Mmy-rty !"gaaicl Bﬂxke.

The Terrible Three put their hands up.

" "‘.!Hands up for Figgy I”* exclaimed Keir; and Figgins & Co. elevated their
ands.

“ Now hands up for me!* said Blake.

He put up his own hand, and Herries followed suit. D’Arey put his hands
in his pockets. Blake gave him a withering look.

* Why don’t you put up your paw, fathead?"

“I am weally sowwy, lglake, but it is imposs for me to vote for anybody
but myself with a clear conch,” said D’Arey. ““ A meetin’ of this kind
wequires a fellah with tact and a firm chawactah to be chairman, and I'm
the vewy fellah. T object to puttin’ myself forward in any way; but that's
what I weally think.’”

“ Good old Gussy!” chuckled Figgins. * You're dead out of it, Blake.

Now, are you going to resign in m lavour, Tom Merry?’
Kot mag 1 F 8 i > 7

“* Then we've come to a deddlock. As a New House fellow, I can’t sit
under the chairmanship of a School House rotter."’

“Oh, can’t you?" said Blake, nettled at once by the reflection on his
]\{nune.' o2 ’I‘h?n I vote for Tom Merry; and he's got the majority. Tom
Merry is——' .

““ Excuse me,” said Arthur Augnstus.  ““ Aftah Tem Mewwy's extweme
wudeness to me to-day I cannot appwove of him as a chairman, and se I
vote for Figgins.”
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“ Four to four,” said Tom Merry, ‘* Herries has the casting vote.”

< Oh, I'll vote as Blake does !”” said Herries, °* Anything for peace. Tom
Merry is chairman of this giddy meeting.”

Figgina & Co. did not like it, but tie always played the game. Tom
Merry was elected chairman, and he took his seaf on the box, with his hand
on the bicycle bell. .

““Now that that point’s amicably settled,”” he remarked, ‘‘let’s get to
business. I hereby and thusly declare this meeting open. Gentlemen of
the Lower Forms of St. Jim’s, you are called together for a most important
object—-""

‘ Cut the cackle, Chairman, and come to the hosses!”

“If you interrupt me again, Kerr, yow'll get it where the chicken got the
chopper—and that’s in the neck,” said Tom Merry. ** Silence, all! Your
turn will come.”

“ You're so blessed long-winded !” said Blake. *“Get on, do!™

Buzz! went the chairman’s bell.

“ Gentlemen,”” said Tom Merry, ** it is known to all of you that a measly
Grammar School has been started near Rylcombe by Dr. Monk, and that
the Grammar cads dwelling therein have had the awful cheek to think they
can keep their end ug‘:‘gamsh the juniors of St. Jim’s.”

‘*Yes, and they’'ve the awful cheek to lick us more than once,’” said
Blake. ** That is also known to us, Chairman.”

** That's what we’re going to atop. There’s an old saying that * Union is
Stmnfh,’ and my idea is to unite our forces against the common foe. . That’s
wh;r this meeting is called.” :

“ Why, that's what I was going to suggest !”* exclaimed Figbgins.

“* Then you’ll agree with me that it’s a thing that ought to be donn., Now,
my idea is a union under a single leader——"’ 5

* Nobody's suggested having a married one.””

. **Don’t interrupt. We have tackled the Grammarians singly, and have
been licked. There’s no good beating about- the bush—we have got the
worst of it.””

“ All the fault of you School House chaps,” said Figgins. “If you had
backed me uj e

“ Catch us backing up New House cads !’ said Blake.

““Silence! °TUnited we stand, divided we fall’ My idea is to form a
single band, under a single leader, to be known as Tom Merry & Co.—
myself, of course, being the leader,”

here was a]feneral gasp.

““Well, of all the cheek!™

“Of all the fearful nerve!”

“ Yaas, wathah!*’

T don’t see where the cheek comes in, or the nerve, either!” said Tom

Me: indig-nantlf. “* What fault have you got to find with the idea?"”
“The idea’s all right,” said Figgius. “ It’s the leader that’s wrong.

Considering how you School House chaps make a muck of things, it stands

to reason that a New House fellow ouggat to be leader.””

““ Oh, that’s rot, you know, Fi 1" paid Blake warmly. I must sa
rﬁmt I agree with Tom Merry so far, that the leader ought to be a Schoo

ovse -

““Yaas, wathah! What we wequire is—""

‘ But the leader ought to be chosen from the Fourth Form, not from the
Shell,” said Blake. That’s the important point.”

“‘ Stuff P’ said the Terrible Three together.

1 agree about the Fourth Form,” said Figgins. “But a New House
chap is wanted for the post, and that can’t be got away from.”
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‘“ Now, do be reasonable,’”” said the chairman. *° We can't all be leaders, °
#0 I call upon you chaps to withdraw your claims for the good of the cause.”

** Withdraw your own blessed claims!*’ said Figgins. ‘' Set an example.” .

** Yaas, wathah! I cannot appwove of Tom Mewwy, for one. What we
weally wequire is—"" g

“ Put it _to the vote!” exclaimed Blake.

** Right-ho! Vote—vote!” :

“ Very well,” said Tom Merry resignedly. **Hands up, then! :Is the
leader to be chosen from the School House or the New House? Hands up
firat for New House!’”

Up went the hands of Figgins & Co.

ik E‘ow for the School House !’

Six good right hands went up.

““School House has it,”” said Tom Merry. ‘ Now about the Form. Is
tl):e lse]:dar to be chosen from the Fourth Form or the Shell? Hands up for
the ell !'*

He put his own hand up, and Manners and Lowther followed suit.

Blake grinned.

** Another beastly deadlock!"” he exclaimed.

It proved to be so, for when the chairman called a show of hands for the
Fourth, six hands went up. Figgins & Co. and Study No. 6 were agreed
upon that point, if upon no other.

“ Well, we can’t agree,” said Tom Mermwy. “ Talk about Nero fiddlin
while Rome was bummFAhere we are quarrelling like a lot of kids, wit.
the enemy at the gates! I’'m really surprised at you chaps!™”

* Weally, Tom Mewwy, I cannot discern any weal cause for surpwise.
You cannot expect us to accept you as a leadah. Deah boys, 1 have a
suggestion to make that will get us out of this pwesent difficulty, if you
care to adopt it.”’

“* Let’s hear it,”” said Figgins.

:“ You all want to be leadahs, and you wor’t give way to one anothah.
You are all wight under the circs, as none of you are weally fit to lead.”
* " Here, I say, choke him off "

“*Pway allow me to finish. I was about to suggest that you should all
waive your claims in favah of a fourth party. Wﬁnt ou weally wequire as
a leadah is a fellah of firm chawactah ﬁke myself. b?om—-—"

‘“ Oh, buzz off home, Gussy!” ; «

I wefuse to buzz off home. My suggestion is the best way out of the
dliiicBullt f artld I I;l].\inkhit] should be adopted.” >

ake, that thing belongs to you,” said Figgins. ‘ Why don’t t:
it out and lose it?”g 3 * g8 3 o a‘w

‘That is a wude wemark, Figﬁins. Before we pwoceed any .further, 1
must insist upon weceivin’ an apology.”

““ Would a thick ear do instead?”’ asked Figgins. *That's all you’ll get
out of me.” - B
D’Arcy carefully put his eyeglass into his pocket. 5

““I am extweniely sowwy, gentlemen, but I must ask you to suspend the
meetin® for a few minutes while I give Figgins a feahful thwashin’ !”*

““Ha, ha, ha! You couldn’t thrash my lett ear! Here, keep offI'”

But the warninp was not heeded. .

D'Arcy had mounted the high horse now, and he was determined. He
went for Figgins with his fists waving like the sails of a windmill, and in a
moment was struggling with the chief of the New House juniors.

5 Hr:. ha!” shouted Kerr. * Give the School House bounders - heans,

I vote that we clear the: i i
ourselves.” m out of the place and hold a meeting
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“Think you could do it?” asked Blake politely.

** Yes, rather!"”

“. Well, why don’t you try, my son? Come on!™ }

EKerr came on willingly, and he and Blake went staggering about the
wood-shed locked in a tfeadly embrace. They staggered into a pile of
hg ota and brought them clattering down.

* “Here, we must put an end to this!" exclaimed Tom Merry. ‘If those
glav; Hnl\ﬁe bounders can’t behave themselves they must be put outside,
at’'s all!” ;

““Who’s going to do it?”’ yelled a dozen voices from the door, where a
crowd of New Ilouse youngsters, who had followed Figgins & Co. to the
meeting, were looking in.

““ We are !”” said Tom Merry cheerfully.

; ** Rescue, New House !’ yelled Fatty Wynn.

There was a rush of the New House juniors at once.

The School House six made a manful effort to stem the tide, and to eject
Figfm & Co. and their supportexrs. . But the odds were too great. Instead
f the New House party being ejected, that sad fite fell upon the School
House juniors, the Terrible Three and Study No. 6 alike.

. One by one they were shoved or hustled to the door and sent flying out,
Tom Merry, struggling desperately, being the Jast to go.

They had no reinforcements at hand, and so they were quite at the mercy
of the foe, and in a few minutes they found themselves in a sprawling heap,
surrounded by New House I‘J‘luniors !.aughing and jeetinF.

ga!" roared Figgins. ‘* Hear me smile ‘Who's cock-house

““ New House! New House!” yelled his followers. s
The defeated and outnumbered School House party gave if u}). They
icked themselves up and limped awdy, followed by the hoots of the New
{Iouse crowd. p
At the door of the School House Blake paused to fix a withering glancs
-upon Tom Merry. ,

** How many sorts of a silly ass do you call yourself?"’ he demanded. I
might have known that it would work out like this, as it was your idea. I've
been there before.”

““ Yaas, wathah!"”

And Study No. 6 marched on indignantly to their own quarters.

The Terrigle Three looked at each other rather ruefully.

““ Bit of a fiasco, wasn’t it?"’ said Manners. “If you remember, I told
you how it would be.”

“Qh, go on, you giddy Job’s comforter!”

““ Well, I warned you what to expect. ‘What about a union of the three
parties now under a single leader? What price Tom Merry & Co.?”

Tom gave a sniff. :

. ““Tom Merry & Co. are off—right off,”" he said—"" at least, for the present.

v No good trying to talk sense to those obstinate kids. We'll do it alone, and
show ‘em what we can do without their help. After allywe three can kee
up qur end against the Grammar cdds; and when we make them sing smsﬁ
we shall get all the giddy %]ory.

Blake and his comrades had gone into Study No. 6 to repair damages.

had come to a resolution like Tom Merry's.

** No d thinking of urniting with those chaps,” he said. *“They've got
too m nerve for anything! Fancy Figgins thinking that a New House
chap ought to be leader! It would be comical if the matter were not so
serious.

o ! ¥aas, wathah -
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* We'll do it on our own, kids: and I think we shall be able to take the
Grammarians down a peg or two without assistance from either the New
House or the Shell,”” said Blake. ‘* We'll ghow Tom Merry and Figgins
what stuff we are made of " *

*“Bight-ho !’ -

‘* Yaas, wathah!"”

Meanwhile Figgins was speaking in much the same strain to the trit
umphant Ce.. HE waa rather elated with the victory in the wood-shed.

“That’ll be a lesson for those School House kids,”” he said. * The fact
is, that old casual ward they call a house is about played out. We're cock-
house of 8t. Jim'’s, and it In{ls to us to put the Grammar kids in their place.
We're going to do it. And when we’ve done it, those School House bounders
will wish they had followed our lead.”

And the loyal Co. heartily concurred.

The three rival parties were quite satisfied with themselves and with what
they were going to do. But it was said of old that a house divided against
itself will not stand; and, as a matter of fact, there were troublous times
in store for the juniors of St. Jim’s.

CHAPTER 4.
A Brush With the Enemy.
o AH!"
The Terrible Three started as the shout fell upon their ears.
It was the day after the memorable meeting in the wood-
shed, which had ended so disastrously for the School House party.
It happened to be a Wednesday, which was a alf-holiday at 8t. Jim’s, and
as it was an urusually warm day for the end of September, foothall practice
had been voted “ off,” and the chums of the Shell had gone down the river
in a boat. y

About half a mile from the 8t, Jim's boathouse, the silvery Ryll flowed by
the grounds of the Rylcombe Grammar School, and it was along the river
that a good many of the oncounters between the juniors of the rival estab-
lishments took place. .

The disputes were mostly limited to the juniors. Seniors of 8t, Jim’s and
seniors of the Grammar School managed to keep on pretty good terms, and,
in fact, often laughed together over the rivalry that had imwu up hetween
the youngsters. r. Monk, the Head of the Grammar Sc ool, had been at
Oxford with Dr. Holmes, the Head of St. Jim’s, and there was no enmity
there. That made no difference to the juniors. They were at da; gers
drawn, and they found too much fun in the warfare to wish to establish

peace.

Lach party was firmly determined to inflict the ** kybosh’ on the other,
and until one or the other school was acknowledge top, there was not
likely to be peace. 4

The Terrible Three, since the failure of Tom Merry's idea of a united
* Co,” had turtkd various plans over in their minds for getting the upper
hand of the Grammarians, but none of them had as yet come to anything.

Young Monk, the son of the Grammar School headmaster, was the leader
of the Grammarians, and he was a good leader. There was not much doubt
that he was able to keep his end up against the * Saints.” If the latter had
united the case might have been altered. But as yet disunion reigned.

Tho chums of the Shell were still talking the matter over when their boat
drifted opposite the Grammar School grounds, and the loud and vociferous
** Yah I fell upon their cars. They looked up to seg the bank thick with
Urammarians. - #
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. 'The afternoon was so warm $hat many of the Grammar School inungs!:era
had taken advantage of it to bathe, and the crowd on the bank, lovking
towards the boat, were in various stages of deshabille. .

ere were a d many in bathing-costume, too, waist-deep in the water.
The boat drifted down the river, and Manners, who was stecring, brought
it away from the Grammar School side. 5

Tom Merry shipped his oar and looked at the Grammarians,

“ Funny. lot of animals,”” he remarked, in a tone loud enough for the
Grammarians to hear. “* Did you ever see a lot like that before, Monty?"*

. ‘*Never!" said Lowther. “There’s one good thing about them, though.
They’'re having a wash. They know they need it.”

““Rather !” said Manners. * Hallo, there’'s Monk! Hallo, Monk! Iow
are you? And how are all the little Monkeys?’”

And a giggle arose from St. Jim’s boat.

Frank Monk, a well-built lad with a good-tempered, freckled face, was
looking towards the boat, and apparently making a calculation in his mind.

“I say, you fellows,” he muttered, below his breath, ‘‘ Follow me, some
of you, and we’ll soon have them out of that boat.”

The Grammarians were nothing loth.

Frank Monk plunged into the river, with a dozen doughty swimmers
behind him, and struck out for the hoat from St. Jim’s.

“ My hat!"* said Tom Merry. *‘They're going to pay us a visit! Ha, ha!
Stand by to repel boarders ! :

“* Let ‘em all come ! giggled Monty Lowther. * Down with the Monkeys !

But the Monkeys were determined.

They came on Tight for the boat in a swarm. Tom Merry and Lowther
stood up, oars in hand, to repel boarders. Monk waa the first to peach the
boat, and Tom gave him a gentle dig on the chest that sent him nunder water.

““Come on !’ said Lowther cheerfully, whacking the water with his oar,
and making great splashes round the swimmers. ‘I hope you won’t get
hurt, but I’'m rather afraid you will. Your own fault, you know.”

The enemy sputtered and gasped. They realised that it would not bhe so
easy to get into the boat. onk came up again, and was promptly pushed
under the water once more. Then he gave it ug and beat a retreat.

The current was carrying the boat further down the river. Onc by one
the swimmers dropped away, and . at last the skiff proceeded on its way
unmolested.

The Terrible Three sent back a taunting laugh.

Frank Monk scrambled gasping from the river, and stood looking afer
the boat with a gleam in his eyes.

““They’ve ‘done us!”” he said. ‘‘But look here, you chaps, I've got an
idea in my mind. They won’t get back to St. Jim’s so oasilpy.”

And he proceeded to unfold a plan to the delighted Grammarians round
him. They greeted it'with a shoutof laughter, which reached the carn of
the Saints as they floated on.

“* Blessed if I know what they’ve got to cackle at,”” Tom Marry remarked.
‘We’'ve done them, and they can’t deny that. We got tho bLost of that
little skirmish, kids.””

The chums of the Shell pulled on to the village.

Tom Merry was in funds that afternoon, and the destination of the elinmna
was the village tuck-shop, where Tom intended fo atand a voyul spread,
after which the chums would pull home up the river.

They left the boat at the bridge, and strolled down to the tuck-shop. Tt
was by no means empty. There were a good many follows from 86, Jim's
there, as well as a crowd from the Grammuar School.

The Terrible Three pushed their way inlo tho shop. Mothor Murphy, a
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benign old lady in spectacles, was presiding behind the counter. Arthur
dugustus D’Arcy was standing there, making purchases.

*“Hallo, Gussy !"” said Tom i[erry cheerfully.” *“ Are you standing a feéd
all round?”

“ Wathah not !”* said D'Arcy. ““Pway don’t intewwupt me, Tom Mewwy,
or I shall forget something. 1 want a dozen jam-puffs, Mrs. Murphy.”

““I don’t think I've got quite a dozen left, Master D’Arcy,” said Mother
Murphy. “There’s been quite a run on them this afternoon. No, only

“* Oh, weally! That is vewy exaspewatin’! I want a dozen,” said D’Arcy,
““ Howevah, if you have only eight, I suppose I must make that do. But it
is weally extwémely exaspewatin’ !

‘f'EW‘hat l}n-i«uﬂ us?”’ demanded Tom Merry. ‘“We’re in search of jam-

uffs, too 1™
B ““Oh, it doesn’t matter about you boundahs!” said D’Arcy. “ Don’t
wowwy me. I will take the cight, Mothah Murphy- =

““That you won’t!"”

D’Arcy turned to the new speaker.

He was a fellow of about seventeen, helonging to an Upper Form in the
Grammar School. He was onc of the few seniors who toulgc a part in. the
school rivalry, frequently cufing the St. Jim's juniors when he came upon
them. His name was Hake, and that he was a bully in his own circle was
easily scen by the way the younger Grammarians E{hrank out of his path as
he came through the shop.

D’Arey took a languid survey of him through his eyeglass,

“ Did you addwess me?” he inquired amiably.

““Yes, I did,”” said Hake. “I'm here for some jam-puffs, and if there's
only a few left, they're coming this way !’

“Pway pardon me, but I weally, cannot permit it. I have first claim, and
the jam-puffs belong to me!” said D’Arcy, with a great deal of dignity.

ake snorted.

“Are you going to argue with me about it?”” he demanded. Do you
want_your silly head knocked oft?”’

““No. I should think th

. would bo extwemely painful. I weally do not
want to entah into any dispule with you, my good fellah,” saidyD‘Arcy
loftily. ““But I must weally insist upon my wights.”” ,

“Your what?"”

“My wights.”

“Oll:. your rights! I'll give you rights. Get ount.”

« Rh?H

“ Get out of this shop !"” roared Hake. * I've had enough of you and your
monoele! Get out before I fire you out!”

D’Arcy drew himself up. -

““I can only chawactewise such wemarks as extwemely wude,” he said,
I am suwpwised and pained at bein’ addwessed in such a mannah. I am
accustomed to bein’ tweated with pwopah wespect.”

** Oh, get moving!™

“I uttahly wefuse to %:et movin’. T wefuse to stir fwom this spot until T
have completed my purchases, includin’ the jam-puffs.’” = .

“I give you two seconds!” .

“ You can give me two weeks, if you like, it will make no diffewence,”
said the swell of 8t, Jim’s calmly. * These jam-puffs belong to me, and I
cannot wesign my wights to anybody.”

“I'll give you jam-puffs!”

And Ilalke suited the action to the word, picking up one of the disputed
comestibles and jamming it upon D’Arcy’s aristocratic nose. :
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The swell of St. Jim’s gave a yell.

““ Oh, you howwid wude beast 1"

Hake grinned.

“ Are gou going now? I Here, hands off | Chuck it!”

He suddenly found himsclf in the grigrnf the Terrible Three.

The chums’ of the Shell and Study No. 6 might be at loggerheads at
home, but abroad they were as one against the foe.

Tom Merry got a grip on Hake's collar, and Manners and Lowther seized
him at the same time, and he was plumped down upon the floor and firmly
i held there.

i He struggled in vain to rise. He was big enough to beat any one of the
chums separately, but he was helpless in the grip of the three.

7 * Let me go, you young beasts!”

3 :' Nﬂof j!u:ah now,” said Tom Merry placidly.

“ Help ! s

Therepwns a restive movement among the Grammar School boys in the
shop. Hake was a bully, and none of them liked him; but he was one of

. themselves. But inat:;nhlf all the St. Jim’'s fellows—and there was a od
many of them present—closed up round the Terrible Three. Tom Merry
i seized a syphon of soda-water from the counter.
: 25 A.u; Grammar kid coming this way will get a dose!”” he observed.
*That's not a threat, only a friendly warnin$.‘

“{ierlp'," gasped Hake. ‘*Sock it to them! I'll wring your necks pre-
sently !

That was not the kind of a;‘xpea.l to bring rescue.

The Grammar School boys looked at one another, and went on munching
tarts and buns as though no Hake existed. g

* Now, Hake, you insisted uq:n hs.vin%'lthose jam-puffs,’” said Tom Merry.
« There are seven left, and I think you had better have them.”

“Here, I say!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus. “I’ve got to take them
back to Study Six. That Gwammah School cad can’t have them !”

My dear Gussy, I am head cook and bottlewasher in this sceme. You
must give u thc?r]a.m- uffs for the good of the cause.””

“* But weally, Tom Mewwy: 2

«'Nuff said. Lowther, old man, give Hake those jam-puffs.”

Monty Lowther understood, and he grinned hugely as he took-the dainties
from the counter.

Hake received them. One on his nose, one on either ear, one under his
chin, and & couple down the back of his neck, roaring and gurgling all the
time. :

Fven D’Arcy did not grudge the pastry for that excellent purpose.

He laughed till the tears ran down his cheeks at the sight of the bully’s
lei)ne, jammy all over, and his wild contortions in the grip of the Terrible

ree.
“ How do you like jam-puffs, Hake?’' demanded Tom Merry.
3 ¥

# Ge-r-r-r!
« Would you like some more?”
“ T Oh! Ooch!”

Lowther stuck the last of the jam-puffs into his mouth as he opened it to
threaten, and Hake gurgled and gasped into silence.
*“ Perhaps you'd like some soda-water?’’ su ted Tom Merry. *‘You'
only got to say the word, you know.”” L e e
:‘Ir-rbr-!!" - i @
1 suppose that’s a new way o saying ‘ Yes.» ere goes ™
Fizz| Whisz} ¢
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Hake roared and yelled as the stream of soda-water played over his
countenance.

With a desperate effort he tore himself loose and bounded to his foet.

“T’ll half kill you for this!'* he yelled, rushing at Tom Merry.

Manners put out his foot, and the bully staggered over it and went reeling.
Tom Merry gave him a push on the chest, and he sat down. .

Unfortunately, he was just in front of a large box of eggs as he sat down,
He sat in the midst of the eggs, and there was a smashing and squelching
such as had never been heard in the tuck-shop before.

H"kHE\,, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry. * You’ll have to pay for those eggs,
ake, ;

Hake scrambled up.

He was a fearful sight, broken eggs and streaming yolks clinging all over
his_clothes.

Fizgz! Whizz!

Another stream of soda-water smote him in the features, and he turned
and fled. He had had enough of the Terrible Three at close quarters.

Tom Men‘i:toupud over the egg-box.
h"He’s broken nearly all of them,” he remarked. ** He may as well have
the rest.’””

Whizz! Whizg!

Lgg after egg broke upon the person of the Grammar School bully as he
bolted. He escaped at last, and E‘im Merry staggered against the counter,
1aughin himself dizzy.

- My hat!” he gasped. **That was funny!”

My eggs!” exclaimed Mother Murphy tearfully. * He is gone! And I
know he won’t pay for the cggs! I know him!”

*“That's all right, Mother,” said Tom Merry. “T’ll settle up for the
damage, and pay for those jam-puffs, too. The fun was worth it.

©*That you won’t!” said Arthur Augustus. **I shall stand tweat.”

““Oh, rats! It’s my affnir.”

““No, it isn’'t, Tom Mewwy; it’s mine. Take it out of that soveweign,
Mothah Murphy.””

“ Certainly, Einster D’Arcy; and thank youn kindly.”

Tom Merry laughed.

;*Oh, have your way, Giussy! You're an obstinate little bounder.’

**I object to bein’ alluded fo as a bounduh——""

““Oh, rats! Now, chaps, what are aou going to order? I'm in {unds to-
day, and it's a general treat. You Grammar School chaps can join in if

you like,”” .
““ Well, you’re not a bad sort, Tom Merry,” said one of the Grammarians,
all of them availing themselves with alacrity of the generous offer. - ** We're

going to give you and your lot some fearful lickings this term.’”
‘“ What price gas?” inquired Tom.
*“Oh, it’s not gas! If you knew what Frank Monk has in store for

OU—r
¥ “*Shut up, Lane!” said another Grammarian. °‘Don’t give it away.””

““That's all right, Carboy, I'm mum.”

‘“Oh, bosh I’ said Tom Merry. ‘° We’ve had one round with your precious
Monk this afternoon, and he got it where the chicken got the chopper.
We"ra going to give you some high old times bofore we've finished with

on 1*?

b But for the time being there was EF&CHHIY good-natured chaff flying
about—till the treat was over, and Tom Merry settled up with Mother
Murphy, and took his departure.

The %‘nrn‘blo Three strolled down to the river.

A
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h
4

“I say, do you think there was an hjng in what Lane was saying?”
Manners said suddenly. He had been looking very thoughtful. * Do you
think young Monk has some beastly wheeze up his sleeve to work off on

270

“ Shouldn’t wonder,” said Tom Merry. ‘ He’s an awfully deep card, as
/we know by a few of the tricks he’s served us already. But we shall give
him as gdod as he sends, never fear !’” B

It was growing dusk as the chums boarded their boat, and settled down
for the pull up the river to St. Jim's.

Dusk was deepening on the river as they came opposite the Grammar
School, and Tom Merry glanced round alertly over the spot where the
swimmers made the unsuccessful attack upon the St. Jim’s boat.

Suddenly the boat was checked, and Manners pitched forward in his seat
and bumped into Tom Merry.

“ Hallo, hallo! What’s the matter?’’

“The boat struck something. There’s a rope or something—-"

“ Here they are!”

It was a shout from the dense shadow under the trees.

Tom Merry realised the truth at once. The{ had fallen into an ambush.
The Grammarians had stretched a rope across the river, unseen, in the dusk.
Frank Monk and his followers were waiting close at hand.

Tom Merry sprang to the bows and grabbed at the rope. But as he aid
so0 a boat crowded with Grammarians shot out from under the trees znd
crashed into his craft. In a moment the St. Jim’s craft was crowded with
Grammar School juniors.

““ Sock it to them !"* yelled Frank.

The Terrible Three fought gamely. .

Escape was impossible, but they gave a good account of themselves. More
than one of the assailants went splashing into the river, and was soaked
from head to foob. -

- But the odds were too great. After a desperate struggle, which set the
‘boat rocking and very nearly capsized it, the three chums were got down on
the floor-boards, the Grammarians scrambling and sprawling over them,
cackling with the exuberance of victory.

““ Got them !"” said Monk, in tones of the deepest satisfaction. ** Prisoners
of war, by George! Give in, you college bounders—we’ve got you!"

““Yes, you've got us!’’ gasped Tom Mcn‘]{e. ““Oh, won't I give you a
thick ear for this some time, you young monkey !

““Ha, ha, ha! Who’s top. school now—eh?"

“We are!” yelled the Grammarians. ‘St. Jim's is no good!””

“ 1’1l show you some time!” gasped Tom Merry.

“We're going to show you something now,” said Monk. *‘Iring the
horrid bounders ashore, kids! This is where we put them through it.”

And the Terrible Three were taken ashore under the dusky trees, and
although they put a bold face on the matter, they fclt a very keen un-
easiness as to what was to follow.

CHAPTER 5.
Follow Your-Leader.

OM MERRY and his chums made no further resistance. It was use-
less, with the grip of a dozen Grammarians upon their arms and
collars. They were at the mercy of the foe, and they stood under
the dusk of the trces in the midst of their captors, waiting for what

was to follow. The Grammarians were chuckling and cackling hugely, and
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it was evident that they had some unusual * wheeze ** in their minds to work
off on the trio from St. Jim’s.

““ Got the rope, Lane?"’ asked Frank Monk.

““Yes, here it is.”’

“Put ‘em in line, kids. Tom Merry in front, as he’s their leader. Nice
snr‘tﬁf lol:.d'e’r, to lead them into a thing like this, I don’t think!” .

a, ha!”” -

““ Oh, accidents will happen I”* said Tom Merry. * My turn will come, and
I’ll make you rotters sing very small.”

“ Brag’s a good dog,” retorted Monk. * You can’t keep things goin,
against us, kig. We're above your weight. After we've given you a C
lesson we shall go li htly with you, as you're hardly worth bothering about,
as a matter of fact.”” ..

Tom Merry’s oyes gleamed.

The disdainful attitude of the Grammar School chief pot his back up at
ance, and he mentally resolved to make Frank Monk eat his words at a later

ate.

But for the present Monk had things all his own way. .

A cord was attached to Tom Merry's right arm, and it was drawn behind
him and fastened to his left, and then the cord was passed right round his
body, and knotted.

He was about as helpless a prisoner as he could be now.

““ Don’t be afraid, kids,”* said Monk encouragingly. ‘‘ We’re not going to
hurt you, you know. It's a game of follow-your-leader, you know, and
Tom Merry’s your leader.”

““Oh, dry up!”* growled Monty Lowther, **Gret or with the washing, and
not: so much talk!™

(" Don’t lose your ickle temper. Fasten him up, Carboy.””

“ Right_you are!”

Moniy Lowther's arms were extended before him, and his wrists tied to
Tom Merry’s arms, so that he stood behind Tom with arms outstretched,
and would be jnevitably compelled to *follow his leader’ wherever his
leader moved. A

Manners was then placed behind Lowther, his arms outstretched in the
same way, his wrists being fastened to a cord passing round Lowther's body.

Tom Merry was scarlet with mortification.

The sight of the three juniors fastened together in such a manner was
utterly absurd, and the Grammarians were laughing loudly, and Tom
already suspected that Monk mcant to send them back to St. Jim’s in that

style.

%&onk surveyed the prisoners with a great deal of satisfaction. .

** They look lovely!"* he asserted. *It seems, really, hardly necessary to
improve their beauty at all. But we may as well give the thing a finish,
You've got that blacking, Carboy?’”

““ Never fear!” ’ ~

““ Have you kids got any objection to having your faces blacked?™*

““ Yes, we jolly well have!" exclaimed Monty Lowther hotly. ¢

“I'm sorry for that, because it won’t make any difference. Start with-
Tom Merry, Cnrboy, and don’t spare the blacking. "It's cheap, and we don’t
‘want to be mean.” B

" Ha, ha! T’ll give him enough!”

Carboy had a tin of soft, oozy blacking in his hand. He stuck a hard
brush into it, and began to daub Tom Merry’s face with the sticky stuff.

Tom wriggled and gurgled. ®

““ Ob, you beast, won’t pay yow cu$ for this?™
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“Ha, ha! Keep your little temper.” E
Tom Merry was soon transformed into a Christ; Minstrel, and ther Monty

Lovwther and Manners came in for tho same gxx ite attention.
The sight of their blackened faces made the Grammarians scream with

+ merriment. .

s “My word!” ejaculated Monk. “They will make a sengation at St.
i Jim’s, and no mistake, kids!"” > i
“ You're not going to send us back in this state?’*

" That’s just what we are going to do.”

1 say, don't be a cad!” <

“Ha, ha! That will do, Carboy. They're black enough. Now for the
finishing touch.”

Monk drew a piece of chalk from his pocket and chalked a white circle
round the eyes of the captives.

The effect of the white circles on _the black faces was ludicrous in the
extreme, imparting a peculiarly owl-like aspect to the unhappy: juniors.

“ Now that’s about finished,” said Monk. Briu,{ them “out into the

lane and give them a start. We’ll return your boat the river, kids. T

ot it will get to St. Jim’s before you do. Shove them along, kids!”
he St. Jim’'s trio were bundled out into the lane. The road to St. Jim’s
lay before them. It wasa lonely road after dark, and there was little chance
of their getting help en route before reaching the school.
“Off you go!” cﬁuukled Monk. ** Follow your leader!’* - .
Y say—" be%an, Tom Me: ;
*No, you don’t! It’s noar calling-over, and we’ve no time to listen to
what you say. Start off, or we shall have to help you.™
Py

* Oh, rats We’ll start when we like!™ .
s “ No, you won't! You'll start when we like,”” said Monk coblly. °* Now,
chaps, when I give the word you all start kicking. One—two~three! Ha,
ha, ha!’”

Tt was npt necessary to give the word, for the Terrible Thrée had already
started. Tom Merry l:eadmi, and his comrades, perforce, following their
leader, they started down the dusky lane towards St. Jim’s, followed by
howls of laughter from the Grammarians.

Tom Merry's feelings were too dee& for words. But Monty Lowther and

: . Manners were by no means silent, hey murmured things very uncom li-
anentnx-y to the érammariana as they lurched along unsteadily through the
2 usk.
.. “Qh, it’s no good growling!” said Tom Merry at last. They've done
. tis—done us brown!™

“ Yes, they have,” said Manners. _* That’s because we’ve got such a jolly
good leader.”

“ That’s it}’ said Lowther. “ We’re proud of you, Tom Merry, we are
indeed! We think you ought to have a tin medal I"*

. - 4 <You ean’t blame me,” said the unfortunate leader of the Terrible
Three. * It wasn’t my fault. Accidents will haj pen.”’

“They do seem to happen when gou’i‘a leader,” Towther confessed.

< Blessed if I don’t wish we’d taken old Figgy’s offer, and made him lea™ =
. He wouldn’t have led us into a thing like this.” =

“(Qh, don’t growl! I know it’s pretty rotten {2

¢ T should say so! Nice sort of figure we shall eut at St. Jim’s! We shall
get in after loci.m' g-up time, and have to call out ’rngglcn. The whole school
will know about it, and we shall never hear thoe cnd of it.*” g

““We may meet somchody on the road,” said flom Merry hopefully.
*¢ There’s a chance.”

* Not likely.”
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The three juniors tramped on. The rest of the Saints who had been to
the village had already got home, and there was no chance of coming upon
any of them in the lane at that hour. And chance pedestrians were few and
far between, "

““ Hallo I exclaimed Tom Merry suddenly, I can hear somebody coming !

The chums listened. : .

There was a sound of footsteps in the thick dusk, and the red glimmer of
& pipe. A burly form loomed up in the Ii ht of a solitary corner-lamp. It
was a country labourer going home from his work, | '

““ Here’s a chance! Stop him !

The labourer was turning from the lane to a side track when he passed
thie lamp. The juniors hurried forward as fast as their state would allow, to
intercept him.

“Hallo! Hallo!’ shouted Tom Merry. ““ Stop a minute, will you?”

The man heard the shout, and stopped, Iookin% round him,

The juniors bundled on. They came into the ight of the lamp, and the
labourer stared at them, with horror in his face. They had forgotten the
state of their faces, black with white circles round the eyes, and 1n the dim
light of the lamp their aspect must have been strange and fearful to the
countryman.

He gave a frightened gasp, and took to his heels, bolting through a gap
in the hedge like lightning.

Tom Merry halted in dismay.

“Stop!” he shouted. *Come back, you silly ass! Stop!”?

But the countryman took no notice. He was evidently under the im-
pression that he had seon some fearful spectre, and in a foew moments his
running footsteps died away in the dim distance.

“The silly ass!” growled Tom Merry wrathfully. * There’s our last
chance gone.”

* We may moct somebody else,’”” said Lowther hopefully,

 And give them the jumps,” said Manners. * Lot’s get on.”

They got on. In spite of their painful anticipations as to what their
reception would bo like at 8t, Jim's, they were glad to sce the gates of the
school before them at last, The gates were lmzlied, of course. They were
1ate, and there was nothing for it hut to rouse out Taggles, the school porter.
it was impossible to ring the hell, as their hands were fastened, so Tom
Merry started kicking at the gates and calling.

For some time there was no vesponse, Then a lamp glimmered within,
snd the face of Taggles looked through the bars. N

** What the—who the—— What is it

Taggles nearly dropped the lamp as he saw the face of Tom Merry. He
stared at the junior as if ho could hardly believe his eyes.

" Open the gates, quick!"’ said Tom Merry.

Taggles sniffed.

““Yes, I sce myself doing it, you young monkey! Wotcher mean by
disturbing a honest man this time in the evening. Get along with yer!”

““ But we want to come in.”’ 2

]“ If I have to come out to yer,” said Taggles, “i’ll warm yer! Get
along I"*

““He doesn’t know us I murmured Lowther. “I don’t believe our mothers "
would know us in this state, by Jove !’

Taggles was retreating.

Tom Merry kicked. at the gates again. y
M“ ] ‘:Lﬁgles, you ass! Open the gates! Don’t be a silly luratic! I’'m Tom
erry |

.
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€ 1')] Tom Merry yer! Get along, and don’t try to take me in with a
arn like that!"’ 2

I tell you I'm Tom Merry; and here’s Manners and Lowther.”” |
Taggles came back towards the gates and peered at them in the light-of
e lamp.

““ Then ‘ow did you get into that stabte?”” he domandcd, begineing to sce
at last that Tom was really himself.

* We've had a row with the Grammarians.”

““Ho, ho! And got the worst of it, as usual 1"’ sncered Taggloes.

“That’s no business of yours!'” said Tom hotly. ** Just you open tho gate,
ou old fraud, and let us in, and then you can go back to your little wooden-
ut and eat coke!”

“Ho, ho! I'm an old frand, am IP And a silly lunatic! ¥o, ho!”

Taggles was evidently in a bad temper. e secmed to find a kind of
pleasure in contemplating the blackened juniors through the harvs ol the
gate.

1 say, open the gates, Taggles. _And just cut this rope loose—""

““Ho, ho! I'm an old fraud, am I?"

«7T take that back, Taggy. You're young and lovely; and if I were a
ﬁrl 1 should fall in love at first sight with your beauntiful eyes,’” said Tom

erry.

Tﬁ'gles snorted. Compliments did not seom to please him, either.

“ Nice young gents you are, to come home in such a state!” he said. “° My
word ! &onder what the doctor will say?™” .

“ Don’t tell him, Taggles. I say, old fellow, you're & man I respect
highly. I always had a very strong regard for you, Taggles.”

% Yes, when you want me to open the gates after locking-up,’” said Taggles;
“not at other times, Master Merry. Ho, no!” !

““ My dear Taggles—""

H"_lillo,‘ ho! I was an old fraud just now, and now I’'m your dear Taggles.

o, ho!"

“TLook here, old chap! Is half-a-crown any good to your'*

“ Cash?’’ said Taggles suspiciously.
¢ Well—mo. I've glued all my tin at the tuck-shop,” confessed Tom

Mor “ But you shall have it-{o-morryw morning, honour bright.””
Tafg Tes sniffed.

“ff you think you’re goin’ to bribe me, Master Merry, you’re mistaken.*

“You old fraud—I mean, dear old Taggles!””’

“Ho, ho!”” Taggles produced his keys and unlocked the gates, *'¥ou
can come in, young gents, and go up to the School House and report yonr-
selves. I dare say Mr. Railton will be pleased to see you. He has been
inquiring for you once.”

The juniors entered. Taggles closed the gates and Jocked them again. He
surveyed the Terrible Three with a gnomish satisfaction. Many and many
a rub had he had with the chums of the Shell, and he had always come oft
gocond best, Now it was his time to triumph!

. *“Isay, Taggles, you're oing to set us loose, aren't you?” said Tom Merry,
in a towe persuasive cnough to melt‘a gargoyle.

It had no perceptible éffect upon Taggles, however. The school porter
shook his head.

““No, I ain’t,” he said. “ That’s your way to the School House. Get

“ But I say, Taggy, you're such a nice chap—""
:I:Im ]itzttcr ,gruntes:i, and walked awny.
Tom Merry screwed round his head to look at his followers.
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“Frfghtfu_l sort of beast he is, isn’t he?”’ he remarked. * We’ll make hi7

sit up for this, sometime. 1 suppose we've got to stick it out.'
“1 supposs go. Get moving.? i

Come on, then. I hope we don’t meet any New House kids.””
2 No such luck. We're sure to meet them,” said Lowther.
Monty was quite right. - :

As the Terrible Three drew near the School House, threo figures came
down the steps, and in the light from the hall they recognised Figgins & Co.

The New House trio had been over to pay a visit to Blake, and were about
returping to their own house.

Tom Merry groaned.

* Fandy meeting that lot now! Here, dodge them I’ -

But, fastened t.%;hethar as_they were, it was not éasy for'the Terrible
Three to dodge. e New Hous¢ juniors spotted them, and came straight
towards them, wondering what the peculiar-looking object was, dimly seen
in the dusk of the quadrangle.

“ My—my only pyjama hat!” said Figging. “ What is it? Who is it?
Where does it come g‘—rum? Shall we kill it?™” d

I Oh, keep off I’ said Tom Merry crossly. ‘“Come on, chaps!”

The Terrible Three hurried on fo the School House, Figgins & Co. stared
after them, and burst into a shout of laughter. .

““‘ Great Scot! It's Tom Merry! He's been in the wara! That’s the kid
who had the cheek to want to be our leader! Nice things he’d have led us
into!” Ha, ha!”

“Ha, ha, ha!’’ echoed the Co. o

And with the laughter of Figgins & Co. ringing in their burning ears, the
Terrible Three entered the School House,

CHAPTER 6.
The Return!

L ALLO!” exclaimed Jack Blake. “ What's that fearful row Pt
Blake was putting away his hoxing-gloves, which he had had
on for a frie_n%r round with Figgins a few minutes before. Study
No. 6 was looking rather untidy, tho natural result of a boxing
match in such confined quarters. )

The sound of loud langhter from below had reached Blake’s ears, and he

;ﬁoppad to listen. Something was going on in the hall of the School House
elow. .

“It sounds like somebody laughing,” said Arthur Augustus, * Yaas, it
is somebody laughing at something or other, deah boy.”” ‘

““What a brain you must have to deduce things like that,” said Blake
admiringly, "7

** Yaas, wathah,” said D'Arcy innocently. *I have a vewy big bwain,
weally, and I think I weally ought to be leadah of the juniahs, deah boys.
I am sure that we should have a weally howlin’ success asa D’Arcy & Co.”

- Something’s up,” said Herries. *“Let’s go_and see.”

Blake was already at the door. . 3

The chums of the Fourth Form hurried out of the study, and looked over
the bannisters. A strange and startling sight met their gaze.
© ““My hat!” gasped Blake. ‘‘Look at Tom Merry !

The Terrible Three had entered the School House. They had entertained
A faint hope of getting to their own quarters unnoticed, and somehow or
otlier contriving to release themselves and clean their blackened faces with-
cuthlmvil_ag-the whole of the School House as audience. But the hope proved

8 valn. i
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They were spotted the moment they entered the hall; and the junior who
spotted them gave a yell that brought fellows tumbling out of the studies
and the Common Room in hot haste to see what was the matter.

The laughter that went up at the sight of the unfortunate throe waa
i \ Homeric. Seniors and juniors gathered round, staring at them, holding
! ° itheir aching sides, cackling and chuckling for all they were worth.

»o T “The faces of the Three were crimson, but their blushes did not show under

the thick coating of blacking. They tried to push their way to the stairs
' to escape, but the laughers were not willing to let them go so soon. They
p wanted to have their laugh out. i %
Kildare, the captain of St. Jim's, was deep in a mathematical problem
in his study, and the noise brought him out with a jump.
“ What’s the—what’s the—my hat !
He stared at the chums of the Shell. 5
i " wy word! What's the matter? Who are these niggers?” N
' * We’re not niggera !’ said Tom Merry indignantly. We've met with &
little—a, little accident, that’s all.”’
‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”
Tom Merry shoved his way towards the stairs. 3
“Tet's get by, you cackling asses! Can’t some of you cut this rope?”’
‘““Ha, ha, ha!”
“Who did it?” cried Blake, whose eyes were streaming with tears. It
can’t have been Figgins. He's only just left us. Have you let the New
3 House kids fix you hﬁa that, To erry?”
“No! Get out of the way!”

Blake gave a start. .

“You don’t mean to say it was the Grammaridhe?*’

I don’t mean to say anything. Let us pass.” P

My aunt! You've let those Grammar kids make guys of you—you who
wanted to be our leaders! Tom Merry & Co! Jolly glad I didn’t take any

- shares in the firm.”

“ Yaas, wathah!” 2

“ Have they come to the school like that?'’ asked Herries. ‘* What a sight
on the road!” The Grammar kids will never let us hear fthe end of it. You

ought to be ashamed of yourself, Tom Merry I M

¥Untie this rope, you silly ass!”’ was Tom Merry’s reply.

““ Hallo, cave! Here’s Railton.”

But it was too Tate. .

Mr. Railton, the housemaster of the School House, had heard the disturb-
ance, and he was on the spot, a frown upon his face.

““ Stop there! You need not go upstairs. Who are yeu, and how dare

y&u fnter the School House in this state?” tlie housemaster demanded
5 sternly. 2
i * Please I'm~—I'm Tom Merry."” 4

““Tom Merry! How came you in Ws state?”

“It was an—an accident.” i &
Mr. Railton could not help smiling. -
“Tell me the facts, at once, Merry. Who has treated you like this? Is
is a joke of the New House juniors?’ £
““0Oh, no, sir!”
““Then who is responsible for it?’”
“ Some—some fellows we met, sir.’*
Mr. Railtdn understood. ;
“Ah, I sugpo'ac this is a result of the ridiculous rivalry that has grown up
between St. Jim’s and the Rylcombe Grammar School. Is that the case?”
- Tom Merry was silent. He knew that Monk and his {riends would get

&
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into trouble if Dr. Holmes took the matter up and made representations to
the headmaster of the Grammar School at ylecombe. Tom Merry always/
played the game. There was nothing of the sneuk in his disposition. Whaty
ever reverses he suffered at the hands of the enemy, he was not one tag
complain.

*“ Come, answer my question, Merry! Would you know the individuals in
question again?*’ )

I suppose so, sir.”

*“* Do you know their names?’

“ Ye-es, sir.”’

“I really think,” said Mr. Railton, *“that they have gone too far in
treating you like this, and that they should be punished. Is it possible that
you have come all the way from Rylcombe Grammar School il this absurd
fashion?””

“ We couldn’t help it, sir. But—but, if you please, we'd rather let the
matter drop. We should have served them the same if we'd had a chance.”

Myr. Railton concealed a smile.

“* I shall think about it, Merry. Meanwhile, go upstairs and get yourselves
cleaned. Blake, you may untic them.”

And Mr. Railton walked away. When he was inside his study again he
laughed heartily.

Glad enough were the Terrible Three to get away from the laughter and
chaff of the crowd downstairs. They were escorted to their quarters by a
grinning party, and Study No. 6 accompanied them into the Shell dormitory,
and slammed ‘the door in”the faces of the others. Blake proceeded to untic
the unfortunate victims of the Grammarians’ little joke.

** You've got off pretty lucky from Railton,” he remarked. He's a good
sart, and he won’t speak abont the matter again. If it had been the New
House master you'd have had a warm time, kids! Old Ratcliff can’t sec a
ieke. Though. really, Tom Merry, you three fellows are enough to make a
dead cat laugh

““Oh, get on !’ id Tom Merry.

“I'm gelting E as I ean. Tt must have been a genius tied this
cord: I can’l get tho kuot undone. Ah, thore it goes !’

Tom Merry was free ot lnst.

Meanwhile, Herrvies and D’Arey were busy with the other two victima, and
Lowther and Maunners woro relehsed at. the same time. They made a rush
for their washstands to clean the blacking off their faces. The chums of the
Fourth watched them with greut interest.

“*You look a little botter now," remarked Blake, as Tom Merry raised his
face from a basin of blackened wanter. ** After all, it will do you kids no
harm to have an extra wash. 1'vo often thought that you needed it.””

““Oh, dry up! Get out of our do tory !” -

*“ That’s what you call gratitude, I suppose? Here, we've been wasting
time untyingelyou, and now that's your way of offering thanks, is it?"

‘* Oh, travel, do!™

““Cateh me playing the good Samarifan again!” said Blake. “Come on,
chaps, leave the poor kids to clean themselves. T say, though, Tom Merry,
have you still got that idea in your hoad about forming a Co.? Do you still
want to lead?”

““Oh, get out! Your face worries me!’” %

“If you like to fall into line,” said Blake magnanimously, * we’ll let you
joi: us."m.nd we’ll show you how to get your own back on those Grammar
rotters.
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“T'll wait till you grow up before I follow your lead,” said Tom Morry
Ioftily. Tom was two months and seven days older than Blake, and nover
tl;aile | to let him remember it. ‘" Now, kids, run away to bed like good

oys ! :

Blake snorted with indigzation.

“If you hadn’t been through it already, I'd give you a thick ear to tuke
to bed with you!’” he said darkly. ‘**Come away, kids. It rests with ns to
keep up the credit of St, Jim’s against the Grammar cads. Tom Merry hus
shown how much he can do.””

“T expect you'll fare worse!" said Tom defiantly. “ We shall sce. I'm
-mot going to let things stick where they are. Travel along, and if you
tackle the Grammar kids, 1 expect you'll want our help te get you out of
trouble.” ’

“ Oh, you won't see us coming home tied up in a bundle, this side up,
with care!”’ said Blake, with a sniff of disdain. “I—— Here, chuck it!"”

Tom Merry had seized his basin of blackened water with both hands.

Blake beat a hasty retreat to the door.
“ Chuck it, you silly ass!” .

** Certainly !”” said Tom Merry politely.

And he “ chucked ' it, thuugi’l not in the scnse that Blake intended.

The Fourth-Formers gave a whoop as the water splashed among them. A
wail of anguish rose from Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

““Qh, you howwid bwute! You have soiled my collah!™

“ Get out!” :

“ I wefuse to get out. You have soiled my collah, and I will give you a
fearful thwashin’!”*

*“ Here, Lowther, bring over that basin!”

““ You wuffians—you feahful wuffians!"

** Swamp it over his waistcoat!”

*“Pax,” gasped D’Arcy—'‘ pax, denh boys!: I entweat you not to swamp
it ovah my waistcoat. I will wetire immediatély.!” e

And he retired in hot haste, without waiting to give Tom Merry the
promised “ thwashing.” He overtook Blake and Herries in the passage.

I shall gwow to dislike Tom Mewwy,” he said; “I feel sure of it. He
nevah tweats me with pwopah wespect. My collah is soiled.”

“Oh, blow your collar!” said Blake. “Look at my trousers!”

“Your twousahs are of minor importance, deah hboy. I feel such a
feahful boundah if I have a soiled collah. 1t weally causes me acute
suffewin’. Pway excuse me, chappies, while I go and change my collah.”

And D’Arcy scudded off on that important errand.

Tom Merry and his chums removed as far as possible the traces of their
unlucky adventure with the Grammarians; then they went downstairs. But
the chaff and chipping they met with soon made them wish that they had
;‘emained in the dormitory. They retreated to their own study with glun
aces.

“This is rotten!” said Tom Merry. “° We shall have to do somcthing to
take those Grammar brutes down a peg or two, or life won’t be worth living
in St, Jim’s. Let’s put our heads together and think of a wheeze.””

They put their heads together, but it was not so easy to think of a
wheeze. ~ The wheeze was still unthought of when bedtime came, and the
Terrible Three had to retire to the Shell dormitory, to face once moroe a
torrent of chaff from their Form-fellows.
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. CHAPTER 7.
The Lunatics. _ ¥
HAT are we going to do this afternoon, deah boys?” asked
b Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, as Study No. 6 came out of the Fourth
: Form class-room after school on Saturday morning.
““ Football, I suppose,”’ said Herries.

Blake was looking very thoughtful. He had been looking thouglitful all
the morning, and Mr. Lathom, the master of the Fourth, had once or twice
found him inattentive, and had made him a present of fifty lines. Herries
had not noticed it—Horries never noticed anything—but Arthur Augustus
had obscrved that his leader was in a brown study.

“Have you some ideah in your head, deah boy?” asked Arthur Augustus,
tapping Blake on the shoulder. "It is weally time we did somethin', you
know, to take down the Grammarians. We have chipped Tom Mewwy so
much that we weally ought to do somethin’ ourselves to show that we are
not duffahs like the Tewwible Thwee.”

- You've hit it first time, Gussy,” said Blake. ‘I've got an idea!”

“Is it _your own?’' ‘asked Herrics.

“Yes, it is. T thought it out in class this murnin}:g. We should want a
lot of help to carry it out; but there are emough Fourth-Formers in the
School House to do it. You know where those Grammar School kids play
their football, don’t you?” J

" Yaas. They haven’'t any gwound near the school, and they have to
walk a quartah of a mile. Not like our show here, doah boy.”*

“ That's it. Well, mﬁ idea was to go for the kids when they’re playing
their footer and give them the order of the boot—-—"

““ Gweat Scott !

““ And shove them off the ground, and:collar the ball, and play a game
there ourselves,” said Blake coolly. ** How's that for high?*”

“ Enormous!"™ said Ierries admiringly. ** Tom Merry or Figgins would
uev;r have thought of that. But we shall have to be in pretty strong force
to do it.”’

“‘That's easy emough. Suppose we go and reconmoitre this afternoon,
and see Hallo, Figgy!”

Blake broke off to nod to Figgins. The chiof of the New House juniors
‘was grinning amiably, ;

““Hallo, Blake! Where are you off to this afternoon?”’

“* Going for a drive,” said BF;\}m suspiciously.

““Mind you don’t go near the Grammar School, and get sent home tied
1}1; in a bundle,” smid Figgins, shaking his head solemnly. " ** You School

ouse chaps don't know how to take care of yourselves, you know.”’

And Figgins departed without waiting to hear Blake’s indignant retort.

The leader of Study No. 6 looked uneasy for a moment.

“1 say, do you think he heard what I was saying just now?”’ he said.
1 didn’t know the long-legged image was so noar. Weil, it can’t be
helped. Come along!™

‘“ What’s that about a drive?”’ asked Herries.

1 was thinking we would have Gaffer Joues’s trap out and have a little
run,” said Blake. ‘“We can reconnoitre the enemy’s country at the same
time.” )

“That'’s a good wheeze; but Gaffer Jones charges eight bob for his trap
for the afternoon,” said Herries. “ We're not beastly millionaires.’”

““Oh, we can stand tWU-ald*ﬁj?hﬁpl!nCH each,” said Blake. I can drive
first-rate, you know, and we shall have a high old time. If we meet any of
the Grammar cads we can have a shot at them with our peashooters.””

' Xaas, wathah! I should be vewy pleased to stand tweat, deah boys.””
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*“Rats!” said Blake. “ We all stand an equal whack, of course. Now.
come along, and let’s got ready.”

' The juniors did not take long to get ready. They quitted St. Jim’s, cnd
walked down to the village, and were soon bargnminﬁ for Gaffer Jones’s
'traE, and succeeded in hiring it for the afternoon for the stipulated sum of
eight shilings, neither more nor less.

lake mounted and took the reins—a Eroceeding which D'Arcy eyed rather
dubiously through his eyeglass. The horse did not look very restive, but
D’Arcy had his doubts.

‘I say, deah boy,” expostulated the swell of the School House, I weally
don’t want to put m; seﬂ) forward in any way, you know, but weally and
twull{al think you had bettah let me dwive. weally think—"

“ Rats !’ said Blake cheerfully. * Jump in!”

“ But undah the circs, Blake, it will be weally safah——""

“* Are you coming or not?”

“ Well, I will take a seat beside you, then, so as to be at hand in case of
dangah awisin’,” said Arthur Augustus, placing one foot on the step.

Blake gave him a gentle poke on the chest with the butt of the whip.

* No, you won't! Your place is at the back, my dear kid. I can't have
your face beside me, frightening all the horses we mect. I must think of
the F‘blie a little.” 3 .

“1 am sowwy to have to insist, bub considewin’ what a duffah you are,

* Blake, I weally- -

“ Good-bye !” said Blake.

He shook the reins, and the horse started. g

“1 say, you are leavin’ me behind ! exclaimed:Arthur Augustus.

“Go hon!”’ said Blake, without turning his head. ]

D’Arey had just time to scramble into the trap from behind, with a helping
hand from Herries. Gaffer Jones’s trap was one used for commercial pur-

* poses, chiefly for the delivery of vegetables to the inhabitants of Rylcombe
and the surrounding parts, and there were some remains of its morning’s
cargo still on board. erries pulled up the tailboard and fastened it. Blake
drove down the village street with a flourish of the whip, followed by a
shout from the village children.

-“ Look out! Grammar School cads!” he exclaimed suddenly.

Herries and D’Arcy were at once on the alert. ¢

They were opposite the village tuck-shop, and Monk, Lane, and Carboy,
the leading spirits of the Grammar School juniors, were standing outside,
regarding them with considerable interest. There were a good many more
of the Grammarians lounging about.

“ Hallo, bounders!" called out Frank Monk. ‘' Did your friends get home
all right the other ovening? We took great care of them.”

“Oh, go and eat coke!” said Blake.

Carboy leanod towards Monk and whispered.to him. A grin overspread
Ihlgonk's face, and he nodded. Carboy disappeared into Mother Murphy’s
‘shop.

B?atke noticed that, but he was buay with the horsc just now, Some of

the Grammarians set up a yell which startled old Tom, and made him break

into a trot. The trap passed on down the strect.

‘I say, we werg going to get some lunch here to tako in the trap,” said
Hnnlice anxiously. ** We can't go the whole afternoon without any grub,
you know.”

“That's all right,” said Blake. **If we had got down there, those
C(rammar cads would have got hold of the trap. ‘They're mean enough for
anything. There's the new tuck-shop at the cnd of the street, and we can
kel what we want there.” :
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‘“Yaas, wathah! T can’t sce any Gwammah School boundahs in this
diwoction,” said D’Arey, squinting round with his eyeglass. 5

The other tuck-shop was some distance away. Blake drove up and stopped
‘the trap outside, amPthny got down. K -

‘“You can stop with the trap, Gussy,” said Blake.  Call us at once if
any of the Grammarians heave in sighf.””

** Cewtainly, deah boy. You may wely upon me.”

““ KEecp your eyes open, you know.'

*“ Yaas, wathah.”” .

Blake and Herries wont into the shop to make their purchases. Arthur
Augustus kept a sharp look-ont for the foe for a minute or two, and then
began to polish his eyeglass. In that.ahsorbing occupation he soon forgot
the Grammar School, the Grammarians, the tray, and everything else.

He was roused from his important task by a vudden rush of feet, and the
next moment he was sitting on the pavement.

In a moment, however, he was on his feet, shouting ‘to his comrades.

Blake and Herries came out of the shop in a twinlkling.

Monk, Lane, and Carboy had come upon the scene. Carboy had a sheet
of cardboard folded under his arm, but in the excitement of the m&ment the
Saints did not notice it. They only saw that an attack upoa the trap was
threatened, and they rushed to the rescue.

2 Help! Wescue "’ shouted D’Arcy, flinging himself upon Frank Monlk.
“Ilelp, deah boys! Let us give these boundahs a feahful thwashin’ I”*

Willingly enough Blake and Herries dashed into the t‘ra{.

The Grammarvians were driven back from the trap. Blake, as he came
outb of the shop had seized an egg in each hand from a box at the door, and
it was probah];)y fear of the eggs, rather than of the juniors, that made the
Grammarians fall back so promptly.

‘‘ Come on!” said Blake invitingly, with his right hand holding an egg
aloft. “I'll show you how I can bowl, if you like. Don’t be backward in
coming forward.”

But the Grammarians, with wary eyes upon the opgs, kept their distance.

“Got the stuff out, Herries,”” said Dlake. *I'Il keep guard here. You
are an ass, Gussy ! They might have captured tho trap for all the good you

” were.

‘I weally was not to blame, deah hoy. I was polishin’ my eyeglass——""

““Oh, blow your eyeglass! Buck up, Ilerries, old man !’

Herries re-entbred the tuck-shop and reappeared with a hasket containing
the joint purchases. It was placed in the trap, the Grammar youths eyeing
the proceeding from a distance of a dozen paces.

** Now get in,”” said Blake. **They’re going to make a rush as we start;
I can see 1t in their eyes. Take these eggs while I take the reins.”

Herries and D’Arey got into the trap. BEach took an egg, and Blake went
round to the front to climb into his secat there.

“ Come on !"” muttered Monk.

‘The three Grammarians rushed on. They had evidently determined to
risk the eggs. As it happened, there was nothing to risk.

Arthur. Augustus threw back his head to take aim, and caught it in tho
cord of his eyeglass. The monocle was jerked from his eye, and this so
confused Gussy that he hurled the cgg he knew not whither.

4 Herries knew, however, for it broke on his left ear, and he gave a howl of
ury.
“ My deah boy!” gasped D'Arey, “T am extwemely sowwy—ooch !”
Herries was in no mood to listen to the protestations of the swell of St.
Jim’s. He was wild, and he did not stop to think. He gave D’Arcy an ogg
for an egg, and it broke on the nose of .Krt.hur Augustua. .
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“ Woorooh! Ooch! Oh, you howwid bwute! How wude of you !

“ Come on!" yelled Frank Monk, N

He caught the tailboard of the trap. The three Grammariane hung on.
D’Arcy was rubbing the egg from his face, and Herries from the sido of lis
head, and for the moment the Grammarians were not interfered with.

They might have got into the trap then, if that had been their object,
but apparently it was not. Monk and Lane hung on to it, and Carhoy
was busy too. Blake turned round in his seat, whip in hand.

““ Get off, you bounders!”

“Yah!” .

Crack went the whip. Lane gave a yell, and dropped away. Herrics,
leaving the stickiness on his face alone for the moment, seized some of the
vegotable fragments from the bottom of the trap and pelted the Grammarians
with all his energy. i

Monk let go, and then Carboy. The horse gof; into motion, and the three
Grammarians stood in a line, staring after the departing trap.

They were laughing uproariously.

Bl:gs frowned a little.

*“You are a_nice pair of dangerous lunatics, you two,” he remarked.

B;i‘t. I really don’t see what there is for those three geese to cackle about so
much.”

“ T decline to be alluded to as a nice pair of dangewous lunatics—I mean,
as a dangekus lunatic,”” said D’Arcy. ‘It is a wude expwession.”

““Rats! You've wasted two eggs! Nice pair of objects you look!”

“ All Gussy’s fault!”’ growled Herries, industriously rubbing his ear with
his handkerchief. “The silly ass ought not to be allowed out without a
chain on!™ . o i

It was an inadvertence on my part, Hewwies, and I must say that your
conduct was most wude and ungentlemanly.”

“Oh, don't tdlk to me! You're a dangerous maniac, that’s what you are !’”

“T wefuse to be chawactewised as a &

““I say, what ara all the people giggling at?” said Blake anxiously.
* They seem to see something comical about this trap.”

It was true enough.

Several country people had been passed, and each in turn had stared at
the trap, and burst into a loud 'guffaw as it passed him.

Blake was puzzled.

So far as he could see there was nothing to laugh at, yet it was perfectly
evident that everyone he passed saw something comical about the party.

‘1 suppose it's the way you drive,” suggested Herries.

Blake gave him a withering look.

“If you've got nuthinﬁ more sensible to say than that, Herries—""

“Well, I suppose they're not langhing for nothing,” said IHorrics
ohatinately.

** Yaas, wathah,”” said Arthur Augustus. *°T weally must wequest you to
hand ovah the weins to me, Blake. It is not gwatifying to make an
exhibition on the public highway.”

“Qh, don’t talk rot!” said Blake. “I'm a jolly good driver. It’s not
that. I ean’t get on fo the wheeze, but there’s something up, somchow.”’

'.['.'c:!ra was certainly something up. There could be no A:Foubt upon that
point.

The trap passed a market-cart, with a couple of stolid-looking fellows
mprawled on the sacks in it, and the stolidity melted from their faces like
snow in the sun, and a loud horse-laugh followed the juniors.

“ Haw, haw, haw!”

**They be loonytics, they be.”
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“Haw, haw, haw ! . 5

D’Arcy fixed an indignant look upon the waggoners, screwing his monocle
into his eye, and surveying them with indignant scorn.

“I considah your wemarks extwemely wude,” he exclaimed. * How dare

-

“Haw, haw, haw !’

““ They be loonytics "

I can’ make’ it out,” said Blake desperately. “1I can understand any-
body taking D’Arcy for a lunatic, but as for us——"

. That’s it,” said Herries. ** D'Arcy is a lunatic. But as for us——*"

“ Weally, I don’t undewstand it at all,” said Arthur Augustus, looking
back at the grinning waggoners. *'1 have nevah been so surprised in my
}ifa.] Hallo, here’s a St. Jim's chap! Let's see if he notices anythin’ to
augh at.”” : ,

Gire, of the Shell at St. Jim’s, a School Houso boy, was plodding along
the lane. The trap passed him, and Blake cracked the whip and hailed him
cheerfully. . .

**Hallo, Gore! Can you see——"" .

He broke off. Gore had glanced at the trap, and he broke into a laugh.

“Ha, ha! Going to the asylum, are you?”

““ What do you mean, Gore?’

“Ha, ha! I caa’t talk to lunatics! Get on! Wow !

Blake exasperated, gave Gore a flick with the whip, and drove on.

““This is getting on my nerves!” exclaimed the chief of Study. No. 6
desperately. I think we’d better cut the drive short, kids, and get Home.
I can't imagine why every giddy ass should burst out cackling at the sight
of us, but they're doing it, and T don’t like it.”

“ Yaas, wathah.”

The trap passed a group of farm lahourers standing by a stile. They
stared at it, and burst into a. general guffaw. They shouted after the trap,
and Blake distinguished the word *“ lunaties.” His face was crimson.

It seemed as if the whole countryside had gone mad. The drive could
not be called a succoss.  Herrics persisted that it must be Blake's style of
driving that was at the bottom of the trouble. Blake sniffed at the idea,
but he changed places at last with D’Arcy, and the swell of the School
House took the reins. .

That made no difference, however.

The very next person passed on the road laughed loud and long, and
yelled something after the trap in which the word lunatics was again
distinguishable, k

“ I say, let’s got back, for goodness’ sake,”’ exclaimed Blake. I feel
as if I were in a nightmare. I can’t stand much more of this.’

* Vewy well,” said D’Arcy. ““I will turn the twap wound.”

“Don’t run us into the hedge, Gussy.’’

D’Arcy had & narrow escape of running them into the hedge,
but a miss was as good as a mile. He turned the trap, and old Tom
trotted contentedly back towards Rylcombe. , '

In the return diourn.ey the juniors repassed most of the pedestrians and
vﬁh};lu they had already passed, and from each they received a volley of
chaff.

** Lunatics!” shouted Gore, keeping safe out of the reach of Blake's whip
this time. ““ Why don’t you go to Coluey Hatch?”

Blake made a cut at him without avail.

The chief of Study No. 6 was excited and annoyed. He had never had an
experience exactly like that before in all his career, varied as that had
been.. Why the public should ‘persist in regarding him and all his comrades
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.88 Tunatics he could not possibly imagine. It geemed like a dream. But
one thing was certain, the sooner that far from enjoyable drive was over
th.u hatter.

They re-entered the village, and found themselves the cymosure of all

. "Children gathered round and followed the trap in crowds, old folk
ood at their doors and windows and laughed and shouted. Blake felt as
if his head were turning round.

What on earth could it all mean? S

The youthful crowd behind the trap were shouting and jeering. The
word ““lunatics '’ reourred with painful frequency.

“ I shall begin to think scon that we really are lunatics, and right off our
! re’fu," said the bewildered Blake.  Hallo, there’s the Gaffer’s place at
ast !

He heaved a sigh of relief at the sight of the open yard gates.

D’Arcy drove the trap in, and.the children collected round the gates,
laughing and shouting still, looking into the yard with undiminished
interest.

.The Gaffer was standing near his door, and he looked up at the sound of
the trap. Blake was positively relieved to see that his face was quite grave,
lmg that he, at all events, apparently saw nothing to laugh at in the turn-
out.

" You’re back early, young gentlemen,” he remarked.

“Yes; we got rather tired of it,”” said Blake glibly.

“Of course, I shall have to charge you the full eight shillin’s all the
same,”’ observed the Gaffer, who partook strongly of the ways of Shylock in
his business dealings. il '

““ Oh, blow your old eight shillings !’” said Blake crossly. ““We don’t want
{gu to take anything off. We haven’t had much of a drive. There’s some-
ing wrong with the trap. Everybody we passed began to cackle at us.”

The Gaffer looked astonished.

* What’s wrong with it?”’ he demanded. “I can’t see anything. Per-
hnis it was the way you drove. I—— Ha, ha, ha!” "

s the trap moved on a little the Gaffer had a view of it from the back.
‘Then hé broke into a cackling langh.

Blake stared at him wrathfully. :

““Hallo! Have you got it, too?”” he exclaimed, jumping to the ground.
“ This is the last time I want your beastly old trap!" What are you cackling
‘about, you image?’’

b:}{gas, wathah I said D’Arcy. “ What the deuce are you cacklin’
about?** . ¥

‘“Haw, haw, haw! Look at that!” *

Gaffer Jones was pointing to the tailboard of the trap. The three juniora
from 8t. Jim’s hurried to him and looked also. Then a general gasp escaped
them, The mystery was made clear now. Stuck-to tﬁe back of the trap
wns a sheet of cardboard, upon which were inscribed in bold red letters

the words, .
“WE ARE ALL LUNATICS!”

Blake, Herries, and D’Arcy stared at that peculiar notice in dumbfounded
amnzement.

" We are all lunatics!”” murmured Blake faintly, at last. * Gaffer, you
villain, how dared you stick that there?”’

“ Hoaw, haw, haw! Tt wasn’t there when you took the trap out of the
yard !I"” chuckled the Gaffer, with tears, of mirth rolling down his wrinkled
vheeks. ‘“ Ho, ho, ho! I never seed it afore! “He, ho, iel Ho, ho, ho!”

el L
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** Oh, shut up with your he-he-ing, and your ho-ho-ing I”’ exclaimed Blake.
* How did it got thers, thens  ORCT khont Thees tebmmescmmed Blake,

Like a flash it burst upon his mind. It was the work of Monk, Lane, and
Carboy. That was what the attack on the trap had meant outside the tuck-
shop in Rylcombe. He remembered now that he had seen something like a
sheet of cardhoard under Carboy’s arm.

“ The—the horrid beasts I giasped Blake. * He must have got that ready
at Mother Murphy’s, and then followed us, and we—we never tumbled.”’

“ Well, we couldn’t see it from inside the trap!” growled Herries. “* How
were we to know? The heast has stuck it on with seccotine. He had that
all ready. My hat! And we never suspected.”’

It is weally extwemely exaspewntin’! Blake, what sort of a beastly old
Iea(}uh do you weally call yourself? That's what I weally want to know,
deah boy.””

o Oh,yshut up!” said Blake crossly. * Blame me, of course. I was
driving; and I haven’t any eyes in thoe back of my head. You chaps ought
to have tumbled to the wheeze.”

i o {Ie, he, he!” came a cackle from the gate. * They are all lunatics ! He,
he, he!"”

Blake seized the whip and pretended to make a rush at the gate, and the
youthful villagers scattered in double-quick time. i

Blake paid the gaffer his eight shillings, and they left the yard, Herries
carrying the basket of provisions. They were feeling considerably small.
The Grammar School joke had been very funny from the Grammar School
F_oint of view, but it ‘was distinctly exasperating to the juniors from §St.
im’s. .

 Needn’t say anything about it at the school, though,” said Blake hope-
fully. * No need to tell a yarn against ourselves, you know.””

lerries gave a sniff,

" What price Gore? He saw us, and he won’t keep it dark.”

““ Oh, confound Gore! I forgot him. I suppose it will be all ovet St. Jim’s
by the time we get in!” growled Blake.

e was right.” When the chums of the Fourth arrived at the school they
found quite a crowd at the gates to welcome them, Conspicuous among them
;:Bs Gore.  The grinning faces showod that the adventure was widely

nown.

““ Hallo, lunatics!” rose n general shout. ““ Good old lunatics!”

The chums, with faces as red as fire, marched on through the gates.

““Hallo "' said Gore, staring at them. ** Hallo, lunatics! You ought to
be in Colney Hatch, you know! They oughtn’t to let you loose in this
reckless way !*

““ Oh, get out of it!”

“*Now, don’t be a nanghty lunatie. T say, chaps, has anybody got a
strait-waisteoat? This lunatic is getting dangerous.’”

A yell of langhter followed.

The chums of the Fourth marched on with crimson faces, and glad enough
were they to hide their blushes in their own study in the SchnulgHouse.

CHAPTER 8.
PR The Ralders.

T was long before Study No. 6 heard the last of that adventure. They
were called the “ lunatics ”’ by all the school, and the title seemed to
stick, Naturally enough, the Terrible Three had a great deal to say
about the matter.,

Blake had chipped them about thb unlucky outcome of their encounter
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with the Grammarians, and they were not slow to retaliate now. The chums
of the Fourth grew tired of the subject, but tho rest of St. Jim’s seemed to
find it amusing for a long time.

Even some of the seniors joined in the joke, and gravely asked Blake
solicitous guestions as to his mental state, and the price of strait-waistcoats.
Study No. & were furious; but there was no escape from _thevr.haﬂ’.

Fi gina & Co. chuckled over the story, of course. Figgins &' Co. were
thinking a great deal of themselves about this time. The Terrible Three
and Study No. 6 had been defeated in turn by the Grammar School, and it
rested with Figgins & Co. to restore the tarnished glory of the Saints. R

That was what Figgins & Co. were determined to do, if only to show their
rivals that the true %Bmiera of the Saints were to be found in the New House
at 8t. Jim’s. i

*“The Grammar kids are a bit above the weight of the School House
chaps,” Figgins observed, a few days after the adventure of Study No.&6.
““If we don’t take the matter in hand, 8t. Jim’s will never get a look-in at
all. Now, my idea about the football-———""

* Your idea?”’ said_ Kerr.

Fi&gim coloured a little.

““Well, it was Blake's idea,”” he admitted. * But you know very well that
those School House chaps aren’t fit to carry it out. " They would only make
& muck of it.” -

“ No doubt about that,” said Fatty Wynn. *“We couldn’t leave it in
their hands. Besides, it’s rather a good idea to bone Blake’s plan and carry
it out better than he could. It will be one up against the School House.”

““That’s what I was thinking. And it's really a good wheeze, you know.
Dr. Monk couldn’t t the ground near his beastly Grammar School for a
football ground, and he hnfto take that field at a distance. ' That places
the Grammarians at our mercy if we go in sufficient force. They will be
nearly a guarter of a mile from headquarters, and won’t be able to get help
in time.”

“This is where we really ought to be joined with the other party,” said
Eerr thoughtfully. “Tom Merry and Blake would- be n great help in a
th;n% of this kind.”

‘“ Yes, if they knew their pInnes; ‘but they would want to lead, and so that
settles 1t,” said .I"ig%ins, with a shake of the head. ** Besides, we want to
show what the New House can do without help from over the way.”

““Right you are! After all, there are enough of us.”

“That’s s0. Now, on Wednesday afterncon the Grammar cads are sure
to be playing football on that field, and that's where we come in. There
will be the two elevens, and perhaps a dozen fellows hanging about. Not
likely to be more than that. I think that if we take, say, forty chaps we
shall be able to lick them out of their boots.”

Eerr whistled.

¥ ‘].‘.lt::t.‘s rather a number, without calling on the School House for
recruits,’” {

““We can do it, All the Fourth and the Shell who board in the New
House will join in, and that will make up the number. Some of the Third,
too, may be useful.’”

‘“But will they all follow our lead?” said Fatty Wynn dubiously.

“Of course they will, or else get an assortinent of thick ears!” said
TFiggins, looking warlike. ** We'll settle the matter over-night, and arrange
wllp is_to go. ith the Fourth, the Shell, and the biggest kids out of the
Third Form, we shall make np the number, and it will be all plain sailing.””

It was really a grand idea, and the prospect of a pitched battle on tha
enemy's territory was sttractive to the New House youngsters.
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That evening Figgins marshalled his forces. He found plenty of recruits.
Most of the New House youngsters were only too willing to join in any row
with the neighbouring school, and the thought that a victory over the
Grammarians would be one up against the ool House added to their
zeat,

Nearly half of the Fourth Torm and the Shell boarded in the New House,
a8 well as a considerable number of the Third, and among the latter were
many fellows quite big enongh to take )]Jurt. in the projected foray. Close
upon two score of youths cntered cagerly into the plot, and on Tuesday
evening many warlike preparations were made. S

There were some difticultics, of course. Somo fellows in the Shell thought
that they were entitled to lead, ynd would have had Fis-gms take a back
seat. TFiggins had a couplo of lig’i\t,x that evening, and despatched French
and Jimson in turn, and after that there was no more argument.

The next morning there was suppressed excitement among the elect.
Blake noticed a great deal’ of whispering going on among the Ne ouse
fellows in the Fourth Iorm, and wondered wél’mt was the cause. But he
was not enlightened.

Ho little dreamed that Figgins had appropriated his plan of dealing a

blow at the Grammarians, and was about te carry it out. Blake himself
had postponed the idea. The ridicule which had followed his adventure
with the Grammar School boys made it hard for him to raise a party to
follow his lead against the enemy. And this, as it happened, left a clear
field for Figgins & Co.
. After school the New House party prepared for business. Figgins had
forbidden them to say a word in the school as to their intentions, and out-
gide the New House unothing was known. The raiders left the school after
dil]:mlr in twos and threes, and rendezvoused at an old barn near the
school. .

When the pnrt{ was complete, Tiggins gave the order to march. The
juniors had mostly provided themselves with stuffed stockings or some
similar weapon ready for the fray. The Grammarians were certain to
desperately resist the invasion, but Figgins had no doubt as to which side
victory would rest with.

The New House raiders broke up into small parties so as not to excite
suspicion, but they drew near again as they approached the football field,

oud shouts told them that the Urammurians were busy there.

When Dr. Monk had started the Grammar School near Rylecombe, he had
found it impossible to obtain as much land as he required near the site of
the school. ~As is the case with some of the great public schools, the football
ground was at a distance from the school itself. St. Jim's was more favour-
ably situated. The Grammar School master had been compelled to take what
Le could get. The junior ground—or Little Side—was hidden from the big
red-brick Grammar School by a belt of trees, the senior ground being nearer
the school. Nothing could have been more favourable to Figgins's plan—
or, rather, Blake’s plan. o™ .

‘The New House youngsters drew nearer the ground, and as they came in
sight they were regarded with somc suspicion by the Grammarians standin
about. 'wo Grammar .elevens were playing—one side captained by Fran
Monk, the other by his friend Carboy. ﬁcur}y a dozen youthfu{ Gram-
marians were looking on. The latter began tc look alarmed’ as Figgins and
his heroes collected close to the line.

I say, what are you kids doing here?" exclaimed Lane, coming towards
them. *You’re on private ground here.” 3

Elﬁm locked him up and down in an extremely 1rmtatmgﬁway.

S

om may you happen to be?'” he inquired, with great politeness.
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“I’'m Lane. You know well enough, you long-legged monstrosity!"
Figgins flushed.

** Well, Lane, or Footpath, or whatever you are, we've come here to play
' football.””

Lane stared at him in blank amazement. ’

“You've come here to play football on our ground!” he exclaimed,

‘searcely believing his ears.

' . " Certainly. at’s what I said.”

‘“ Why, we'll scalp you—we’ll skin you—we'll—""

*“You'll travel,” said Figgins. I give you ten seconds to start.”

“I'l start you!" ﬁolled. the exasperated Lane. ‘I say, fellows, these

" ua%sl hdve come to play football on our ground! Come and kick them
rLtout !t ‘

And he rushed uFon Figgins to start the kicking-out process. In a
moment he was on the ground, and the Grammarians, rushing to his aid,
were scattered in a moment by the superior numbers of the Saints.

The disturbance, of course, at once attracted the attention of the Elayers,
and the game stopped. The footballérs came to the edge of the field.

) *I say, what are you kids doing here?” bawled Monk. *‘ Get ont!"”
Mt “ Not this afternoon,” replied Figgins politely. *“ We've come to play
football.”

““ Eh—what? What?!”

**We’ve come to Pla{ football. I'll trouble you for that ball, please.”

“ You—I—my ball—. &

Monk was simply stammering in his rage and amazement.

: beiiueh a sublime piece of cheek as this J.\':ﬁ never come within his experience

ore.

! ‘“Come, hand over that ball!” said Figgins. ° You’re in thé¢ way, yom
chaps. Clear out !

“ I'll—we’ll—I'1Il—*

Oot::h ‘l,'; don’t talk so much, Monkey !"* said Figgins. ‘" Hand over that ball.
Monk handed over the ball, sending it plump into Figgy’s countenance,
and Figgins was bowled over like a ninepin. This was the signal for a rush.

The Saints dashed into the’fray, with stuffed stockings well to the fore. The

Grammarians, unarmed and outnumbered, fell back on all sides.

F:gfins jumped up and rushed into the conflict. Figgins was a host in
himself, and his long arms and huge fists did great execution. The Gram-
marians put up a gallant ﬁght, but they had no chance from the first.

They were fairly driven off the field. "Some of the more timid were already

i scuttling off to the Grammar School for help, while Monk and the more
determined of his followers fought hard for their territory.

‘They fought in vain. They were driven off, and though not put to actual
flight, they had to keep their distance. Monk was furious, but helpless,

iggine chuckled with glee as the enemy drew off, and the conftict ceased.

Now form up for the game,” he directed. **The chaps who are not

ph'img- will have to keep guard against those Grammar cads coming back.””

he plan had not beent made in vain, and all the juniors knew their places.

The game was not likely to amount to much as a game of football; but the

idea was to play it on the enemy’s ground as a E.‘i(iznal triumph over the
Grammarians, and that idea Figgins was determined to carry out.

The two elevens formed up, while the rest of the Saints remained on
ﬂ.'mrd to intercept any attempt of the defeated Grammarians to interrupg

o game.

1 Figgins kicked off with Monk’s ball, and the game commenced. The
dofeated Grammarians looked on with nbsolute amazement.
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“ Weell, of all the nerve!" gasped Monk. “Thcg’re glagin on our ground
with our footer! Of all the beastly cheek I ever heard o , this captures the
Huntley & Palmer!”

““ We're not going to stand it!" exclaimed Carboy. .

““Not much! This gives us a chance!” said Monk hastily. ““There’s not
enough of us to deal with the eads now, but there’s heaps of fellows will
come when they get the word. T say, Carboy, just cut off and fetch all the
belp ou can, and we. "

““ What are youn g}uing to do?"” .

“We'll lay for the brutes in tho lane and cut off their retreat,” said
Monk, with a grin. ** We'll make them properly sorry for themselves before
we've done with them !*

The Grammarians chuckled.

“* Good wheeze !”* said Carboy; and he shot off at once towards the school,
Some of the fugitives had already arrived there and spread the news, so
Carboy found plenty of fellows ready to follow him to the rescue. - :

Meanwhile Frank Monk and his comrades drew off the ground. The
Baints watched them g9, with derisive shouts, to which the Grammariang
replied in kind. : "

** Beaten to the wide, and no mistake ! chuckled Figgins, pausing in the
game. * Keep your peepers oPen. kids. ‘We shall have to bunk when a lot
of them come from the school. But we've played a game with their ball,
on their ground, and there's no getting out of that.'’

Frank Monk and his companions disappeared. The New House teams con-
tinued to play the game, und Figgins scored the first goal. But it is certain
that the players bestowed more attention upon the enemy than upon the

ame. And there was a cessation of play at once as Carboy was seen return-
ing with a erowd of Grammarians at his heels,

* Stop!” shouted Figgins. **This is where we bunk.”

They crowded off the ficld.

Figgins had the captured football under his arm.

“I say, are you going to keep their ball, Figgy?" asked Kerr dubiously.

“I'm going to take it hack fo St. Jim’s, just to show that we can do it,™
said Figgins. * We'll send it to them by post afterwards. Come on ! :

In a compact body, the Noew House juniors beat a retreat from the con-
tested field. The Grammarians followed fast, Figgins & Co. emerged into
the lane leading to St. Jim’s, and broke into a trot. They were greatly
outnumbered by their pursuers, and Liggins, like a prudent gemeral, did
not wish to encounter great odds at close quarters, and to have a victory
followed up, by a defeat.

** Hallo ™ exclaimed Kerr suddenly. * Look there !

Figgins gavc a whistle of dismay.

Ahead of them, in the lane, drawn up evidently to dispute their passage,
were over a score of Grammarians, with Frank Monk at tﬁeit head.

Figgins understdod at once, and his face became grave.

"My hat!” he muttered. *“So that was their litile game! That’s why
the brutes went off so quictly, was it? My only hat!”

The Co. locked dubiously at their leader,

A crowd of Grammariahs were coming on behind, breaking into a rum
now. The New House raiders were taken between two fires.

“ Come on!™ said Figgins desperately. “ We've got to break through
them, that’s all! Come on, and we'll give them the sg'-iddy kybosh I"* o

There was nothing else to be done.  Shoulder to shoulder the raiders
rushed on, and in a moment more there was a wild and whirlin conflict
raging in the narrow lane. Grammarians and Saints were mixed a.nfnu'n[led_
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nextricably, fighting like wild-cats, pommelling, and punching, and wrig-
. gling, and staggering.
Frank Monk went straight for Figgins, to regain the trol;h of victory
{ Which the New House nhie% was carrying off from the football ficld.
§ The two leaders closed in deadly strife, and the football slipped from
+ under Figgy’s arm and went no one knew whither. *
.. Fatty Wynn and Lane, struggling desperately, lurched against Figgins,
and he staggered on the edge of the ditch that bordered the lane, and wont
< in headlong, dragging Monk with him. There was a mighty splash, for the
ditch was nearly full of water. Two fearful-looking objects rose from tho
fowing stream, smothered with mud, caked with slime and fungus. They
were still fighting, however, and making a terrific splashing round them.
The -New House juniors were game. They fought hard, but the enemy
were three to one, and the odds were too hopeless. The fight could only end
one way; and when Fi gins at last tore himself from Mﬂni’s grasp he found
his followers in full flight, and had no alternative bub fo imitate their
. example. He dashed away, his long legs standing him in good stead now,
while the Grammarians, whooping with triumph, followed fast, pursuing the
defeated juniors to the very gates of St. Jim’s.

CHAPTER 9
The Welcome Home.

FTER the departure of Figgins and his gallant band, some of the New
House fellows who were in the secret had let it out, and the news
of the expedition came to the ears of Blake. His wrath maiq be
imagined., The chums of Study No. 6 were just going down to foot-
ball practice when Pratt of the New House told them about it.
ake was red with indignation.
“The horrid wasters I’ he exclaimed. * Do you seriously mean to tell me
that Figgins has boned my idea like this, Praft?””
“ Your idea?”” said Pratt, with a sniff. ““I haven’t heard anything about
that. Figgine and half our house have gone to wipe up the Grammarians
L on their footer field. That’s all I know. I'd be with them, only I had an
imposition to do. I tell you, we’re going to meke things hum. Tt’s the
Now House that will put the Grammar cads in their place.”

““Yes, by bonin hool House wheezes!”’ snorted Blake. *‘There's one
comfort, though—Figgins & Co. are certain to make a bungle of it."”

“*Yaas, wathah! A mattah of this kind wequires tact and judgment,”
said D'Arcy. “ I think I could have managed it all wight; but Figgins »

““ Figgins -will get licked,” said Herries. “ Let’s go and watch for him
;,ukm:ime in. I'Il bet you a thick ear, Pratt, that Figgins comes home

icked.”” .

““Rats!” cried the New House junior.

He walked away. The chums of the Fourth looked at one another wrath-
fully. Their idea was ‘““boned,” as Blake expressed it, and there was no
holp for it now. And it was not really a comfort to surmise that Figgins
would get the worst of the tussle with the Grammarians. For, as patriotic
Baints, the juniors would rather have seen him win,

“ Well, this is rotten!” said Blake. T don’t mind Figgins using up our
whoeze so much, as the fact that he'll make a muck of it. It's a good
wheeze wasted.’”

** Yans, wathah! T think we weally ought to wemonstwate with Figgina.”

‘“ We'll chip him t6 death if he comes home licked,” said Herries. * That's
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something. Tell the fellows, and let’s wait for the horrid bounder to come
in.””

And so it came about that when Figgins & Co. returned from their
digastrons expedition half the School House awaited them at the gates of

Bt. Jim’s.
“@here they come!” shouted Blako abruptly.
\ A group of flying figures appeared in sight down the long, dusty lane. As
they came nearer they were recognisable as New House juniors, and they

were evidently running their hardest from a pursuing foe.
Blake's prediction had cvidently Leen realised. Figfins & Co. had had
i, the worst of it, and the New House raiders were in full flight, with the
: Grammarians on their track.

Blake gave a scornful sniff.

**I told you how it would be!” he exclaimed. T say, Pratt, what do you
think of your chief and his wonderful wheecze now?'”

‘*Oh, go and ent coke!" said Pratt ungraciously.

“* By Jove, they can run!" said Blake, looking admiringly at the oncomin
fugitives. ‘It t{zey Pput up a speed like that on the cinder-path we shouldn’t
have much chance against the New House on sports’ day. 1'11 tell you what,
Pratt, if you chaps want to win the mile :\ngotha- obstacle race next time
you'd better get some of the Grammarians to follow on your track, and
you'll be sure to do the trick.””

“ Oh, cheese it said Pratt,

As the New House fugitives drew mnearer to the gates the School House
boys set uP a derisive cheer.

“Bravo!” . .. 5

“ Well run!™ ; 1

*Buck up, now! They’'ve near] ot you !

“ Well ru!-]u--well 1'1111!'y FIERY

The fugitives came panting up. There were a goodly number of them, buf
by no means all the raiding band. Others were panting on behind.
Figging & Co. were not to be seen yet.

“* Come on,” called out Blake—" come on! Well run! Oh, my hat, did
anybody ever see such a set of silly asses! Ha, ha, ha !’

* Ha, ha, ha !’ echoed three voices in unison. And Blake turned his head
to see the Terrible Threc a# his side. * Hear us smile! Ha, ha, ha!” 3

Blake nodded and grinned to his rivals of the School House. In chipping
the New House they were at one.

** Nice sight, ain’t it?"” he asked. “ Makes you feel proud to belong to St.
Jim'’s, Merry, doesn't it?P—I don’t think.™

°* Well, they’re putting up a jolly foot-race,” said Tom Merry, with
an air of being fan‘ at any price. ** Give "em’ what credit is due.”

“ Yaas, wathah! They are weally wunnnin® vewy well,” said Arthur
Augustus. ‘I think that Figgins i sowwy by this time that he did not
follow my lead, deah boys.” ‘ .

““I should say ‘so,” assented Tom Merry. * You couldn’t have made a
worse muck of it than this, anyway, even you, 3

“Pway don’t make dia]‘aawugin’ wemawks, Tom Mewwy., I——

““Hallo, here they are! Make way for the foot-racers,” exclaimed Tom
Merry. “ You take first prize, Jimson; you’re first man in.”

““And French is second,” gaid Blake. * Second prize for French.
Shall we give him a black eye or a thick ear, chaps? I think he ought to
have both for running away from the Grammariana.’ :

““ Yaas, wathah!” <

“*Cheese it!”” gasped Frengh, reeling against the gate. “We had za
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dhance. It was all Figgins’s fault for leading us into such o hole—the
‘#hampion &s ¥’ :

4 ' We've been licked out of our boots,”” gurgled Jimson. “ They caught us
ﬂn & trap, and they were three to one.” .

it !“Serve you right for being caught,’” said Tom Me unsympathetically.
3’ I suppose this 1s what you New House chaps call upholding the honour and
glory of St. Jim’s, isn’t it?" i
5 *It’s about as good as coming home tied up in a bundle, as black as &
ﬂ&gsr," said French defiantly, -
 Tom Merry coloured. ' Blake broke into a laugh. :

v *“He's got you there, Tom Merry,”” he exclaimed. “I must admit he’s

‘right.”
¥ & You needn’t talk,” said Tom. ** You’re all lunatics, you krow !"*
' And then it was Blake’s turn to blush at the reminder.
The defeated New House party camé'in at the gates, and went off at once
their own house, most of them being sadly in need of clearing and repair-
. g.t hiut all were not in yet, and the School House hoys watched curiously

r the reat.

In‘ofies and twos and ithrees the vanguished raiders dropped in. Last of
il Figg;‘ns & Co. apeared in sight, with a mob of Grammarians following
$hem. Figgins & Co. had covered the rear, like the heroes they were, and
phey showed innumerable signs of the fray.

At the sight of the Grammarians the School House fellows became restive.
Tom Merry took his hands out of his pockets. ¢

All the New House party were now in with the exception of Figgins & Co.,
who were some way behind the rest. They had turned to face a rush of the
pursuers, and the latter had fallen back again. Figgins & Co. came on,
#nd the Grammarians made another rush, this time in more force.

*, “Buck up!” panted Figgins. ** Another spurt does it."” .

. And the New House chums “ bucked up’’; but they were almost spent,
pnd the effort was not_a great one. Fatty Wynn dropped behind, and the
elutch of the Grammarians closed upon him.

.. Figgins and Kerr could have reached safety, but they heard-the shout of
'atty Wynn, and they were not the fellows to desert a chum. -

thausted as t.hey were, they turned back instantly, and rushed to the
scue. That was (iust, what the Grammarians wanted, and in a moment
Egi“ & Co. had disappeared under a sprawling heap of the enemy.

Tom Merry's eyes flashed. -

I'l‘ We:ra not going to stand this!”” he exclaimed. ““Cdme on, you
ows 1"

Figgind & Co. had fallen into the enemy’s hands a dozen yards from the
te. Tom Merry rushed to the rescue at top speed, with Manners and
wther at his heels. After them went Blake, Herries; and D’Arcy, and
en a crowd of School House boys.
‘' Look out!” yelled Frank Monk. P :
./ The Grammarians looked out. Buf they had no chance against the new
‘Bttack, which swept them away and drove them helter-skelter down the lane.
'om dm%ed Figgins to his feet. % y

“ Thanks,” gasgcd Figgins, “ awfully ! )

R ;
W' ' Come on, old kid, there’s too mnu{iof them for us,” said Tom Merry.
Ho helped Figgins om The New House chief was quite spent, and he
. atoggered in his walk. Manners and Lowther lent a helping hand to tho
‘@o. The rest of the fellows kept off the Grammarians, who had returned
tb the attack. e
The $nints passed through the ancient gateway, and the enemy followed
g them right up to the gates. Tom Merry closed the latter.

A
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Y" Yah!” roared the Grammarians, crowded outside. ** Yah! Come out!
ah !

Tom Merry’s eyes gleamed with the light of battle. )

““Just you wait a minute, you bounders!” he exclaimed. ** We’ll como
out fast enough.”” :

The terrific noise had attracted the attention of the St. Jim’s fellows from
all quarters, and they were hastening towards the gate. Tom Merry’s voice
rang out like a call to arms, and he swung open the gate again.

Come on !’ he exclaimed. ** Sock it inte them !’

The tables were turned now. The Grammarians were outmimbered, and
they had to retreal. They were soon in flight, and the School House fellows
returned victorious.

Figgins was leaning against the wall, gasping for breath.

““ My hat,”” ho gasped, ** this has been a time!”

““Serve you right for boning another chap’s ideas,” exclaimed Blake
severely. * Noxt time perhaps you’ll leave me to carry out my own wheeze
my own way." . L]

Figgins grinned in a sickly way. | .

““We've had bad luck "’ he gasped. ““ Anyway, we’ve beaten you fellows
so far—we've played a game of football on the.Grammar ground, and very
nearly carried off their footer, too.”

““Very nearly!" sniffed Blake. ** And very nearly got yourselves slain
into the bargain, I'd like to know where you'd be now if the School House
hadn’t come to the rescue?’”

‘“ Oh, that’s rot!” said Figgins.

“ T don’t see it,” said Tom Merry. “  Of course, after thia, Figey, you'll
ngdmit that the School House will have to take the lead against the Gymmmnr
cads.” .

“ Bosh!"” said Figgins, *“Rats! Rubbish! That's my opinion.””

* But you must acknowledge—""

““ Acknowledge your giddy grandmother "’ said Figgins. And he marched
off to the New House.

Blake gave an expressive snort.

I never saw such an obstinate rotter as that chap "’ he exclaimed. * He'll
n(_aﬁczi)sge reason, I suppose. If this isn’t cnough for a lesson for him, what
wi e’

Tom Merry shook his head.

** Blessed if I know,”’ he said. It stands to reason that the leader rust
belong to the School Iouse, if wo have one at all. I'm surprised at Figgins.
IIJ ‘z:‘ever knew he was so obstinate before. But you kigs are not much

etter.’” g

*“ Who are you calling kids?"”

** You Fourth Form wasters,” said Tom Merry deliberately. *‘ Kids, and
obstinate kids, that's what you are. You're as obstinate as Figgins. You
won't follow your Emper leader any more than he will. I'm two months and
seven days older than you are, so—""

“ Will you have the gloves on or off?’ asked Blake, with great polite-

ess.
* Whichever you like,” said Tom Mer: immediately.
““Then come along to the gym., and I'll knock some of the conceit out of
oun.”
I'll see if I can do the same for yous Blake.™
And in a few minutes they had the gloves on in the gym., trying, as Monty
Lowther said, to knock the comceit out of each other, which task Monty
declared to be an impossible one,
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i OMAPTER 10.
Arthur Augustus Comes Out Btrong.
k HE boxing-match in the gym. had the effect of letting off steam, so to
5 speak, but it did not scttle the vexed guestion. ** Tom Merry & Co.”
& remained only an idea, and the rivals of St. Jim’s seemed as far
from union as ever. i
“I don’t quite know how to argue with Blake,” Tom Merry confessed to
v his chums. “*I've punched his head fearfully, but he's still of the same
imion. He’s awfully obstinate. We wshall have to leave those kids out,
8 aps, and buck up against the Grammar School on our own, that's all.””
Study No. 6 came to the same conclusion.
. “It’s simply waste of time ﬁuuc]xin%‘ Tom Merry’s head,” said Blake, after
+' that round in the gym. “I hit him hard cnough to convince anybody, but
eg's as obstinate as a beastly mule. That chiap will never follow my lead.
We shall have to do it on our lonesome.”
y ““ Yaas, wathah! I am weally not suwpwised, Blake.’”
*  ““What aren’t you surprised at, Algernon?”’
**My name is not Algernon. T stwn;}ﬁly object—""
¢ Oh, cut the cackle, oid chap. Go ead !
*“T1 am not suwpwised,”” said I’Arcy, with dignity, * that the Tewwible
' Thwee wefuse to follow your lead. Aftah what has liappened, I must sewi-
ously considah whethah I can, consistently with my dig, follcw it myselr,
~ deah hoy.”
i ,S; hand strayed towards a ruler.
“* Yaas,” went on D’Arcy, with a wary eye on the ruler. “ You see, you
lead us into such fealiful positions, deah boy. It was all your doin’ that wa
, were bwanded as lunatics.”” :

“You’'ve nothing to complain of. You arc one.”” i

“ That is an extwemely objectionable wemawlk. TUpon the whole, Blake, I
weally think the time has come for you to wesign the leadahship of this
study into more capable hands.”

Blake's eyes glittered.

** Whose hands arc_you speaking of, Gussy?” he inquired.

“My own,” replied D'Arey immediately. ‘I should be the last person
in the worlng Hut myself forward in any way, deah boy, but undah the
cires I must weally speak out for the good of the cause. don’t want this
-btudi to be put into the shade, don’t you know.””

*“ And you think we are going to follow the lead of a tailor’s dummy with
4n eyeglass stuck on its face?’” asked Blake, with great politenecas.

*T weally wish you would use more wespectful expwessions, Blake. I am
enly makin’ a suggestion for the good of the cause. I weally think that
hat we wequire in a leadah is tact and judgment, and firmnesn of chawactali,
and you caunot deny that I have those qualities, old fellah. I put it to
. you.”

ou Oh, my hat! Why doesn’t somebody kill this funny merchan
“*1f youwefuse to follow my load against the Gwammawians,” said Arthur

* Augustus, with dignity, “1 shall not’ insist—""
o ““Well, that’s very nice of you, at all events.”
X “* Yaas, wathah!

I shall not insist, but T shall pwoceed to form a pawly
of my own, to denl with the mattah in a pwopah way.”
Blake and Herrics looked at each other.
“Oh-0o! o you're going to start in opposition, Gussy?” B
" Not exactly.” snid IArey. “I have a gweat wespact for you two
follahs, and I wish you to wegnwd me as your best fwiend. My wim ir {o
keep our end up against the Gwammaw School houndahs, and T feel 1hat, it
cpznot be done unless 1 set to work in feahful eawnest. You two chapn can




42 TOM MERRY AND CO.

help if you like. T am going to form a party in the Fourth Form to back me
up, andyt weally think it will be a gweat suceess.”” .

I wish you luck,” said Blake cordially. *‘Are you going to ask Tom
Merry to join? You had a lot of success with him before.” . )

D’Arcy shook his head. He had not forgotten his rough reception at the
hands of the Terrible Three. . . #

< No; I shall leave Tom Mewwy stwictly out in the cold,” he said. “I
shall wefuse to let him come into the party at all, or Mannahs or Lowthah,
’I‘heydwere extwemely wude to me, and I am goin’ to give them the cold
shouldah.”” L.

“ Well, T hope you’ll pull off the thing all right,” said Blake, winking at.
Herries. * We'll keep right out of it, so as to give you a chance, you know.
How are you going to begin?’’

“Well, I was thinking of giving a big feed, and asking all the Fourth
Form to it—School House and New House both,” said D’Arcy—"° that would
be a_way of %:;ating the kids together. Then I should make a speech.””

“ Bravo ! e’'ll come and hear the speech.”

<1 ghall put it to them plainly, that we ought to unile for the c{,«md of
the cause, and that Tom Mewwy and Figgins, and—excuse me—and Blake
have pwoved themselves incapable of le in’, and I shall then pwopose to
them to form D’Arey & Co.” B

““¥a, ha, ha! Go it, Gussy, and I hope youw’ll win.” i

“Thank you vewy much, Blake. I weally think that ideah will pan out

all w:;ght..”

And Arthur Auwgustus, full of his idea, quitted the study.

His chums laughed till they were scarlet in the face.

“ How do you think it will work out, Blake?” asked licrrics, as soon as he
could speak.

- Oh, they’ll all come to the feed,”” said Blake. * I'll auswer for that. I
won’t answer for anything else, though.” &

A'T}-e chums were very curious to learn the progress made by Arthur
ugustus.
e swell of the School House made no secret abont it.

At bedtime ‘that night he informed them that practically iho whole of the
Fourth Form, belonging to both houses, had accepled th invitation to the
feed for the following afternoon, and agreed to hear the speoch afterwards.

“Is Figgins coming?” asked Blake curiously.

D’Arcy shook his head. p

“*No, T have not invited Figgins,” he replied. *1 think it is not at all
‘gwob that Fig%ins would be willin’ to follow my lead, and he might make a

isturbance. have left Figgins & Co. out of it, You chups can come if
you like and back me up.”

_"Oh, of course, we shall be there. We wouldn’t miss the feed for any-
thing, to say nothing of the giddy speech.”

T have been w’itin’ it out,”” D’Arey confessed. **T am gottin' it hy heart,
you see. I want it to be weally impwessive. I say, Biinke, do you think the
speech should come befoah or aftah the feed, dealt hoy#”

“ Well, if you have it before the feed, you can depend upon the chaps
hearing it, §a1'@ Blake ecagerly. ** After the feed thoy might bunk without
stopgmg for it. N

* 'hey'd be very likely to,” said Herries.

That's just what occurred to my bwain. T weally think I had bettah
have the speech first,” Arthur Augustus agreed, * I shall not keep them
more than a quartah of an hour.” i =

Blake burst into an involuntary chuckle at the thought of the hungry
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Fourth waiting a quarter of an hour for Arthur Augustus to get through
& speech.

“ Have the speech first, by all means,”” he exclaimed. I don’t see why
you should limit yourself to a gquarter of an hour, though. Why not make
it an innings of half an hour?””

““I will think about it. Of course, I want to go into the mattah
thowoughly. Yaas, perhaps upon the whole I should be able to do more
justice to the subject in half an hour,” D’Arcy said thoughtfully.

““ What about the feed?’’ asked Herries. “° Where is it coming off #*

““I have awwanged for an al fwesco feed.””

¢ A—a. what?"’

““An al fwesco feed.””

““He means al fresco,’ chuckled Blake. *“You're going to have it in the
open, Gussy?”"’

‘“Yaas, wathah. There won’t be woom in the study for a guartah of the
guests, and we can’t have the Fourth Form woom for a feed. " The weathah
is vewy fine just now, and I weally think a picnic near the old barn will be
& gweat success.””

“ Certainly. Have you :u-ra.nged about the grub?”’

““Yaas. I have given Dame Taggles thwee pounds and carte blanche.””

““ What’s she going to do with a cart?”’ asked Herries, who was a little
dense. ““Is thaf to bring the grub in? You’ll want a fearful lot to fill a
cart, I should think.””

D’Arcy smiled condescendingly. -

““ That’s Fwench,” he explained. *T mean, T have instwucted Dame Taggles
to get evewythin® that is necessawy, and handed her thwee pounds to pay
for them. I am sure that for that sum we shall have o weally wippin’
feast. Don't you think so?”’

* Yes, rather. It will be worth while listening to the speech, almost.”

‘" That is a wude wemark, Hewwies. I should be sowwy to think that
eithah you gr Blake could he envious of me now that I am about to become
a }:mominenb personage.””

‘Ha, ha, ha! Are you envious, Blake?"*

!* Fearfully,”” said Blake, in a solemn tone. * Bursting with it. Oh,
D’Arcy, D’Arcy, why did you become a great man and make your chums
envious?””

“ Now weally, Blake, don’t be a widiculous ass !’

“It’s so painful to be put in the shade by a really great man,’’ sobbed
Blake. “ Henceforth, it is Arthur Algernon Aubrey who takes the cake,
and we’ve got to hide our diminished nappers. Herries, old man, let me
weep on your manly chest.””

‘“ Rats !*’ said Herries. **Try Gussy’s.’’

““ Here, keep off, and don’t be widiculous,” exclaimed D’Arey, as Blake
seized him round the neck in an affectionate embrace and proceeded to
weep on his chest in an exceedingly vociferous maunner, * Blake, I insist
upon your weleasin’ me.’”

** Booh, booh-hooh !"” sobbed Blake, weeping copiously, and shaking D"Arcy
violently with the greatness of his grief. ‘I c-c-can’t help it.”

“I—I—I weally—weally—weally. ** D’Arcy could not get the words
out, for Blake was shaking him till his teeth rattled in his head like
castanets. *‘ I—I—weally—— Blake, I insist upon your weleasin’ me, or
I shall pwobably lose my tempah and stwike you.’”

The Fourth Form were gathered round, howling with laughter at the
_ridienlous scene, and Glusdy. felt that his dignity was suffering.

“ Blake, I insist-——— T weally shall stw‘iia you—-»
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““Hallo! What’s all this row?” exclaimed Knox, the prefect, putting
his head in at the door. ““Don’t you know it’s time lights were out?”’

He stared at Blake in amazement.

“ What's the matter with you, Blake?” :

““Nothing. I'm only weecping,” said Blake, * Can’t a chap weep if he
wa-nta? to? ~What’s the school coming to when a fellow can’t have a quiet
weep?"’

“ Get into bed, you young monkeys!” said Knox. *I'm not going to’
wait long.””

D’Arcy escaped at last, and sat down on his bed gaspit:ig.

““ Blake, if anythin’ of this sort cvah happens again, I shall no longah
wegard you as a, fwiend,” he spluttered. .

““ Get into bed, you young monkeys! I'll be back in two minutes,”’- said
Enox. And he slammed the door and stamped away.

The juniors were scon in bed. Knox was the shaTpest-tempered prefect in
the School House, and they knew that he waa not to be trifled with.

The prefect saw lights out, and the Form settled down to slumber. Not
all of them, however. Mutterings could be heard proceeding from the bed
of Arthur Augustus.

Blake caught detached sentences, and chuckled in the darkness.

““ Wespected fwiends and Form fellahs,—Undah the circs., it is weally most
pwopah to unite and elect a leadah, and I have the honah of suggestin® my-
self. My ideah is fo form a combined party, to be known as D’Arcy & Co.””

Arthur Augustus was evidently running over his speech in his mind, and
knocking it into shape. He was still muttering when Blake fell asleep.

‘When the rising-bell clanged the next morning, Blake rubbed his eyes and
sat up. The first object that met his view was Arthur Augustus, sitting up
in bes with the clothes huddled round him, a pencil in his hand, and a paper
on his knee. y

“ Hallo, Gu!s{!" exclaimed Blake, * What’s the little game?”

The swell of the School House looked up languidly.

*“ Pway don’t intewwupt me, Blake. I am goin’ ovah my speech for this
afterncon, and I find that it will be a little lnnﬁfh than I anticipated. Do
you think that the fellahs would mind if it took thwee-quartahs of an hour?”’

““ Oh, no, they’d enjoK it,”” said Blake. ° Make it an hour, Gussy.”’

‘“ No, I weally think that about thwee-guartahs of an hour will be cnongh,””

In the class-room that morning Figgins & Co. were looking curious. ’Fhey
knew, of course, of theﬁrojected feeg, to which nearly all the New House
portion of the Fourtk I'¢rm had agreed to come. They wanted to know .
more.

““ I say, Blake, what's the wheeze?”” whispered Figgina, while Mr, Lathom,
the master of the Fourth, was attempting to drive Latin into the heads of
his h;)gm[ul pupils. ““ What’s all this about a feed in the field near the old
barn?*

“ Don’t ask me,”” said Blake. **It’s Gussy’s idea.”

G“ They haven’t asked us to the feed,”” said Figgins, “T call that mean of
ussy.”’

““Oh, he’s not mean. He's afraid you’ll make trouble.”

‘“He’s right,”’ said Figgins. “T daresay there will be a row.”

TFiggins said no more, but he exchang significant glances with the Co.
When Figgins looked like that, it was certainly wvery possible that there
would be, as he said, a *‘ row.”’

During the day Arthur Augustus pursued his idea, raking in recruits
to his feast from all sides until it was certain that practica Iy the whole
Form would be there.

Figgins & Co. were really the only omnes left out in the cold in the Fourth
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Form. Some of the Shell hinted that they would not object to come, but
D’Arcy was firm on that point.

“X am forming a Co. for an important purpose,”” he explained. “ You
Shell fellahs would only make twouble. I'm sowwy to leave you out, but
there it is.”” .

And upon that point the swell of the School House showed an inflexible
firmness.

He had made up his mind as to what he wanted, and he stuck to it,
D’Arcy could be very obstinate when he liked, It was certain that the feed
would be a success, but as to the success of the projected ** D’Arcy & Co.,””
that was more problematic. -

“ Hallo, Gus!” exclaimed Tom Merry, as the Terrible Three met Arthur
Augustus, after morning school, coming out of the elass-roomws. *“I hear
You are staggering humanity with an immense feed this afternoon.”’

*“ Yaas, wathah.””

““Of course, you want us to come. Thanks awfully, that’s very decent of

ou. 'We’ll be there, won’t we, chaps?”’

“T weally——"'

““ That's all right. Don’t press it; we accept.”

““ Rather,” exclaimed Manners. ‘ We're mnever backward in coming
forward at a time like this.””

““Never,” said Monty Lowther sclemnly—‘ never shall it be said that I
refused to join any chap in a feed.”

““ But weally, you are mis——""

“You’re o good little nss, Gussy! Come on, chaps, we want to get in a
sprint before dinner.”

““ But weally -

*“That’s all right, Gussy; we understand.”” 1

And the Terrible Mhree hurried off, leaving Arthur Augustus with his
remonstrance unuttered, staring after them.

“ Bai Jove!” murmured D’Arcy. T believe they knew all along that T
was not goin’ to ask them, the cheeky boundahs. Nevah mind, if they
behave themselves. They will be upon their honah, so I weally think it will
be all wight.” s

The Fourth Form looked forward eagerly to tLat al fresco entertainment.

When some of them saw in advance the preparations Dame Taggles had
made gor the feed, in obedience to D’Arey’s instructions, their mouths
watered.

D’Arcy had a great command of filthy lucre, and it could not be said that
he was mean in the expenditure of it.

There was provender in quantity sufficient to make the Fourth Form ill
for a long time, and the hearts of the invited guests were happy.

When afternoon school was over, and the last lesson struggled through,
the juniors gladly crowded out of the class-rooms, and there was a general
exodus towards the solected spot. .

It was a ﬁo!&en September evening, and still quite warm, and the spot,
shaded roun: ‘F old trees, close by the ruined barn, was a pleasant one.

The Fourth Form set towards the spot like a tide, some of the chosen ones
carrying bags and baskets in which the provisions for the feast were stowed.

Arthur Augustus was first upon the spot.

»
The bags were opened on the grass, and the comestibles brought to light,

and the guantity and quality of them delighted every heart. N

“ Bravo!”” exclaimed Pratt of the New House. *‘Three cheers for the
founder of the feed—Arthur Augustus Algernon Plantagenet D’Arcy.””

The cheers were given with a will, and for once Arthur Augustus allowed
the variation of his name to pass without remonstrance.

»
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¢ And now for the feed,” exclaimed Mellish. o

“ Good idea,” said Tom Merry. “It was awfully good of you fo invite
us, Gussy. I see there aren’t any others of the Shell here, Shows your good
taste to be so fond of chaps like us.””

““Rather,” said Mopty Lowther. **It’s good of you, Gussy.””

“ Jolly good,’’ said Manners. ** Hand us over those tarts, Blake.”

“Pway wait a minute,” said Arthur Augustus. The juniors had stretched
themselves on the grass, but the swell of the School House remained stand-.
ing. ‘" Pway wait a minute, deah boys. I have a few wemarks to make.””

And the guests, with one eye on D’Arcy and the other on the feed, as it
were, waited a minute, not without visible signs of impatience.

CHAPTER 11,
A Feast and an Interrupted Speech. .
RTHUR AUGUSTUS screwed his momnocle into his eye and looked
round upon the assembly. He certainly had a good audience—
numerous enough if not very patient.
T ahead!” said Blake encouragingly.

““My dear fwiends and Form-fellahs,” said Arthur Augustus, “I have
only a few words to say on this auspicious occasion: 2

““Glad to hear it!’” said Tom Merry heartily.

D’Arcy gave him a withering look.

““Tom IEewwy, I must wequest you to keep silent while I am speakin’,”
he said. I must be tweated wibhﬁwopa.h wespect.””

“I stand corrected,” said Tom Merry, taking off his cap and bowing.
“ My mistake. May your shadow never grow whiskers! Silence, kids! o
ahead, Algernon.”

“ Fellows of the Fourth Form, I have only a few words to say——""

““ So you've said already,”” said Mellish.

““I must weally not be intewwupted.””

“The question is, how long are you going on?”*

““That is not a pwopah wemark to make, under the cires, Mellish.™

““ Oh, rats! You ed us to wait a minute just now.””

““ Yaas, wathah!’”

 Well, then *’—Mellish took out his watch—" you’ve had nearly a minute
already. But we’ll be fair. You shall have another minute, starting from
now.”

e

t’s fair!’” said a dozen voices; and more watches came into view.
# A whole minute, Gussy, and we’'ll time you. Go on.”

D’Arcy looked indignant and annoyed.

““ Weally, deah boys, don’t be unweasonable,” he protested. ““I have
called you all together on a most important mattah- 2

““Yes, rather! It looks like a jolly good feed ! said Blake.

““That is not what I mean.”

““It’s what we mean, though,” said Mellish: “ Buck up! You've had
thirty seconds.””

“ Mellish, I wegard your wemark as impertinent,”

“You can regard it how you like, but blessed if you’re going to have
more than a minute! You asked for ome, and we've allowed you two, and
nothing could be fairer.” 5

““ Nothing,”” said Walsh. *‘Forty seconds now.”

Arthur Augustus sniffed.

““Listen to me, deah boys. Don’t be unweasonable, and don’t be wude.
I weally entweat you not to be wude. You are called together for a most
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important 1?ur-povse, and I shall not detain you more than thwee-quartahs of
an_hour while I explain—-""

There was a roar at once.

** What?”’

““Eh? Three-gquarters of an hour!””

““Oh, he’s off his rocker!™” i i

““My deah fwicnds, pway be patient!” said D’Arey. *In the cwisis
things have come to, I am sure that you won’t think much of such minor
thiigs as a feed or anythin' of that sort. The honah of St. Jim’s is at
stake.””

*“ We’'re getting fearfully peckish,”” said Pratt.

“ Awfully "’ said Jones, {ungrily eyeing the good things. “I say, Gussy,
that minute’s up.”” ’

Mellish snapped his watch shut.

““It’s more than up!’ he exclaimed. ** We’'ve done the fair thing. Now
for the feed !

“ My deah bo'ys, I only want you to be patient for about thwee-quartahs
of an hour Y

“Ha, ha! Likely!”

“ Well, pewwups{ could explain the situation in half-an-hour if I twied.”

“Go hon! Couldn’t you cut it shorter?”’ jeered Mellish, handing round
some of the contents of the bags to the eager juniors.

“ Well, pewwaps I could. Now, wait for a quartah of an hour, and I will
condense my wemarks into that space,” said Arthur Augustus. “It is
weally a most important mattah.” x

“* Make it ten seconds, and we’ll think about it,”” said Pratt.

“*Now, that’s what I call a generous offer,"” said Blake admiringly. ‘' Do
you t];’ink you could get through with the explanation im ten seegnds,
Gussy?™”

““ Quite imposs,”’ said D’Arey. ‘I weally think some of you are guilty
of gweat wudeness, and.are not tweatin' me with pwopah wespect.”

. ““I’ll tell you what !> exclaimed Monty Lowther. “ You can go on gassing
while we feed. That will kill two birds with one stone.”” :

““ Yaas; but then I sha’n’t be feedin’ too.”

** Never-mind that. On such an important occasion a fellow ought to have
a mind above such thin%s as feeds, ns you said yourself.””

““ Vewy well,”” said Arthur Augustus, seeing that there was no help for it.
** Pewwaps that is a good idea.’”

“* No pewwaps about it,”” said Lowther. “It’s a jolly, ripping, good idea!
Thanks, Mellish, I'll have some of that cold pie. hat’s yours, Tom?"”

*“ Same,” said Tom Merry promptly. ‘It looks nice.”

“ Pudding for me,’”’ said Herries. °‘ Go on, Gussy. I can’f see any reason
at all why you shouldn’t talk if you want to; it won’t interrupt us.”

This was not very encouraging, and ceftainly the juniors were paying far
more attention to the feed than to Gussy. But Arthur Augustus was full
of his new idea, and he went ahead:

“ Gentlemen of the Fourth Form, I have called you togethah onm this im-
portant occasion to—-"" o 5

“To have a jolly good feed,” said Herries. *‘ Thanks!>”

I must insist upon not bein’ intewwupted. You are called togethah to
hear me pwopound a plan for keeping up the honah of St. Jim’s against the
Gwammah School outsidahs. A
W"ll'ilra,vo!" said Blake. * Keep it up, Gussy. Some of that ham, please,

alsh.””

““ It cannot be denied,’” said D'Arcg, with a furtive glancé at a scribbled
paper he drew surreptitiously from his pocket—* it cannot be demnied, my
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fwiends, that since the Gwammah School was opened in the neighbourkood
of Wylcombe the ancient college of 8t. Jim’s has not held up its head in the
way 1t weally should have done——'*

““ These tarts are ripping! Go on, Gussy!”

““ What is the cause of this extweme fallin’ off?”’ demanded Arthur
Augustus. **I ask, what is the cause? I challenge contwadiction. N-no,
that’s not right.”” He glanced at the paper again. I mean, 1 ask, what
is ufl.f cause, and I weply, the failure of St. Jim’s is due to two causes.

“irstly- -

“1I say, is this a giddy sermon?’’

“* Firstly,”” repeated D’Arcy, unheeding, * the fact that we are not united
against the ememy. That is the first weason o

** Shove over the jam-puffs, Blake.”

““ Here you are. ]].'11 have some of those cream ones.””

““ Pie this way, please.”

““Who’s got a corkscrew? Took here, don’t say there isn’t a corkscrew.
I regard this as very careless of D’Arcy to invite chaps to a feed and not
provide a corkscrew.’”

““Knock the neck off the bottle. You howling ass, I didn’t say spill the
beastly stuff all over my trousers.” i

** Accidents will happen.””

““ Ome will happen to you if you’re not more careful !”

““ My dear fwiends,”” said D’Arcy, “ I weally wish you would keep a little
more quiet, ‘and give me a little of your attention =
*“That’s all right, Gussy; we’re listening.””

““The second weason,” said Arthur A.uguat.us, ““is that the leadership of
the Saints has been vewy bad indeed

** Hear, hear!”

““Tom Mewwy has twied his best against the Gwammah eads, and he has
been feahfully licked,” said D’Arcy. ** You are all aware of that—"

“ Here, draw it mild, Algy!”’ said Tom Merry, turning red.

1 am not thwowin’ it in your face, Tom Mewwy: I am simply statin® a
fact that is well known to evewy gentleman pwesent,”” said Arthur Augustus.

““ Hear, hear!”’ said Blake cur%ia]}y.

“ Rats-—rats!"" said Manners and Lowther.

“You can say wats if yon like,”” said D’Arcg-, ““but you know vewy well
that it is the case. Tom Mewwy has been feahfully licked by the Gwammah
cads, with his Tewwible Thwee, who are not vewy tewwible to the Gwam-
mawians——"’
h"Quite s0,” said Blake. “I must say that Gussy hits the right nail
there.””

““Oh, let him run on,”” said Tom Merry. “Hand over the tarts,
Mellish.””

- Then to come to the othah leadahs,” said Arthur Augustus victoriously.
" There's Blake. I don't want to say anythin' against my fwiend
Blake—""

““ You'd hetter not!” said his friend Blake.

" But twuth compels me to state that he has been almost as big a failare
as Tom Mewwy in dealin’ with the Gwammah cads. I think you will all
agwee with me that Blake is no good——'’

‘‘ Hear, hear!” said Mellish, with all his heart,

“"He’s a vewy nice chap, you know,” said D'Arcy; I wathah like him,
and I must say the best I can for my fwiend. But as a leadah he is no
good, and in dealin’ with the Gwammah cads he has pwoved himself an
i » 5
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# Ha, ha, ha!"* yelled the delighted audience. “ He doesn’t want to say
anything against you, Blake, only you're an ass!™ .

%1 don’t want to spoil the harmony of this feed,” eaid Blake, ‘“but,
under the circumstances, I feel called upon to wipe up the ground with
Gussy I””

An’d' he rose to his feet. ;

“ My deah fwiend,” said D’Arcy, "I twust you will not forget that youw
?re my guesb. and that any wude conduct would be extwemely bad
orm——"

“ Right-ho !"” shouted a dozen voices. ** 8it down, Blake.””

““Qh, very welll”’ said Blake resignedly; and he sat down. °“Run onm,
Gussy. But for mercy’s sake ring off as soon as you can!” i

1 will wing off,”” said D’Arcy, “ when I have finished. I think I have
made it clear, deal boys, that Tom Mewwy and Blake are simply no good
as leadahs——""

“ Quite clear,”” said Mellish. *“I say, isn’t there any more lemonade?’”

““ Now to come to Figgins,”’ resumed D’Arcy. “ He is equally useless ag
a leadah. I must say tElnt he is neithah useful nor ornamental. He——
Qoch I

“Hallo] What’s the matter now?’’ exclaimed Blake, looking up.

D’Arcy had broken off suddenly, cla; izintg his hand to his ear.

* Somethin’ stung me,’’ said the swell of St. Jim’s. ‘‘ It must have been
a wa\;ﬁi I think. It was a feahful sting.” -

o y don’t you say it was a bat?” asked Blake. * Imagination, dear
boy. Get on with that speech. The feed will be over soon, and when the
grub’s gone, I fandy your audience will be gone, too.”

“That is wathah a weflection on the Form,” said D’Arcy. “1 vzeally
cannot cwedit it. But to wesume. As I was sayin’, I—— Gerrooch I’

He clapped his hand to his nose.

““ What are you at now?”

“It was anothah wasp, I think. That is vewy sbwu.n%g for wasps to be
so thick at this time of the year,”” said D’Arcy. ' But go on. Figgins
has pwoved himself as big an ass as eithah Tom Mewwy or Blake, and what
we want is_a—— Yah! Gerrooch!” He smacked both hands on his face.
*“ Someone is playin’ a twick on me!’* he exclaimed indignantly. ** That was
not a wasp. It was a pea fwom a pea-shootah.” .

“Ha, ha, ha! Look for the shootist, and scrag him!”’

T will sewag him feahfully if he does it again " said D*Arey. e wen.l]i
considah it most wude. Now, it bein’ pwoved that Figgins, and Blake, an
Tom Mewwy are no good as leadahs, it wemains for the %;uurth Form to find
a new ome. My ideah is this—for the New House and the School House to
unite——"="

““ Your idea!” exclaimed Tom Merry indignantly. I like that!™

“ Don’t intewwupt,” said Arthur Augustus loftily. * My ideah is a union
of the whole Fourth Form of $t. Jim’s, undah a new leadah. And as the
leadah ought to be a fellah with plenty of tact and judgment and firfiness
of chawactah, I pwopose myself for the post.”” ‘

“Bravo! That’s right, Gussy.”

“ Hear, hear!”’

D’Arcy beamed around upon his Form-fellows.

I am glad that the ideah wecommends itself to you, my deah fwiends!™
he exclaimed. “* Tthparty is to be known as D’Arcy & Co., and I amn to
be the leadah; and I think I can pwomise you that we shall make the
Gwammah cads sit up.’’ -

“ What I like about Gussy,”” said Tom Merry, * is his modesty. He has
such a poor opinicn of himself—never puts himself forward.” :
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I should be extwemely sowwy to put myself forward, Tom Mewwy,” said
‘Arthur Augustus. ‘It is only the necessity of the case that has bwought me
forward. think I ought to—— Qoch!™ . .

He smacked his hand to his nose. Tom Merry laughed.

“Well, ooch if you want to,”” he said. ‘‘ Nobody’'s stopping you. How
‘do you ooch?”

“‘ Somebody has shot anothah pea at me and stwuck me on the nose!™
exclaimed D’Arcy. ‘I will thwash him feahfully when I finrd him! T call
‘upon the bwutal person to come forward!”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!” .

It was a loud laugh proceeding from the ruined barn close at hand. Blake
gave o shout.

G"Figgins & Co., in the barn,” he exclaimed, *“Go and thwash them,
ussy.’” :

Figgins & Co. it was, without a doubt. Three well-known fuaces showed
themselves for a moment at a rift in the old wall, and three peashovlers were
levelled. D'Arcy gave a yelp as the stinging peas smote his aristocratic
countenance.

“ Ha, ha, ha!” grinned Figgins. “ Hear us smile! How do you like ‘em
done, Gussy?’” .

D’Arcy made a rush for the barn. .

He waa so indignant that his unfinished speech was forgotten.

He disappeared into the ruined structure in search of Figgins & Co., and
the next moment there was a sound of scuffling and gaasping.

Then Gussy came staggering out of the barn. He had not heen there a
couple of minutes, but in that short time he had undergone a transforma-
tion.

His jacket had been jerked off, and was wound about his head and tied
there, completely blindfolding him. His braces had been tied round his
fwriats, which were secured behind him. He staggered blindly towards the
‘easters.

Figgins & Co. issued from the barn arm in arm, and walked away,
langhing. -

D’Arcy came staggering among the picnickers. He fell over Mellish’s
Iegs, and came down with a bump upon that individual.

- d’gen, get off I"* roared Mellish. ** Do you take me for a beastly feather-

ed. P

D’Arcy rolled on the grass.

“Pway welease me,” he exclaimed. “I have been tweated diswespect-
fully. lake, Hewwies, where are you? Why don’t you welease me?””

“Thought you had cast us off?”’ grinned Blake. **You can’t want help
from such an ass as I am, surely? You’re o great lender now, and we aren’t
any good.” v

“ Just so,”” said Tom Merry. I'd help you, too, Gussy, only I've proved
myself sich an ass, you know, that I really think I'm no good.”

“J entweat you to welease me, deah Loys,”” said D’Avey, stumbling about.
M“llwlilll you promise not to finish the speech if we let you loose?” asked

elligh,

“Oh, I say, that is an extwemely unweasonable wequest.”

“ Then you can stick it out.””

i Ypon second thoughts, Mellish, T will agwee.”

“ You won't make any more speeches? Homnour bright#"”

* Yaas, wathah!”’ A i

Mellish released him. D’Arcy blinked round at the grinning juniors. The
fansters were mostly in convulsions, Whether D'Arcy was much goed as a
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Jeader or not, thers was no doubt that he furnished his form-fellows with
plenty of merriment.

<1 have heen tweated with gweat diswespect,” said Arthur Augustus. I
ghall thwash Figgins when I meet him a ain. This meetin’ is now ovah,
df[ah boys, but T shall call anothah meetin’ to-mowwow, and I hope you will
all come.””

“Will there be another feed?’’ asked Pratt.

“ Yaas, wathah !”

“ Then we’'ll all come. Won't we, chaps?”

“ Rather! You can depend upon us, Gussy. We'll stick to you. We'll
all join the Co.””

“Thank you vewy much,’” said D’Arey bea.minil%. “ I thought that an
appeal to the bwains and intelligence of the Fourth Form of St. Jim's would
not be made in vain.”

““Or an appeal to their tummies,”” murmured Blake.

The feast was ending now. The feasters began to disperse. Most of them
had promised to turn up at the next meeting.

1 weally think D’Arcy & Co. will be a great success,” said Arthur
Augustus, as_they walked back to St. Jim’s. ““The fellahs seem vewy
enthusiastic, don’t you think so, Blake?" :

“ Rather ! said Blake heartily. *° But it will cost you a fearful lot at the
tuck-shop to keep their enthusiasm up to the mark. at’s all.”*

CHAPTER 12,
D'Arcy & Co.
4 RTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY was not the kind of fellow to be dis-
couraged. When he got an idea into his head, he could ke very
a obstinate about it, as his chums had more than once learned.

The idea was now fixed in his braie that he was the destined
leader who was to revive the ancient glories of St. Jim’s, and put the
Grammar School in its place. The first meeting that had been called, with
a view to forming * D’Arcy & Co.,”” had been o success from the feasters’

oint of view, bub not very encouraging to the swell of the School House.
gut Arthur Augustus was dotermined to take a rosy view of everything.

s that second meeting coming off, Gussy ?' Tam Merry inquired, meet-
ing the swell of St. Jim’s the next morning before school N

*Yaas, wathah! And wemembal, Tom Mewwy, that all Shell boundahs
are barred,” said Arthur Augustus. * You poked fun at me yestahday at
my meetin’.’” '

“pid 1?7 That was too bad!” .

+ Yaans, it was feahfully bad form, you know; and weally you fellahs are
out of place in a meetin’ of the Fourth Form,” said D'Arcy, with dignity.
“If you cannot be sewious on a sewious occasion, you can kegp o the

wass.””
it Ta-there going to be a feed this time?”’ asked®Lowther.

*“ Yaas, wathah!”

“ Well, you'll ﬁeb the meeting all right, but when the feeds fall off, your
meetings will fall off too,” Tom Merry remarked. “I know your giddy
Form. The;‘ll go anywhere where there’s anything to eat. That’s about
their mark.”” :

“1 weally think you are unjust to them, Tom Mewwy. I hope to imspire
the Fourth Form with a gweat spiwit of atwiotism, and get them to back
metup against the Gwammah cads,”” said D’Arey. ““ Then 1 shall show you
chaps how the enemy ought to be wea,lli‘ dealt with.” : .

«Y ghall be glad to see it,”” grinned Tom Merry.

N
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D’Arcy was evidently satisfied with himself and his plans. He was think-
ing about the coming campaign in the class-room that morning, and Mr,
Lathom had to take him to task more than once.

* Construe, D’Arcy ! exclaimed the Form master sharply, fixing his eyes
on Arthur Augustus. ‘' What are you thinking about?’

D’Arcy gave a start. His wits were wool-gathering, and he had quite
forgotten Cmear and the Gallic War, which happened to be the mattor in
hand.

“You will commence, I)’Arey,” said Mr. Lathom grimly.

““ Yaas, wathah. I mcan, yes, sir.””

““The class is waiting for you, D’Arcy.””

“ Gallia est omnes divisa in partes tres,” said D’Arcy hwrriedly. “St.
Ji'gl‘:’ﬁ}ilaa:iiﬁdcd into three parties—""

“I mean all Gaul is divided into three parts,”” said D’Arcy. growing more
confused 2t his slip, " quarum_incolunt. Belgz, aliam Acuilani tertiam, qui
ipsorum lingua Celtae, nostra Galli, ﬂé?pellanturwthreu partics, Study No, 6,
tﬁe Tewwible Thwee, and F?Iggins & Co.”

“ What !"* thundered Mr. Lathom, petrified.

““ I mean—that is to say—I mean 2

“You are evidently thinking of something else, D’Arcy.”

“I am weally sowwy, sir, bu 54

“ But you will write out a hundred lines from the first hook of Crwsar, to
impress upon your mind the fact that there is a time for cverything, and:
that the present is the time for study,” said Mr. Lathom.

“ With pleasure, air,”’ said D’Arcy, with his usual politencss.

Mr. Lathom elevated his eyebrows.

““ What did you say, D’Arcy?”’

‘“I said, with pleasure, sir.””

“Very good. As the imposition will give you pleasure, you may lake two
hundred lides instead of one hundred,”” said the Form mastor grimly.

“ Yes, gir,” said the unfortunate Arthur Augustus.

And the lesson proceeded,

D’Arcy’s spirits were damped for a time, but not for long. When the
class was dismissed, he was as cheerful as ever.

““ You look very jolly for a chap who's got two hundred liues to write,”
Blake remarked, as they left the class-room.

“Yaas; I have been thinkin’, old chap. Mr. Lathom is 8o awfully short-
sighted that he nevah knows one chap’s hand fwom anothah, and so it will
be vewy ea.sg for you and Hewwies to do my lines. You can do ono hundwed
ecach, deah boys.””

“ Well, of all the nerve!”

““You see, I'm feahfully busy just now,” said Arthur Auguvstus. “T’ll
do as much for you anothah fime. It takes up all my time to get this
mattah going, you know. I am determined to bwing all the Fourth Form
into line against those Gwammah cads, and put them in their place, and T
haven’t » minute to spare for anythin’ else.’”

“Oh, we’ll do the lines,”” said Blake, winking at Herries. ‘“ We ought to
do something to help. But, I say, these meetings will run you into a lot of
{;’in.k pIIn.ve you come into a fortume lately, or have you heen robbing a

ank ?”°

““ Oh, that’s all wight,” said D’Arcy. ‘I wrote to my governah yesterday
for a couple of fivahs for a most important purpose, and 1 had them by the
post this mornin'. 1 am weally vewy flush just now, and, of course, I
couldn’t udga spendin’ money in so gweat a cause.’’

“By Jove, I 'wish I had your governor!" said Blake. I suppose you

£
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couldn’t give him away with & pound of tea, could you? Never mind, I'11
come to the feed. I'll do that much for you, Gussy. You can always
depend upon us to stand by you at such a time.”” -

“ Rather "’ said Herries, with much heartiness. “ We’ll never desert you,
Gussy.””

L got while the fivers last, anyway,” Blake remarked. ‘‘And Iexpectit’s
the same with the rest of the Form.”

Blake was quite right there. . 5 g

There wasn’t the slightest difficulty in congregating the whole of the
Fourth Form of St. Jim's to a feed. The difficulty, in fact, was to prevent

_the Shell and the Third from coming.

After school that day the picnic was repeated. This time D'Arcy got
through most of his speech, to which his guests listened more or less. hen
the good things were gone, however, the guests started going too, which was
rather annoying to D’Arcy, who had not finished his speech, and had not
enrolled a single member in the projected Co.

My deah fwiends,”” said the swell of the School House; *“don’t be in a
huwwy. I have a book here to take down the names of all who wish to join
me in this patwiotic entahpwise against the Gwammah cads.”

He produced a notebook and pencil.

“* Now, all those who are willin’ to be wecwnits come forward and give in
their names,”” he exclaimed, wetting the point of the pencil. * Don’t all
speak at once.’”

There did not seem to be any danger of that.

In fact, nobody spoke at all. Some of the fellows grinned, and many of
them put their hands in their pockets, and strolled away.

“My deah chaps,” exclaimed D’Arcy, ““you cannot have forgotten the
important purpose for which this meetin’ was called. How many of Jyou
are goin’ to join the Co., and back me up against the Gwammah School?”

“ None, I expect,”” said Mellish, with a grin. “‘ You see, you're not exactly
the kind of leader we should be likely to follow. But we want to do the
fair thing, and so I'll tell you what. We'll come to these foeds as long as
you like to stand them.”

“ That’s fair,”” exclaimed Pratt. °‘ Nothing like playing the game! How
does that suit you, Gus?”

Gus sniffed. ¥

It doesn’t suit me at all,”” he exclaimed. My object is to form a party
to bwing the Gwammah cads down a peg or two, not simply to feed a lot of
]umgwy juniahs. I considah that you are extwemely unpatwiotic.”

“Go hon! You pain me!” said Mellish.

** Gentlemen of the Fourth Form,” said A®thur Augustus, looking round
upon his fast-diminishing audience, I appeal to you not to let this gweat
opportunity pass. It may mnevah weecur. I have some gweat plans in my
head for takin’ down the Gwammah cads. I may mention that efter evewy
expedition against the enemy, there will be a feast.”

'he juniors pricked up their ears at that.

““ Now you’re talking,’’ exclaimed Mellish. *‘That’s honest?"

_‘;Hona })wxght,” said D’Arcy. ““There will be a feast to celebwate the
victory: *

““ But supposing there isn’t any victory?"”

“There's sure tgc: be, as T shall {m yuuryleadah.“

“That's all very well. But suppose there isn’t? Will the feed come off
in any case?”’

“ Yaas, certainly; if you all back me up.”

* Gussy, old fellow, you’'re talking sense at last,” said Mellish. ‘I don’t
mind putting my name down now.” . .
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D’Arcy wrote down the name of the first recruit in his book.

““ Vewy good, Mellish. Now you othahs.””

““Put my name down,” grinned Pratt. “I'm on.”

And after that there was no lack of recruits. .

Arthur Augustus, with a beaming face, wrote down the names of twerty
Fourth Formers; and there was no_doubt that he might have had a larger
number of recruits if the others had not already gone.

“Aren’t you comin’ in, Blake?” he said persuasively. ‘“You and
Hewwies?”

Blake shook his head. :

" ']‘ N,?t. much, Gussy. You can make a giddy ass of yourscll without my

e .

"Pﬁat is a wude wemark. I weally think—-"

“ No, you don’t! You can’t! Come along, Herries!""

The meeting broke up. Arthur Augustus, satisfied with his success so far,
Iooked as if he were walking on air. “D'Arcy & Co.” wux o realised
ambition at last. True, he had a suspicion that his followers wera inspired
rather by a love of good eating than a desire for batile with the foe. But
8o long as he led them to victory, and crowned himself with glory, what did
that matter? .

Arthur Augustus was busy now thinking out the plan of canmpaign. It
was necessary for him to deal some terrible blow at the prestige of the
Grammarians, to make D’Arcy & Co. a success. The first victory would
cause all the waverers to rally Tround him, and then Blak Ierries and
Figgins & Co. would have no choice but to follow his lcad. and cven the
Terrible Three would have to como into line.

There were big things in Gussy's head about this time. Tl thonght over
the plans and schemes for taking down the Grammarians night and day.
Blake and Herries waited curiously to see what the ontecome would be. Tom
Merry and Figgins were also keenly interested. Gussy was in such deadly
earnest that something was sure to happen. )

Blake did not question Gussy as to his plans. The
House bhad shown a strong desire to hecome secre

Il of the School
He Trequently

muttered things aloud in the study, however, which partially enlightened
his chums.
** Yaas, wathah!”” he exclaimed suddenly one evening, as (he chums sat

doin% their preparation in the study; so suddenly that Bluke gave a jump
and dropped half a dozen blots.
“*You ass!” howled Blake. ** Look at that!”
D’Arcy screwed in his eyeglass and looked at it.
“ Yaas, I see it,” he remarked. * How extwemely careless of you, Blake."”
It was your fault! You made me jump! What’s the matlcer with you,
fathead?"’
“I've got an idea.””
Well, the next time you get one. get it quictly,” growled Blake,
““Hallo! Where are you off to now, image?"
**I am goin’ to call togethah the Co. to lead them on the warpath,” said
Arthur Augustus, with great dignity.
. “Ha, ha! Don’t forget to feed ’em first.” ;s
D’Arcy deigned no reply. He marched from the study, leaving Blake an
Herries chuckling. He first sought out Mellish, his carliest recruit. -
‘“ Hallo, Gussy "’ said Mellish. in a very friendly way. * Got any toffee?””
“ Yaag, wathah! Take some.”” & 5
‘““Thanks; this is good. When is the noxt feed coming off? You see, if
D’Arcy & Co. is going to be a success, there ought to be another feed soon,
to—to keep us together, you know.” .

at
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#Yaas; I’'ve been thinkin’ about that, I want you all to come out this
evenin’, Mellish. It’s time to stwike a blow at the enemy."”

Mellish did not look very enthusiastic.

“ Oh, is it?’’ he remarked carelessly.

* Yaas, wathah! I have a feahful]yy good plan in my head. I have been
gcoutin’, you know, the last few days, to learn about the movements of the
enemy, don’t you know, deah boy.”

“* Have you, really? I must be off now. Excuse me—-—""

"Z.[ say, don't wun away like that, Mellish. I haven’t told you my plan

et.””

““Well, I'm in rather a hurry. What is it?"”

] have discovahed that Monk and Lane and Carhoy, the leadahs of those
howwid Gwammah boundahs, are in the habit of takin’ a spwint evewy
evenin’ ”

“Taking a what?’ demanded Mellish, in astonishment.

“ A spwint.”’

-« T'ye never heard of it before. What is it? Something to eat?’ ?

“ My deah fellah, if you don’t know what a spwint is——""

« Well, I don’t. I've hoard of fellows taking a cigarette every evening,
‘but as for a spwint—is it a new brand of smokes?”

“ Don't be an ass! What I mean is, they take a wun evewy evenin’ to keep
themselves in form for the footah,’” ex}lmlsuned D'Arnfv;.

““Oh, I see, you mean a sprint,” exc aimed Mellish. ‘I understand now.
Well, su?poaing they do take a sprint every evening, what’s that got to do
with us?”’

“* Why, you see, we can lay a twap for them, and catch them in it,”" ex-

lained D’Arcy. °° You know how they sent Tom Mewwy and Mannahs and

wihah home the othah day, tied up and blacked all ovah their faces. It
was a seweamin’ joke.”

“*Ha, ha! 'That's true enough.”

« Well, if we catch those thwee, we can send them home in the same state,” -
said D’Arcy. ‘It would be a first-wate wheeze on the Gwammarians, don’t
you think so?"” i :

1t would be tit for tat, certainly,” said Mellish thoughtfully. * When
are you thinking of carrying out the idea?”’

« Nothin’ like stwikin’ while the iron’s hot,”” said Mellish. “ I'm awfully
gorry I've got an engagement for this evening, or I'd be with you like a
shot.””

"« But I say, you know,"” exclaimed Arthur Augustus, in dismay, “ you
can’t have an engagement, you know, when it’s time to go on the warpath.
You belong te the Co., and you will have to back me up, you know, dealt "
boy.”’

&Y wish I could, Giussy; I really and eim:erel;’ wish I could; but on the
present occasion it’s uite impossible,’” said Mellish. e

+ YVewy well, then, 1 shall cwoss off your name, and you will not be invited
to the feed to celebwate the victory,” said D’Arcy, with dignity.

«“Ehr What's that, Gussy?”

« Only the members of the Co. who follow me will come to the feed,”” said
‘Arthur Augustus. It will be a wi pin’ one, tco.”

““That alters the case—I mean, admire you immensecly, Gussy, and I
know the thing is bound to be a huge success if you lead,”” said Mellish.
T was Teally only joking. 1 shall come, of course, and back you up like—-
like anything.’” i

¢ That's wight. It will be a scweamin’ wheeze,”’ said D’Arey, beaming.
“I'm goin’ to take a big bottle of wed ink, and make those Gwamm
bounders as wed as Wed Indians, you know.”
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““Ha, ha! But mind, the feed comes off whether we're successful or not.””

“ Yaas, wathah!"’ . . L

““Then let's hunt up the rest of the Co., and get to business,” said Mellish
briskly. Pratt of the New House was the next reernit they encountered, in
the course of hunting up the Co. and getting to business. i ¥

Pratt listened to D’Arey’s beautiful scheme with rather suspicious looks.

" Y]tzu’re quite sure about the bounders taking that sprint cvery evening?**
ho asked,

‘* Yaas, I've watched them mysclf, and they always go the sume way, the
same time."

‘* But suppose a lot more of the Grammarians took it into their heads to
take a sprint, too, the same way, and the same time also?’’ demanded Pratt.,
“ Where should we come in, then?”’

““ I suppose you ate not afwaid of a fight?" said Arthur Augustus, sniffing
disdainfully. ** Besides, I shall be there to inspire you with couwago by my
Ppwesence.””

Pratt chuckled.

““ You say the feed’s to come off, in any case, Gussy?”

* Yaas, wathah!"

“Then I'm on. Let’s get the others, and start.’”

The rest of the Co. showed a similar unwillingness to go on the warpath
under the generalship of Arthur Augustus, but the prospect of the feast of
victory brought most of them round. D’Arcy found himsclf with w dozen
followers, the greediest boys in the Fourth Form, but certainly not the best
fighters. But if everything went well, there were enough of them o ecat the
three Grammarians.  But would everything go well? ~ That was the ques-
tion.

Arthur Augustus had not forgotten the bottle of red ink. Tt was a big
bottle, and it contained enough ink to make the Grammarians ns highly
coloured as could be wished, igcmly they could be comfortably caught first,
The news of the foray had leaked out, of course, and most of the Fourth
Form and the Shell knew what was coming. The Terrible Threo and Figgins
& Co. came to the gates to see the raiders off, with Blake and Ilcrrics.

“Good luck, Gussy!” exclaimed Tom Merry. ‘ Mind you don’t let the
bounders get away, and don’t fall into a frap yourself.””

“I am not likely to fall into a twap,”” said D’Arey. ““T am unot a leadah
like you, Tom Mewwy, and I shall not be twapped so easily."”

Tom Merry laughed good-humouredly.

It would be rotten, you know, if you came home inked with your own red
ink,” he remarked. ““We’ll wait gel'c and watch for you, (tussy. Take
care of yourself.”

“I ghall be extwemely careful. This will be the first weal succoss St.
Jim's has had a%ainst the Gwammah boundahs,” said Arthur Augustus.
““Come on, deah boys! It will be getting dusk soon, March !’

D’Arcy & Co. marched.

The swell of St. Jim's led the way, his eyeglass screwed into his eye, and
thle dozen or so juniors followed, not looking particularly proud of them-
selvea,

The grins and giggles that followed them from the crowd of boys at the
gateway perhaps made them feel uncomfortable. Perhaps their confidence
in their leader was not complete,

Certain it is that Arthur Augustus D’Arcy himself was the only one in
the party who felt quite satisfied as to the result of the expedition.
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CHAPTER 13.
D'Arcy Resigns.

USK was deepening in Rylcombe Laune when Arthur Augustus halted
in the spot he had already selected for the ambuscade. It was
certainly a favourable spot, the lane being narrow here, and
bordered by a hedge pierced by gaps.

D’Arcy pointed to the hedge.

“ That’'s where we take covah,’” he said. “ Get out of sight, deah boys.”
He looked at his watch. *“It's almost time for the Gwammah boundahs
to come by, unless they have changed the time this evenin’.”

«“That would be ali right,” growled Pratt. °* Nice to stick here about
an hour, and those bounders not to turn up after all.”

“Don’t gwumble, deah boy. You can’t expect to cawwy on a war without
any twouble, you know. ink of the glory of being the first to take the
Gwammah cada down a peg.”

Pratt grunted. Apparently the prospect of the glory did not comfort
him.

The juniors took cover in the gaps of the hedge, and waited., Arthur
Augustua, with his monoele adjusted, kept a keen watch upon the road.

h: Hallo "> murmured Mellish, about ten minutes later. “*1 can hear some-
thing !’

 Yaag, wathah! T can hearit, too it

The juniors pricked up their ears.

From the distance of the dusky lane came the sound of light, pattering
footsteps—the steady pat-pat-patter of running feet.

D’Arcy’s eye gleamed ¢! rough his monocle.

“ Weady, kidst They're coming !’

“We're all ready! v hat! I shouldn’t wonder if the thing, was a
suceoss after all!” muttered Mellish. *“Even an ass like Gussy stumbles
upon a good thing sometimes.”’ B

““That is not a wespectful way to speak to your leadah, Mellish,” said
'Ari]éur Augustus severely. ‘I must insist upon you wetractin’ those
words.””

“ Don’t be an ass, Gussy—I mean, a bigger ass than you can help—"" .

«You will wetwact those expwessions, Mellish, or I shall have no alterna-
tive.but to thwash you !’ said Arthur Augustus, getting up.

“ Ass! If you make a row the Grammarians will hear it, and bolt.”

< That would be wotten, I know, aftah all the twouble we have taken; bub
undah no circs can T allow a followah of mine to tweat me with diswe-sg:ect..
Are you goin’ to withdwaw those obnoxious expwessions, Mellish, or—— 2

Mellish was not a fighting-man. He thought, teo, of the feed.

T withdraw them,” he murmured. * Dry up now, Gussy !

T am satisfied, deah boy. Look out!”

The running feet were close to the ambush now.

Three a,th]ctic,gouthi‘ul figures loomed up in the dusk of the lane,

They were the Grammarian chums. Tootball was as keen at the Grammar
School as at St. Jim's, and the three leaders of the Grammarians were always
careful to keep themselves fit. Monk, Lane, and Carboy, as Arthur Augustus
had discovered, were in the habit of taking this same sprint every evening,
and the ambush was really a good idea—if it worked out all right!

The three running figures came nearly abreast of the hidden Saints.

D’Arcy sprang into the lane.

< Clollah them !”” he shouted. $

The three Grammarians were taken by surprise for the moment.

A dozen juniors came rushing \q(;on them from the dusk.

Arthur Augustus valiantly seize Monk, and was lying o1 his back in the
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dust the next moment, Lane and Carboy laid Mellish and Pratt over him.
Then the three began to hit out right and left, but the odds were too great,
and the fight would certainly have gone against them had not the quick-
witted Monk thought of a stratagom.

““ This way !"”’ he roared. ““Come on! Buck u , Grammar School |’*

*“Come on, chaps!" yelled Caz-bog. quick to take the cue frem his leader.
**Come on, before they get away [ .

“* My hat ! gasped Mellish. ‘‘I knew how it would be! There’s a swWarm
of the beasts! I'm off 1"

And he was on his feet, and off like a shot, in the twinkling of an eye.

He did not go alone.

Pratt followed, and then two or three more, and then the rest, Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy was the only one who firmly stood his ground. The swell
of St. Jim’s was as much taken in by Monk’s ruse as the others, but he
would never retreat. With all his faults, the Beau Brummel of the School
House had heaps of pluck.

““ Wescue!I”” he shouted. *“ Wescue, deah boys! Buck up! I weally
entweat you to buck up!”’ ”

But his followers only ** bucked up ** in the running line, and he was left
alone to deal with the foe.

He did his best.

He had been knocked down twice, but he was up again, and fighting
frantically. There was not much science in his fighting, but there was
plenty of go, and the Grammarians had their hands full te seenre him.

Bug with three pairs of strong hands gripping him he was mado o prisoner
at last.

“ My hat!” exclaimed Frank Monk. “T know this merchant! This is
Gussy Algernon Aubrey Plantagenet! Didn’t know he was such a great
fighting-man before.” . :

* Welease me !" exclaimed D’Arey, struggling in the grasp of his enemies.
“ Weoscue, deah boys! I entweat you to back me up !

““Ha, ha, ha! l{‘hey're gone, Gussy !

* Keep still, image,” said Carboy; *“ you'll get hurt! I say, what’s this
bulging out his Rjocket? My hat! It’s a botfle of ink—rcd ink! Do you
usuallyp,carry a big bottle of red ink about in your pocket, you Yyoung
Iunatic?”’

‘I suppose that was intended for us?”’ said Monk. “Tell the truth now,
young shaver. What were you going te do with that bottle of ink?"*

I wefuse to be chawactewised as 2 young shavah,” said D’Arcy. My
followahs have wun away, and I am a pwisonah of war, but I weluse to ba,
insulted.” G
- “"Ha, ha! What were you going to do with this red ink?”

“I wefuse to weply.””

“We'll jolly soon make you. Hold his mouth open, Carboy, and I'll pour
it down the inside of his neck,” said Frank Monk, drawing the cork of the
bottle.

He had no intention of carrying out his threat, but the threat itself was
enough for Arthur Augustus.

““Pway do not be so extwemely beastly,” he exclaimod. “On second
thoughts T will wepl'!y. I was goin” to wedden your faces with that wed ink,
just for a scweamin’ joke.”’

*“ Thought as much,”” said Frank Monk. ** Goinﬁ to serve us as we served
your precious Terrible Three, I suppose? It would have beon a screamin
joke, no do?bt, but not guite so screaming as the one I am going to worE

on you.’
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Ho signed to Carboy and Lane, who jerked the swell of St Jjm’s over op
his back in the road, and pinned him down there. "

Trank proceeded to drench his aristocratic countenance in red ink.

““What’s sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander,” he exclaimed,
" You will look very pretty like this, Gus.””

“ Oh, you howwid wuff person ! I—I—greerroo 1

““ Ha, ha! That's what you intended for us!" .

** You are spoilin’ my collah! You are stainin’ my waistcoat ™

¢ Never mind, I hear you've got more. Don’t wriggle, or youw'll get some
down the back of your neck., There, I told you 8o 1

“* Groo—oo—gerrooh I

1 think that will about dé,” said Frank, when the bottle was empty, and
D’Arcy’s face was the colour of crimson. *¢ You can get up now, Gussy.’’

He fossed the bottle over the hedge, and Gussy staggered to his feet. Hs
was bristling with wrath and indignation, and streaming with ink. That
red inlk idea had seemed to him about the best 'anaible thing in jokes. Buf
that was when he had thought of it as being estowed upon the Grammar
lads, Now that his own face was streaming with it, it struck him that there
was a side to the matter which was not comical,

¥ You howwid wuff bwutes " he exclaimed. I shall give you o feahful
thwashin’ for this howwid outwage!’’

“ Ha, ha, ha! Go home, Gussy. You wank cleaning. Go home!™

T shall thwash you feahfully! Come on, you howwid bwutes!”* .

Gussy cared nothing for the odds. He rushed at Frank Monk in fhé most
forocions way. Frank was probably not afraid of the fighting powers of the
swell of St. Jim’s, but he gave the streaming ink a wide berth. He dodged
the attack.

 Sorry 1 can’t stop now, Gussy.” he exclaimed. “I’ll lick you znother
night, Come on, kids, or we shall be late for calling-over.” :

“And the three Grammarians dashed off, laug‘hing o much that they could
_hardly keep going. D’Arcy made a movement to follow, but thought bebter
of it.” In an extremely disconsolate state of mind, he turned his steps to-
wards St. Jim’s.

He was disappointed and indignant, The thought of Tom Merry, Figgins,
Blake, and the rest, waiting to see him come ir, was not gratifying. If he
had roturned victorious it would have been different. But in his present
state——

But there was no help for it.

He strode on tp St. Jim’s, and came in sight of the gsiﬁe. The erowd of
boys there was bigger than when he had left. In the dusk he saw Mellish
and Pratt explaining to interested listeners how it was they had to run.

i< There were close on fifty of them,” said Mellish. ** Nearly the wholo
beastly Grammar School, you know, and we fell fairly into the trap. Wa
fought hard, but it was no good against so many. We had no chance from
the first; had we, Pratt?”

« Nobt a bit,” said Pratf. I knocked down four of them, but then I had
to cut it;. 1t was no good trying to stick it out, with the enemy four or five
to one.” .

«*\What a feahful whoppah!”’ exclaimed D’Arc indignantly, coming up
in time to hear the last veracious statement. °*There were only thwee of
them.””

““Hallo! Here’s the great red chief I’ howled Tom Merry, ¥ Look at his
complexion 1"

A deafening peal of laughter greeted Arthur Augustus.

Hia aspect was indeed udicrous. ~

His face was crimson, end so was his collar, and his besutiful walstcoat
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was stained with red ink, obliterating most of the original colours, which
Were numerous enough.

‘“* Ha, ha, ha !’

D’Arcy tried to make himself heard, but it was no use. The juniors
laughed till the tears streamed down their facea. Even his own followers,
who had so basely deserted him in the hands of the enemy, laughed as
loudly as any. N

The abﬁurgity of his appearance, and the fact that he had been drenched
with the very ink he had taken with him for the Gramsmarians’ benefit,
struck the Saints as extremely funny. .

D’Arcy glowered at them indignantly. . i

““Oh, my hat!"’ gasped Figgins, w1Fmg his eyes.  You’ll be the death
of me some day, Gussy, I know you will.”

Blake went off into a fresh roar.

“Oh, Guasy, Gussy! If you ouly knew how lovely you looked I"* |

““ Spare his blushes I”’ grinned Tom Merry. ‘I can’t quite tell the blushes
from the red ink. W'hiﬂi is which, Adolphus?’”

““Oh, don’t wot !’ growled Arthur Augustus., “I weally do not sec what
there is to laugh at.”’ -

““ Then you'd better geb a looking-glass.”

“1 have heen tweated wottenly. ere were only thwee of the Gwammah
cads, and if some of these funks had stood by me it would have gone off all
wight.” -

** But they wont off instead,”” grinned Blake.

““ Who are you calling funks?” demanded Mellish. *“*There were swarms
of the rotters, and T caﬁ on the others to bear me out.”

“ Heaps of "em,’” asseverated Pratt. ’* Why, that fellow Monk was calling
to 'em to come on, to get hold of us before we could escape.”

It was only a wuse.”

“ A wuse! IWhaﬂ: does he mean by a wuse?”’

““ A ruse,”” chuckled Tom Merry. ‘I suppose Monk pretended there were
a lot more Grammarians behind him, to scare you away—and he succoeded,””

“* Oh, that’s all rot! We shouldn’t be taken in like that, of coursc.”

““ Besides,”” said Blake gravely, ** Pratt knocked down four of them. We
have his own word for it. How could he knock down four out of three? It
can’t be done arithmetically.””

““That settles it,”” said If“iggins;- shaking his head.

It was a_feahful whoppah!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus indignanmtly.
“* Pwatt nevah knocked down anybody. He was knocked down himself, and
he jumped up and bolted. He never knew how many there were—he never
stop to sea.”

““ He’s_dreaming,” said Pratt uneasily. “They were in dozens, if not
scofreal. Itdou‘t want to exaggerate, but I should say there were fifty at the
very leaat.”’

““Yes, I can imagine Monk taking fifty chaps with him on a sprint in the
evening,” said Tom Merry solemnly. * 1t stands to reason he would.”

“ Oh, if you're going to rot, Tom Merr; '

“You are a beastly set of beastly fun!:s, that’s what you are!"” exclaimed
D’Arcy, looking round upon his unfortunate Co. ‘I have twied to lead you
toa glowious viclory, and you haven’t the couwage of mice. I am done with

ou. I wash my hands of you."

““ You'd better wash your face next,” sugghesteﬂ Mellish.

““I have done my best for the honah of the coll.,” said Arthur Augustus,
unheeding the interruption. ** But you chaps are not worth leadin’. %:m‘ve
got no pluck !

“ Here, draw it mild."”
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. *r T wefuse to deaw it mild. I am not afwaid to fell you the twuth. Youm
are a lot of funks, and you can find a new leadah. T wesign.”

*“ Oh, don’t do_that, éussy 12 implored Mellish.  Don’t be so cruel to us.
\What shall we do without our’ Gussy! Think again!” ) )

“1 wesign,’”’ repeated D’Arcy firmly. **You can do without me. You
o hb' to have backed me up. I have come back a perfectly widiculous
sight I

“ You’re right there, by George!” "

“* Beoause you funky wotters didn’t back me up! T’m done with you. I
wefuse to lead you any more. L wesign. As for the Gwammah cads, let
them wip.’” 3 5

And Arthur Augustus marched off in a state of great indignation.

Wherever ho appeared he was grected with shouts of laughter, until he
made his escape into a bath-room, and succeeded in getting some of the red
ink cleaned off.

“The great red chief hath spoken,” exclaimed Tom Merry solemnly.
*I)Arcy & Co, is dissolved, and you heroes won’t get any more frec feeds—
and serve you right !"
 And that unlucky expedition proved, in truth, the end of “D’Arcy & Co.””
Arthur Augustus had had enough of generalship for a time. ri

5 .

OHAPTER 14,
A Troublesoame Ce.

RTHUR AUGUSTUOS had resigned, and the “ Co.”” had come fo a
sudden end, but if D’Arcy was satisfied, the members of the Co. were
not. It is true that they were not at all anxious for any more

itions against the Grammar School; but they did not forget the
feast of victory which had been promised thom by their great leader. It had
apparently escaped D’Arcy’s memory, but there were plenty of anticipative
juniors to remind him. -

D’Arcy was not seen again that day. The task of cleaning off the red ink
was a long and painful one, and when it was finished he went to bed. But
when the rising-bell awoke the Fourth Formers the next morning, he was
immediately tackled u the important subject by Mellish and Walsh.

““ Going to be a fine a.§," Mellish remarked, as he sat up in bed and looked
towards the window. “° t the day for a feed in the open air.”

“* Ripping,”’ said Walsh. **Same old spot, I suppose, Gussy?"”

D’Arcy had one leg out of bed. He stopped and looked across at Walsh.

** Did you speak to me, deah boy?”’ ;
th"'ﬁes, rather! I said it would be the same old spot, I suppose, behind

e barn.”

“T weally do not quite compwehend the dwift of your wemarks, Walsh.
Ys anythin’ goin’ to happen behind the barn?’’

“Yea, I think so, else there will be a row,” said Walsh. “I think that
feed is going to happen, Gu.sug." . :

“* What feed, my deah fellahs?"’

* The feed you promised us if we followed you against the Grammar cads!”
}mw]a& Walsh, beginning to get excited. *‘*Don’t make out that you've

orgotten.”” :

“Come, Gussy, none of your rotting,”’ said Mellish. * You know per-
_feu}t:.ly well what we mean. Yomn undertook to stand a feed, and you know

e Yaas, wathah! If you followed me inst the Gwammah cads,’”’ said
D’Arcy warmly. ‘“Bat you didn’t. I followed you, as a mattah of faot)
aftah you had wun away.” -
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** That makes no difference.”

“*Yaas, it does, thah—a ﬁweat diff T'm not a mean ciap, and
I'd stand anybody a feed, but 1'm not goin’ to feed a lot of funks that wan
away and Ieﬂ; me in the hands of the ememy !’ exclaimed Arthur Augustus.
*It’s no good talkin’; I'm feahfully obstinate when I've made up tny mind,
and I've made it up on that point.” 3 )

““You’ll find that we can be fearfully obstinate, t0o,” said Mellish. *'T&
‘was ‘:agread that the feed was to come off whether we were victorions or
not.

““Of course it was!” exclaimed Walsh. *We shouldn’t have followed a
leader like Gussy on any other terms.”

Gussy turned red with indignation. :

“If you had backed me up we should have given those Gwammah cads a

feahful thwashin’,” he said. “I'm not goin’ to feed a lot of funks. I
despise you feahfully "

““Do you? Youwre going to stand that feed.”

D’Arcy waved his hand loftily. .

““ Don’t wowwy me, desh boy; I've made up my mind.” :

« Well, wgll see,” said Mellish—we’ll see what the Co. say about it.
If you try crawl out of that feed, Gassy, youw're in for a high old
time.’

‘T am not crawlin’ out of it,” said D’Arcy.. **I simply wefuse to stand
a foed to a set of beastly funks, that’s all.” .

And D’Arey proceeded to dress himself, with his usual care, and dismissed-
the matter from his !oftg mind.

But the Co. did not dismiss its they talked it over while they dressod,
and indignant glances were cast towards their great leader. They went down
to breakfast, and the matter was dropped for a time. But when the School
House met the New House fellows in the general class-room it was revived
again. *

gl’r:\tt leaned over hia desk to e];eak to the swell of St. Jim's, taking
advantage of the extreme short-sightedness of Mr. Lathom, the master of
the Fourth.
1 say, Guesy, is the feed fo be in the usual place?”
« There’s not going to be any feed, deah boy.’

““What! You haven’t forgottem, surely?” i

« ] haven’t forgotten how you wan away, and left me to be tweated with
pweat diswespect by the Grammah cadd,” said D’Arcy. “TI’m not goin’ to
focd n lot of fumks. I wegard you with extweme contempt.’

*“ You—you image! You tailor’s dummy! If you try to get out of that

feod-——

““ What did you addwess me as, Pwatt?”

“ A beastly silly tailor’s dummy,” said Pratt. AT

Arthur Augustus rcse to his feet.

“Pwatt, you will eithah withdwaw those wude and extwemely diswespect-
ful expwessions, or I shall have no alternative but to thwash you!"

Pratt looked alarmed. Mr. Lathom had his back turned, but he might
S0k round any moment.

“You ass! Sit down! You’re in the class-room now. Do you want to
get us both caned?”’ ‘he growled under his breath. * Sit down!"’

* I wefuse to sit down un.lcssgou withdwaw those wude wemarks. Othah-
wise&L shall thwash you,” said Arthur Augustus. ‘ Fway make up your
mand.

“You ass—you idietic chump! Leggo!”

D*Arcy reached mcross the desk and seized the New House junior.
* YVewy well, T will-—""
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“* Le| 1 gasped Pratt, in mortal terror lest Mr. Lathom should turn
his head. “ Cgh, ou're off your beastly rocker! I apologise.”
D’Arcy relaaaeg him,

“I am quite satisfied,” he said beamingly. *“That is all wight, Pwatt.””

The master of the Fourth Form glanced round.

“Who is that talking?’’

Arthur Augustus sat down rather hurriedly.

““ Who was that talking?”’ exclaimed the Form-master a§a'm,

“If you please, sir, it was I,” said D’Arcy. *“I was explainin’ somethin®
to Pwatt, sir.”

““ Then take fifty lines, D"Arcy.”

“ Certainly, deah boy—I mean sir!”

The subject of the feed was not mentioned again till the class was dis-
missed. But when the swell of St. Jim’s left the class-room he found him-
self followed out into the quad by a good-sized crowd.

The whole of his erstwhile followers were there, School House and New
House juniors alike, and they were all looking excited.

D’Arcy walked on haughtily, apparently not noticing them, till they made
a rush and surrounded him under one of the eold clms. \

““ Pway do not incommode me,”” said Arthur Augustus fx-i%idly. “I have
not the slightest desire to converse with you persons. You have disgwaced
the coll. and yourselves by showin’ the white feathah to the Gwamma cads,
and I have decided to dwop your acquainta) Pway welieve me of your
pwesence.” =

“We’ll relieve you!’” excla'}med the incensed Pratt. * You nearly got
me into a fearful row in the class-room.”

““That is all wight. Your apology was accepted. But I do not desire to
talk to you. I wegard you and all the west with gweat contempt.”

““Hark to the howling rotter!” exclaimed Mellish. ‘‘He wants a lesson,
and wants it bad! Now about that feed, Gussy.”

“I have alweady stated my decision in wegard to that.”

““You mean that it isn’t coming off?"’ ¢

“ Certainly not!"’ .

““Then we’ll }{;xat you tﬁrough it !”” exclaimed Mellish. * Collar him!**

* Pway stand back,” said D’Arcy. . ““I object to violence on pwinciple. I
should be sowwy to have to thwash you, Mellish——""

“* Collar the beast!’”

D’Arcy backed against the tree and put his fists up. But he was seized
by a dozen pairs of hands in a moment, and the indignant juniors jammed
him against the tree with a slam that took his breath away.

“ Now then,” said Mecllish determinedly, *“you're geing to give your
solemn word to stand that feed, or else we'll put you under the pump!™”

“1 wefuse to give my word.”

“ Bring him along, kids!™ 1

There was no dificulty about that. In the hands of so many, Arthur
Aungustus was quitcmi)owerloss. His struggles were not of the slightest
avail. He was hurried away from the quadrangle to the pump in the' yard
tIbl:fccz'a the stable, and a dozen hands held him under the gaping mouth of

¢ pump. .

]![é:'llixa]}j seized the handle. ; L

** Now then, Gussy, what about that feed?” ) Aty

““I wefuse to make terms with a set of beastly funksl!” 5

** Obstinate rotter! Hold him, you chaps, while I give him a showek[*

D’Arcy struggled frantically] but in vain. Mellish was working the
with fierce energy. A sudden gush of water came from the spout, and i
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holding him.

“‘ Here, look out, fathead!” yelled Pratt. ““ You've soaked my sleoves!”

““ Sorry,’” said Mellish, working away. ‘* You mustn’t mind a little wet.
Have you had enough, Adolphus Algernon?’’

“ Yaas, wathah!’’

“ Will Fou give in?"

" No! T distinctly wefuse to give in 1"

““Then you shall have some more, you obstinate mule !’

Gush—gush! came the water from the pump. D’Arcy was soaked to tho
skin, but as obstinate as ever. The other juniors came in for their sha-e
of t.];e water, too, D'Arcy’s frantic struggles dragging them under tho
spout. "

“Help!” yelled D'Arcy. * Wescue!”

He had caught sjg?t of & familiar face looking into the yard. Tom Morry

drenched Arthur Augustus and also the slecves of the juniors who were
hi.

came in, followed Manners and Lowther. After them came Blake and
arries.

“ Hallo !’ Blake exclaimed. *I wondered what all this awful row was
about. Are you chaps washing your captain? How curious?”

““My hat!” said Tom Merry. “ D’Arcy & Co. have done some funny
things, but ¥ never expected to seo the Co. washing him under a pump. Is
that one of the duties of the Co., Gussy?”’

‘“Help !”” spluttered D’Arcy. ‘° Wescue!"

““He doesn’t séem to be onjo; ing it,”” Manners remarked. “The Co.
must have mutinied. Poor old Gussy! Why don’t you come down heavy
on the giddy mutineers, Gussy?'’ L]

““Cower them with your glance,” suggleated Monty Lowther. ** Quell
them with the power nfyyuur eye, Gussy. I've heard of that being done.”

““Help! Wescue!”

A fresh gush of water from the pump cut off D’Arcy’s supplications, and
he choked and gasped and spluttered. Blake made a step forward.

‘* Here, I say, Mellish, that ywill do, you know! That’s enough.”

“ Mind your own business!” said Mellish. “He hasn't had enough yot
by half. T'll show him if we're going to be done out of a feed! Hold Lint
tight, kids !’

* ‘ Right-ho!’* said Pratt. **Soak the beast!”

Mellish worked away at the pump-handle. Blake ran towards him.

““X've told you he’s had enough, Mellish. Stop it!”

“ Sha’'n’t!”

““ Won’t you, by George!”

Blake's grip was on the back of Mellish's collar in a twinkle. With his
Lnuckles grinding into Mellish's neck, he dragged the emergetic pumper
away,

““ Leggo! Lemme alone!”

““Not just now,” said Blake. **Stand by me, you chaps.”

Herries was at his side in a moment, and he collared Pratt. The Tervible
Three, who thought that Gussy had had quite enough, ran to his aid at
once, and the Co. scattered like chaff before them. T ey had not been able
to face the Grammarians, so they were not of much use against the stoutest
fighting-men of St. Jim’s.

The Co. scattered, with the exception of Mellish and Pratt, who would have
been glad enough to scatter, too, had not Herries and Blake heid them in

. an iron grip.

““Hold the bwutes!” exclaimed D’Arcy. ““They have tweated me in a

‘most outwageous mannfih, nnd I wéally think they ought to be dwenched!”
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““Right-ho I said Blake heartily. ‘ What’s sauce for the goose is sauce
for the gander. Take the pump-handle, Gussy.”

D’Arcy worked away at the pump energetically.

The water gnshed out in a heavy stream.

*“ Your turn first, Mellish.” R

““Let me go!” yelled Mellish, squirming. **Let me go, you—you——
Gorrooh !’ .

The gush of the water over his head cut short his further remarks.

He was dragged away again, as limp as a wet rog, and Pratt was jerked
under the spout, and a gush of water drenched him from head to foot.

““Had enough?” asked Blake.

“Yes—yes! Let me go, hang you!”

““Have you had enough, too, Pratt?”

“ Yes, you beast !’

‘Do you think they have had enough, D’Arcy?"’

““ Certainly not!” said Arthur Augustus ;grompﬂy. “I weally do not
think they have had anythin’ like enough, deah boy !”’
** Well, say when!"” said Blake, shoving Mellish under the pump again.

““Hold on!" yelled Mellish. “* Gussy, I apologise!”

““ Al, that altahs the case!” beamed D’'Arcy. Soaked to the skin as he
was, he had not lost his Chesterfieldian politencss. “If the boundah
apologiges, Blake, I do not insist upon his furthah punishment.”

*“ Right-hoI"” said Blake. “ If you really consider he’s had enough—"

“ Yaas, wathah, if he apologises !’’

“I'm sorry,” gurgled Mellish—"*I'm awfully sorry !’

““ Are you awfully, feahfully sowwy?"’

““Yes, yes, yes! Leggo!” P

Blake released the unfortunate Mellish. D’Arey turned his eye upon
Pratt, screwing his monocle into it the better to survey him.

““ Are you goin’ to apologise, too, Pwatt?’”

““No, hang you, I'm not! I’ll see you further first!”*

“Pway dwag him undah the spout, Hewwies !’

““ Right-ho !"” said Herries. And Pratt was quickly under the pump again,

‘and D’Arcy worked away at the handle.

“Hold on!” yelled Pratt, as the water began to drip. * I've changed my
mind " D'Arcy ceased to pump. ‘‘I apologise !” said Pratt. *' I'm fear-
fully sorry! Let me go, you beast "

*“Let the boundah go, Hewwies. I accept his apology.”

Pratt and Mellish crawled out of the yard, looking liEc half-drowned rats.
Taggles, the school-porter, came out of the stable.

*“ Wot are you himps doing with that there pump? Get hout!"

Tom Merry shook his finger at the irate Taggles.

** Now, Taggles, don't be rude,”” he admonished. ‘“Don’t lose your ickle
temper. It’s bad for a man of your age, especially a man who ‘drinks as
much as you do.”

‘* Get hout!” roared Taggles. *‘Get hout of this yard!”

““Oh, wats!"" exclaimed D'Arcy. ‘* We wefuse to huwwy. You have no
wight to speak in that mannah, my good fellah. It is wulf and wude.”

“Tll report yer—I'll—"’

““I say, chaps,” exclaimed Tom Merry, looking round, *““let's shove old
Ta.gigd-lﬂf under the pump! A wash would do Eim all the good in the
world. ]

“ Good wheeze!"' exclaimed the juniors all together; and they made a
rush at Taggles. They did not mear to duck him, as a matter of fact, but
Taggles thought they did, and he dodged back into the stables in double-

qurck time. e was up the ladder into the loit in next to no time.
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““Come down, Taggles!’’ shouted Tom Merry ferociously.

““ You young himps! You brutes! I'll report yer!” *

* Look here,”” said Blake, “ we’'re not coming up there to fetck you. If
you want that wash you’'ll have to come down."

** You—you himp!

The juniors, %ruming, quitted the spot, and Taggles breathed ecasily
again. “Arthur Augustus made a bee-line for the School House to get a
change of clothes. The other juniors followed at a slower pace.

““We sha’n’t hear any more of D'Arcy & Co., I expect,” Tom Mcrry
remarked. ‘“ We shall have to come back to my original idea in the end.”

““What’s that?’’ asked Blake politely. 1 never knew you had any
original ideas.””

'om Merry laughed.

“I mean, Tom Merry & Co. is the only possible solution of the difficulty.’
T¢:R\1£l.|i'ch Blake and Herries responded with one voice:

“ Rats 7
dﬁ:dd Arthur Augustus, turning his head for a moment as he hurried onm,

“Yaas, wathah !**

a

CHAPTER 15,
A Peculiar Picnic, o

HE Co. did not vénture to tackle Arthur Augustus again. With
Study No. 6 and the Terrible Three against them, none of them
felt inclined to make the venture.

Arthur Augustus had the best of it, but, as a matter of fact, he
finished by conceding the disputed point. After school that day he met
g’r_att g: the gquadrangle, and l.JPmtb gave him a scowl worthy of a Sicilian

rigand.

‘gYa.h!” was his intelligent and polite greeting.

“My deah chap,” said D’Arcy, “ pway don’t bear malice! It’s awfully
bad form, you know. I have accepted your apology, and though X despise
you considewably, I don’t want to be bad fwiends with yow, weally. E.cb
bygonea be beastly bygones, you know.””

Yah! I might have known a School House cad wounldn't stand a feed !””
said Pratt, with a sniff of disdain. * You’re a mean beast!”’

““Eh?” said Arthur Augustus, startled. “*If you apply such oppwobwious
terms to me, Pwatt, T shall be compelled to thwash you!™

““ Mean beast!”’ said Pratt, preparing to dodge. ‘“Mean beast!"”

“ You are quite undah a wong impwession,” said D’Arcy, in a tone of
explanation. **I did not stand the feed simply as a punishment to all you
beastly funks for not standin’ by me as you ought to have done when we
tackled the Gwammawians.”

“Tell that to the Marines!” said Pratt.

“* Do you mean to imply, Pwatt, that you considah me a mean person?”*
asked Arthur Augustus, with great dignity.

““Yes, I do—rather!”

““Indeed! You are vewy wude and unjust,” said D’Arcy; ““and to
pwove it to you, I will stand the feed, aftah all.”

“ Honour?"’ asked Pratt.

“ Yaas, wathah!””

“Good! Then I'll tell the chaps.””

D’Arcg jumped intoc{:opularity again at a single bound. The Co., thongh
disaclved, rallied round him once more—or, at lcast, round the feed. They
offered to help him in the purchase of the prdviaions—asgi.st.iug with .advice,
and nnt.h:ing, of course, more valuable than that—and it was agreed that

I
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the feed should take the form of a picnic in the old castle on the ensuing
half-holiday.

““We'll get the grub at Mother Murphy’s in the village,” said Mellish,
““and we'l% all be with you, Gussy, and help you carry it. If we carry
some each, we’re hound to get enough.”

““ That's vewy good of you, Melli&."

““ Don’t mention it, dear boy! I like to be obliging.”

Arthur Augustus asked Blake and Herries to comne to the picnic, but they
were otherwise engaged for the afternoon. So were the Terrible Three.

The Co. were swollen in numbers when the time came. Many of them
had assumed the privilege of bringing a friend. Over thirty juniors pre-
pared to accompany Arthur Auguaﬁus to Rylcombe for the purchase of the
provisions. If they all carried something, as Mellish "had suggested, there
was certain to be enough to go round.

But D’Arcy, in the generosity of his heart, did not mind. In fact, there
was safety in numbers, for the party were certain to meet some Gram-
marians in the village. And they did, as a matter of fact. Monk, Lane,
and Carboy were in i[ot.hcr Murphy’s little shop when the horde of Saints
began to pour iz.

'he Grammarians looked ready for war when Gussy entered, but they
assumed a peaceable and absolutely dovelike expression when they saw the
number of his followers.

““Hallo!"” said Mellish, bold enough with so many at his back. **Here'a
the Grammar cads, and they haven't fm a gang with them this time.””

““We hadn’t a gang last time,” said Monk derisively. ‘° You were scared
at nothing. Gussy was the only one of you that showed an ounce of pluck.
No malice on either side, D’Arcy—eh, old boy? We really have a great
respect for you.”

“ Yaas, wathah!”’ said Arthur Augustus. *‘You acted in a vewy wuff
and wude mannah. But, weally, you are such feahful boundahs, that it
isn’t fair to blame you, you know.”

Monk breathed hard for a moment. -Lanc tapped him on the arm. It
was no time for a row, with a crowd of the Saints against them. The
Grammar School trie moved towards the door.

They would probably not have escaped unhandled if the Saints had not
been fully occupied with the thought of the picnic. They left the shop,
but they did not go far. They remained near the door, to discover if they
could overhear what was in the wind. The carcless talk of the St. Jim's
juniors soon enlightened them.

Monk’s eyes began to gieam,

‘A picnic at the ruined castle, kids!”’ he whispered. ‘Do you hear?'”

Lane and Carboy nodded eagexrly. The same thought had flashed into
three minds at once.

“This is where we come in!”’ said Carboy emphatically. '

““ What ho!” remarked Lame. * That’s just what I was thinking. We
could get a crowd of the chaps together by the time theyfet to the castle.
D‘;Arcy seems to be making a fearful lot of purchascs, and taking his time
about it.””

“ Come on!" said Frank Monk concisely. “ We’re on this!*”

And the three Grammarians melted awny. .

Meanwhile D’Arcy was busy in the tuck-shop, delighting the heart of
Mother Murphy and t!m heart of his companions with the extent of his

urchases. e was °' blueing a fivah’” he had lately received from his
“governah,” and spendinf it like a prince. ¢ %

hen the picnickers at last left the tuckﬂhog most of them had something
to cafry, and they took the path to the ruined castle in high spirits.
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It was a warm afternoon for the time of the year, and the ruined castlo
was a very pleasant spot under the autumn sun. The picnickers disposed
themselves among the masses of broken masonry, which served as chairs and
tables. The gooﬁ- things were spread out in enticing array.

D’Arcy beamed upon his company. He was in high good-humour, in
spite of the delinquencies of his refractory Co. Good-humour reigned on
all sides, for it was in truth a ““spread’ such as was seldom seen by the
juniors of 8t. Jim’s.

“ Fall to, kids!” said Arthur Augustus. “I weally think there is enough
to go wound. Pway fall to and do your best, deah boys!™

““You can trust us,” said Mellish. *‘ Here goes!”

““ Rather !”” agreed Pratt. ““ You’re a good little ass, Gussy. This is
ri;g)ing! Who says pie?’”

good many said pie. The feast commenced gaily enough. Engrossed
by their important occupation, the juniors did not notice a head that rose
above a fragment of ancient wall, and remained there regarding them for
some moments.

Then it ducked down out of sight.

““They're at it!” Frank Mounk whispered t¢ his companions. ** Feeding
away like a lot of pigs. They haven’t the faintest idea that Nemesis is on
the track.”

““ There's a surprise in store for those merchants,” murmured Carboy.
““ We are two-score; and they’re not much class as fighters, anyway, from
our experience of them.”

“That’s so. No need to lose time,”” Lane remarked. *““We don’t want
to have half the loot gone by the time we capture it.””

““ Certainly not! Are you all ready?’’

““Yes,” came a whisper from the crowd of Grammarians who had willingly
followed the three to the raid.

““ Then come on!”

Frank Monk sprang into the ruined gateway of the old csstle and rushed
upon the picnickers. His followers were after him in a twinkling.

D’Arcy jl:unped up in alarm.

““ Dangah I’" he shouted. ‘“ Buck up, Saints! Dangah!”

The Saints were on their feet in a moment; but they had no time to
prepare for the charge. The rush of the Grammarians simply bowled them
over and scattered they right and left.

““ Sock it to 'em!” shouted Frank Monk.

The picnickers were outnumbered. Few of them stood their ground. In
a couple of minutes they were all running hard in various directions, and
the Grammarians were left in almost undisputed possession of the picnic.

Not. quite undisputed, for the blood of all the I;J'Am s was boiling in the
veins of Arthur Augustus, and he stood his ground and fought like a
Trojan.

Nfonk and Carboy gripped him and sat him down upon a chunk of masonry
and held him there, and the victorious Grammarians gathered round them.

. “* Licked !"” said Curbﬂxy, with great satisfaction. ‘‘Licked hollow !’
“My hat! What a ripping feed!” ejaculated Lane.
o at are you going to do with that thing, Monk?” asked another.

}2? don’t you let it run after the rest?”’

““He won't run,”” said Monk,dgrinning.
*“ Yaas, wathah not!"” exclaimed Arthur Augustus, struggli in the grip
of his captors. **I wefuse to.wun—I distinctly wefuse to wun !’

““Ha, ha, ha! Duck him in the pool yonder!™

“ Shove him down into the vaults!™
- “ Pour some of ‘this red-currant wine down his neck!”




’

BY MARTIN CLIFFORD. . 69

“ Plaster him with jam-tarts!” i ;

These and other hilarious suggestions were made for the disposal of
‘Arthur Augustus. The swell of St. Jim’s struggled hard, but in vain.

“ Now, look here, Gussy,” said Frank Monk, * we'll make it pax, if you
liko, and you shall be invited.to the picnic. Xow is that for high?”

“* Why, you wuffian, it's my picnic!”

“No, it isn’t; it's ours now,” grinned Monk—‘‘ours by right of con-
(quest. We've raided this Picnic, and it belongs to us.”

* But, weally, I pwotest ! said Arthur Augustus. I weally—

“ My dear a};, ali’s fair in war. But I mean what I say. Those chaps
have run off and left you in the lurch. We'll invite you to our picnic.”

“1 wefuse—I weally uttahly wefuse i

““ Very well. Stamp on his eyeglass, Lane, and you, Carboy, pour {bat
bottle of wine over his waistcoat !™

“Stop!” shricked Arthur Augustus, in an agony of terror. * Stop! I
agwee. Pax!™”

““Ha, ha, ha! Hold on, kids! You make it pax, Gussy?”’

““ Yaas, wathah!™

“Right-ho! Now be a good fellow and join us in the feed,” said Monk.

D’Arcy roso and smoothed his ruffied clothes. He was never annoyed for
long, and he was so relieved at the escape of his monocle from destruction
that he was soon beaming in the most good-tempered way in the world upon
the Grammarians. ;

*“ Vewy well,”” he said. “*I certainly do not mind feedin’ with you, deah
boys, pwovided that you tweat me wit{ pwopah wespect.”’

donk winked at his chums. ,

““We’ll do that,”” he said. “* Anybody discovered tweating you with dis-
wospect will be instantly given the giddy kfbor-ih."

“Upon my head be it,” said Lane solemnly.

“Vewy good. I will join mu with gweat pleasuah, deah boys!™

** But, I say,’” said Frank Monk, ‘“that’s only a joke about the picnic—
tho stuff’s yours, and we’re not going to touch it, you know."”

T'Arcy screwed his glass into his eye and beamed upon them.

““Yaas, you are,”” he said. It was a fair capchah. Besides, I invite
you all to the feed. There’s no weason why we shouldn’t be good fwiends
as well g8 deadly enemies, is fhere? You have invited me, and one good
‘turn deserves anothah, so I invite you. Sit down, deah boys, and make
vourselves quite comfy."”

And so the swell of St. Jim’s and the crowd of Grammarians sat down to
the picnic, and had a really jolly time together. D’Arcy, upon reflection,
was rather amused to think that the feed had been missed by his faint-
heut?d Co., after all, and he got on very well with his rivals of the Grammar
School.

They toasted the founder of the feast in currant wine, and D’Arey was
called upon for a speech. That was the line in which D’Arcy came out
strong, and he was upon his feet in a moment.

“It is with gweat pleasuah that I acknowledge this toast,”” he said.
“ This is weally the pwoudest moment of my life, suwwounded hy fwiends
and enemics—I mean, by fwicnds and well-wishers. Of course, you Gwammah
fellahs are a lot of feahful boundahs—-"

“Order! Order!”

“Take that back.”

** Do you want to be boiled in oil?”*

“* Apologise !"”

* Yaas, wathah! I apologise and withdwaw the wemark,” said D’Arcy.

s

§
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* It was simply a slip of the tongue. Pway pardon meé, I did not mean to
say what I weally thought—"",

““ Order ! ;

I mean, I do not wish to twead on the corns of any gentleman pwesent,”
said Arthur Augustus. *Pway do not let us bweak up the harmony of this
meetin’. I am pwoud to know you all, and I hope this will not be the last
occasion upon which we shall meet wound this festive board. Gexntlemen, I
drink to the Gwammah School and the cads—I mean, the kids who belong
to it.”” .

“ Bravo !”

The feed was a great success. When all was over, the Grammarians
escorted Arthur Augustus as far as Rylcombe Lane in a body, and there,
before they parted with him, they all insisted upon shaking hands with
him, .

And as everyone gave him a really hearty grip, with malice aforethought,
D'Arcy’s arm was feeling a little fired when he reached the last of forty
handshakes. .

“* Good-bye, deah boys!” said Arthur Augustus, rather relieved when the
ordeal was over. *‘ Be good!”

And he turned his face to St. Jim’s, and the Grammarians went their way.
Blake and Herries met D’Arcy in the lane. .

““ Hallo, here he is!’ exclaimed Blake. ‘I've just heard from Mellish
that the Grammarians had captured you, Aubrey, and we were coming to

. look for you.”

““ He doesn’t look hurt much,” Herries remarked.

“I have had a wippin’ time,” said D’Arey. * The Gwammah cads are
not so bad, and I've gxa.d a weally nice picnic with them. We made it pax
for the afterncon. Blake, old chap, I'm not goin’ to do any more of this
leadin’ business. The Co. do not tweat me with sufficient wespect. I have
wesigned, and I mean it, and that’s the last feed I am goin’ to stand.”

And D’Arcy kept his word.

CHAPTER 16.
In Peril of His Life.

. ERRY 1 : ot i .
Tom Merry was strolling down towards the river when he heard
his name called. He locked round. Sefton, a Sixth Former of
the New House, was coming towards him. He had an car under

his arm.
“Hallo "’ said Tom Merry coolly.
¥ want you, Merry. Come along!"
Tom eyed him cautiously, but did not make any movement to " come
- along *’ as requested. d S
Sefton was not a popular character. He was the bully of the New Hoube.
Once he had been the close chum of James Monteith, the head prefect of the
New House, and the two had been on terms of deadly enmity with the
juniors. Monteith had latterly turned over a new leaf, and was becoming—
as Tom Merry put i uite decent. But Sefton was a cad ““ from start to
finish,” to borrow.another expression from Tom. He was a bully in his
own house, and he frequently extended his favours to the School House
youngsters. The more timid of them submitted quietly to the hectoring of
a Sixth Former, but Tom Merry had never been accused of being timid b;
_his worst enemy. He was about the last fellow in the world to be bullied,
eﬁpeciallyhlsz a senior belon inito the rival house.
_ Sefton had old causes of dislike for Tom Merry. There was a gleam in his
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~ ¥ .
eyes now as hg looked at the junior which boded no good to Tom if he
owed & disinclination to obey.

“ Are you coming, Merryf’

““That depends,” said Tom cheerfully. “If you want me.to come down
to the tuck-shop and have a feed at your expense, Sefty, I'm your man.”’

The Sixth Former scowled.

“You had better not work off any of your little jokes on me, Merry. I'm
not Kildare, you know, and I'm not ineﬁned to stand any of your cheek.”

“No, I know i1;0%1’1'9 not Kildare,”” assented Tom.  You wouldn't pass for
an apology for him in the dark, Sefton.””

The New House senior scowled savagely.

“1 want you, Merry. Are you coming?’’

“ What do you want me for?”’

“T'm going up the river. I want you to steer. Come along at once, or
T'll give you a hiding you’ll remember for a long time to come.”

Tom Merry’s eyes flashed rebellionsly.

A senior of one house had no right to fag the juniors of the other house,
that was an unwritten but well-understood law at St. Jim’s.

But Tom was an obliging fellow, and he would have done what was wanted
if he had been asked civilly, without standing upon his rights.

But the bullying tone of Sefton was more than enough to put his back up.

“I'm waiting for you, Merry,”” said Sefton, in an ominous tone.

“You can go on waiting,’”’ retorted Tom Merry. * You know perfectly
well that you have no right to fag a School House boy.”

“ Are you going to start teaching a Sixth Former what he may and may
not do?”’ asked Sefton, with a dangerous look in his eyes.

“ Well, you could do with a lesson,”” said Tom, keeping a waty eye upon
him as he came closer. ** You are a fearful cad, Sefton, and you have been
asking for a hiding for a long time. If I were in the Sixth Form I would
give you the one you want.

“You young hound !’ ?

Sefton dropped the oar and made a rush for the junior. Tom Merry
promptly dodged, and the angry senior chased him round the bcathouse.

Tom was the best sprinter in the Shell, and though a junior, of course,
would under ordinary circumstances have had no chance against a senior,
Sefton was in'such poor conditiom that he was, in fact, at a disadvantage.

Tom vanished round the boathouse, the savage senior panting after him
in vain, and when Sefton stopped to pufi for breath, Tom Merry was at a
considerable distance from the spot. Sefton stood breathing hard.. Secret
smoking in his study had sapped his wind away, and a short run left him
gasping like a grampus.

“«“The—the little beast I’ he snarled. *° T'lIl make him smart for that yet.””

It was clearly of no use to pursne Tom Merry further. Sefton turned
savagely back towards the river, looking out for some other fag.

__From his natural bullying_instincts, he would have preferred a School
House boy, and as it happened one was standing on the plank landing-stage,
with his hands in his pockets, looking out to the river, He had an eyeglass
serewed into his eye, and his waistcoat was of all the hues of a particularly
gorgeous tainbow, and so Sefton did not need telling that it was Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy.

4 e strode towards the junior.

“ Here, D'Arcy.” ;

Arthur Augusius looked round. He screwed his monocle tighter into his
eye and regarded Sefton with an inquiring stare. ' .

“ Y‘ans.' eah boy. What can I do for you?™
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“ You'can come and steer my boat for me,"” said Sefton grimly. “ That'’s
the one. Jump in!”

D’Arcy shook his head. o . 4

“T am extwemely sowwy, Sefton, but it is quite imposs.

“ What do you mean? Jump in#”’ i

«I am not atfired in suitable garb for the wivah,” explained D’Arey.
“ If you will wait about half an hour, deah boy, I will wun up to the School
Touse and change my clothes. I should be vewy willin’ to oblige you, but
I could not weally go on the wivah in these clothes.”

“ Really?”’ said Sefton. *‘ That’s a pity, because you've got to; you see.””

“ Not at all,”’ explained D’Arcy patiently. *°You see, you have no wight
to fag School House juniahs, and it wests with me entirely whethah I go
or not.”

““Does it?’ grinned Sefton. _*“ This looks like it, doesn’t it2"

And he gripped D’Arcy by the collar and swung him into the boat.

The boat naturally rocked violeutlﬁ, and D'Arcy measured his length in i,
hurting himself considerably by the hard contact with the thwarts.

He scrambled up in a state of great indignation. .

“You howwid boundah!” he shouted. * How dare you tweat me with
such extweme wudeness? You have no wight to fag a School House chap,
and undah the cires. I quite wefuse to steer for you. Undahstand that, my
deah fellah; I uttahly wefuse.”

Sefton followed him intothe boat.

“ &it down and take the lines,” he said roughly.

<1 wefuse! I distinctly wefuse to do anythin” of the sort.”

The New House senior shoved him into the seat with a violence that gave
D’Arcy a big ache where he hit the wood, and then pushed off.

Arthur Augustus jumped up like a jack-in-the-box, but the water was
widening between thie boat and the landing-place, and landing again was
impossible.

Sefton gave him an ill-natured grin.

“Do as you're told, my lad, or it will be the worse for you.”

T uttahly wefuse to do as I am told,” said D’Arcy. ** Yon have tweated
me with diswespect, and I wegard 'you with uttah contempt.”

“ Take the lines, you {oung fool! Do you hear?”

“ Yaas, I hear, but I wefuse to do anythin’ of the sort. You have no
wight to fag a School House chap, and I wefuse to be fagged. Yaas,
wathah !I”*

Sefton drew in one of his oars, and gave D’Arcy a crack across the shonlder
with it. The swell of St. Jim’s uttered a terrific yell.

“ You howwid beast! You have hurt me.”

“How singular !’ grinned Sefton. * Strange to say, I intended to hurt
you, and I’ll hurt you again if you don’t take the lines and steer.”

. *“1 wegard you as an absolute wuffian I””

“ Are you going to do as I tell you?”* shouted Sefton savagely. The oar
rose into the air again, and D’Arcy, whose shoulder was aching badly, made
haste to take the lines.

* That's better,” grinned Sefton, * Keep steady, you young ass! I've
gotsthis oar ready to give you further instructions. You'il finu that T can
keep you in order, young shaver.”

T wefuse to be chawactewised as a young shavah. You are a feahful
beast, and I warn you that if I steer your beastly boat I shall wun you into
the beastly bank.’

L 1:uu’d better,” said Sefton, ‘“if you want your neck broken. Not other-
wise.”
“I’m not the kind of fellah to be bullied by a beastly boundah like you,™
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said D’Arcy.” I despise you feahfully. You are simply no class. I demand
to be put ashore at once.’””

““Ha, ha! You can go on demanding. Blessed if you’re not as funny as
a Punch-and-Judy show. I'll always have you out with me, I think. It's a
cheap entertainment ; Tunny without being vulgar,” grinned Sefton.

Arthur Augustus gave him a withering look.

It was evident that his contempt was absolutely without effect upon the
hardened Sefton. The New House senior was pulling up the river now, and
the boat was Fli&ing alon,E through what was known as the Deep Reach.
Here the Ryll was of unknown depth, and the spot was regarded as a
dangerous one for a swimmer, as it certainly was for any swimmer who had
not plenty of strength and nerve.

D’Arcy thought nothing of that. His dignity had been outraged, and he
was detérmined that he would not steer the bully’s boat, come what might.
T’Arcy could be fearfully obstinate when he chose. He chose now.

He was looking out for a chance to capsize the boat, and the thought of
danger had not crossed his mind. He was conscious only of his offended
dignity. And the chance came. The boat was passing the little isle where
the Saints often picnicked, and Arthur Augustus, with a gleam in his eye,
steered right for the bank. Sefton did not notice what he was doing till the
boat went with a crash against the trunk of a fallen tree that lay half in
the water, and capsized instantly.

The senior gave a shout of rage, which was choked by the water as it
swamped over him. He made a desperate clutch at the tree-trunk, and
caught a ragged branch, and dragged himself out of the water.

Then he glared round vengefully for D'Arcy.

But the swell of the School House was not ashore with him. The boat
waa floating away bottom upwards, and Sefton expected to see P’Arcy cling-
ing‘to it—but he was not! v

he hulli turned pale, as the thought crossed his mind that D’Arcy might
be under the deep waters.

“D’Arcy!” he shouted. “D’Arey!"”

There was a faint ery from the river.

“ Help "'

Sefton gave a gasp. Away down on the river was a dark spot, and he
knew that it was the head of Arthur Augustus. A hand was flung up into
the air, and then both hand and head disappeared beneath the rushing
waters.

“ My Heaven !"* stammered Sefton, white as death. ‘ He will be drowned!
I—I cannot save him!”’ .

The bully had not the pluck to make the attempt.

The water was deep, the current swift and strong. D’Arcy, being in the
stern of the capsized boat, had not been able to get a hold upon anything,
and the swift current had given him no time. He had been swept away in
a mu}ll:?ent, and he was already a score of yards from the island wgleu Sefton
saw nmm.

The bully watched in agony for the head of the hapless lad.

It came 1p again. D’Arcy could swim, though he was not a good swimmer,
But in a deep river and a swift current he was lost. His struggles were
fen‘tx.'i?‘[;lthe current was sweeping him away to his doom, -

elp!”

Fainter sounded the ery of the swell of St. Jim's,
““Buck up! I am coming!"’
It was a shout from the bank of the river,
The voice of Tom Merr{urang over the wide waters, bringing néw Hope t6
the heart of the sinking lad,
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CHAPTER 17,
Tom Merry t6 the Rescue.
OM MERRY stood on the high, grassy bank, his eyes fixed upon the
lad as he was swept down by the rushing water. :
Tom’s face was pale, his lips set. i 3
Well he knew the peril of a leap into that deep, rushing stream,
but not for an instant did he hesitate.

His hands went up and struck together over his head, and he dived from
the high bank into the stream, an in o moment was being whirled away
by the current.

But as he was carried away, he struck out strongly, and by a slanting line
reached the middle of the river, so as to be in the path of Arthur Augustus.

There, as he struggled against the rush of the water, D’Arcy was swept
down to him, and he clutched at the half-unconscious boy as he came by.

His grasp closed upon D’Arcy’s collar, and remained fixed there.

Then both went whirling away, but D’Arcy’s head was above the water
now, held there by Tom Merry’s firm grip upon the back of his collar. -~

With his free hand Tom struck out, striving to reach the bank again.

But that was not so easy. ’

Twice he came close to the land, and dragged at the roots there, and was
swept away before he could get a hold.

D'Arcy was not quite unconscious, and would have gone down like a stone
had Tom Merry released him. But that he had no thought of doing. If
eitier sank, both would go—it was sink or swim together. i

Down the stream they went, towards the boathouse of St, Jim’s. Would
there be help there? Tom Merry despairingly wondered.

For he knew now that he could not get D*Arcy ashore unaided.

Himself he could have saved, but both—never! Was there help to be had?
He_was fatigued with the struggle, dragged down by D’Arey’s weight, sick
andpdizzy with the rush and swirl of the waters. ow long could he hold
out?

He sent forth a shout for help as he came near the plank landing-stage—a '
faint and feeble shout, but all he had the strength to utter.

To his joy, it was replied to.

“Hallo! What's up? Good heavens!”

It was Blake’s voice from the planks. e v

Tn a twinkling Blake had flung off his cap and jacket, and was in the
water, swimming out towards the two with powerful strokes.

e was almost as good a swimmer as Tom Merry, and as Tom came abreast
of the plank-stage, Blake reached him, and laid hold of Augustus.

Herries had stared after Blake for a moment in amazement, and then he
5prnu§ into & boat that lay rocking by the edge of the planks, and pushed off
with frantic haste. | s

The boat went whirling out into the stream, and Herries grasped the oars
and pulled as if for his life. Blake’s timely assistance relieved Tom Merry
of D’Arcy’s weight, and none too soon.

“ Get fo the boat!” panted Blake.

The hero of the Shell obeyed. With his last ounce of strength he struck
out for the boat, and reached it, and took a grip on the gunwale. There he
hung, too far spent to be able to drag himself over the. side.

Blake was keeping D’Arcy up, and striving to escape being borne awa;
by the current. The water was not so swift here, and he succeeded, n.ng
Hzlalrries reached out with a boat-hook and inserted it in the back of his
collar,

“ Gr-r-r-r!"* came in a muffled tone from Blake.

< It's all right I’ shouted Herries. **I've got you!”
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“ I know you have, fathead !’ -

Herries drew him nearer and gripped him by the shoulder. Blake hung |
on to the boat, and Herries dragged the insensible D’Arcy in.

“ You’ve punctured me in the_ back of the neck, you image!” growled
Blake. * Where's Tom Merry? Help him in. Ican manage.’”,

Herries laid Arthur Augustus on the thwarts, and then seized Tom Merry,
and dragged him over the gunwale. Then he hel d Blake in.

Tom Merry lay and gasped like a newly-lande fish.

“ My hat!" That was a narrow shave, ¢ haps.””

“ It was,”” said Blake. * Did you go in for Gussy?” .

“Yes, some distance up the river. I saw him in the water. Blessed if I
know how he got there. He was right out in the stream.”

““ Give us an oar, Herries.”

Herries and Blake pulled the boat shoreward. There was quite a _crowd
on the landing-stage now—the adventure had been scen by scores of eyes.
A dozen willing hands bore D’Arcy from the boat as it was brought in and
made fast.

“Up to the school with him !* said Blake. **Off you go!”’

And the lads started at a run for the school, bearing the insensible lad in
their arms. Tom Merry sank upon a bench, and breathed hard.

< Better come up and get your things changed,” said Blake. “Lean on
my arm. I say, Merry, you've saved old Gussy’s ife.””

1 think you saved both of us,” said Tom.

¢ Possibly. But I ran no risk, that’s nothing. I sha'n’t forget this, old
kid; and GuasF won’t, either. Come up te the school.”

Tom Merry leaned heavily upon Blake’s arm as he went up fo St. Jim’s.
Half-wgy to the gates Monty Lowther and Manners met them, and they
marched Tom off at once to the Shell dormitory to change his clgthes. Blake
was soon changed himself, and he went to inquire after Arthur Augustus,

The swell of St. Jim’s had been placed in the school hospital, and put to
bad immediately, and Dr. Short had been tele honed for. The boy had
already recovered consciousness, however, and Blake was allowed to speak
to him.

Arthur Augustus was looking rather white and worn as Blake came to
his bedside. ut_he nodded to his chum cheerfully enough.

“1 say, old chap, I think I've weally had a beastly nawwow escape,’” he
remarked. 1 should have been drowned if Tom Mewwy hadn’t dwagged
me out.

“T expect you would,” said Blake. “T'm jolly glad things have ended
so well, Gussy, old dear. By Jove! it was a narrow squeak for you, and for
Tom Merry, too.”” .

* Did he wun vewy much wisk?"*

“He came pretty near getting drowned himself,” said Blake. °'He's
got the pluck of ten, that chap has; dnd you owe him your life, Gussy.”

I shall expwess my gwatitude with gweat pleasuah,’”’ said D’Arcy. ** He
is weally a decent fellah, you know; and it was véwy kind of him to jump
into the wival to save me without stoppin’ to think of his clothes.”

““Ha, ha, ha!””

“ He must have spoiled his clothes,”” said D'Arey. It is not evewybody
who would do as much. I don’t know whethah I could make such a sacwifice.
T hope I should, of course, but I weally hope T shall never be put to such a -
tewwible test.”’ : Iy 2

_*“Let’s hope not, Gussy. But I say, how on earth did you get into the:
river? Were you tryin%m learn swimming with your clothes on?"”

““ Nonsense, Blake! You speak as if you considahed me a feahful ass!”

“«“Well, I do—I mean, how did you get iato the water; then?"’



76 . TOM MERRY AND CO.

“I was with Sefton in the boat, and it wan into the island and capsized.™

*“ Well, he must have heen a clumsy owl,” exclaimed Blake, in disgust.

““It was my fault,” said Arthur Augluatus chéerfully. °*You see, deah
boy, he had made me fag for him when I did not desire to do so, and I am
not a chap to be bullied by any wuffian like that, so I wan the boat into the
beastly bank on purpose.” .

““ Well, you're a congh-drop,”” said Blake. *“ You might both have been
drowned.””

** Yaas, wathah! But T didn’t think of that.”

“But I say, where's Sefton?”’ exclaimed Blake, in sudden alarm. " 1Is

*“ He is on the island. T saw him waving his arms as I was cawwied away
by the beastly cuwwent,” said Arthur Augustus.

Blale drew a breath of relief.

“That’s good. So he’s on the island. But where’s the boat?”*

‘I think it floated away on the beastly wivah.””

“Ha, ha, ha! Then Sefton’s wrecked on an uninhabited island, like a
giddy Robinson Crusoe,’” exclaimed Blake. * If the boat’s gone he won't
be able to get off. He’s not the chap to try to swim the river in the Deep
Reach. He’ll stick there till he’s fetched off.””

““Yaas, wathah! You had bettah tell some of the fellahs.” .

“Catch me! Fefton is a beastly bully, and he has endangered your life.
He can wait on the island for a bit, as a punishment,” said %iake.

**Ha, ha, ha! Serve him wight,” agreed D’Arcy. “ He's .a beastly
boundah. Of course, T can’t say anythin’ against him to Mr. Wailton when
he wants to know how I came to be in the watah. But he ought to be
punished.”

Blake’s eyes sparkled with fun.

““'We’ll punish him, Gussy. He shall stick on there till late to-night, and
then we’ll fetch him off. If he docsn’t turn up there will be a search. and
we’ll join in it. Deon’t say a word, and it willI;Je ripping fun.””

And D’Arcy promised that he would not. And when the house master
came to speak to him, to learn the cause of the catastrople, not a word con-
cerning Sefton passed D’Arcy’s lips.

CHAPTER 18, -
Tom Merry and Co.

ALLING-OVER came, and there was one name on the roll. that was
not answered to Mr. Ratcliff. The master of the New House was
taking call-over, and he lifted his head and repeated the name which
had elicited no reply. 5

“ Sefton I"*

Still no answer. Mr. Ratcliff’s brows contracted slightly.

** Sefton I

Silence! Sefton’s place in the ranks of the Sixth was emptg, and his Form-
fellows were looking at each other dubiously. Where was Sefton? He was
probably the worst-conducted boy in the New House, but he was always
careful to keep his delinquencies out of sight, and it was a very unusual
circumstance for him to be late for call-over. Y

“Is Sefton present?’’

- *“ No, sir,”” said Kildare, the captain of St. Jim’s. **He hasn't tarned
up, sir.””

Vi well.”

Mr. Batcliff marked- the name down as absent, and went on with the roll.
There were no others missing, even D’Arcy answering to his name when the
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Fourth Form were called over. The swell of St. Jim’s was almost himsell
again now—a little pale, but otherwise no worse for his adventure.

The boys were dismissed to their houses, and Blake, Herries, and D*Arcy
went into their study. Blake was in high glee. :

“ There’s bound to be a search, and we shall have a little run,” he said.
“ We shall be the ones to discover Sefton and bring him home, as we know
where he is. But, I say, kids, I'’ve got something important to speak
about.”

*“ Go ahead!” said Herries tersely.

*“Yaas, wathah I’ said Arthur Augustus. °° Pway go on, deah 'hoq!"

“It’s about what Tom Merry did to-day. He saved Gussy’s life.”

‘“ Yaas, wathah!™

* Of course, Gussy isn’t either much use or much ornament,”’ said Blake.
* But it was plucky of Tom Merry, and he’s a fine fellow. After what he’d
done for one of us, I don’t think it would be good form to stick out against
his idea, you know.”

< Just what I was thinkin’,’” said Arthur Augustus, with a nod. ** Aftah
his weally bwave action, I think we ought to be willin” to weward him hy
joinin’ Tom Mewwy & Co.””

“Well, I don’t mind,”” said Herries, after a pause. “It’s a fact that we
ought to be united against the Grammar cads, and it’s pretty Plain that
the Terrible Three won’t follow our lead. If the mountain won't come to
Mahomet, you know, Mahomet has to buzz off to the mountain. We’'ll
follow Tom Merry’s lead.”

“I'm glad you think as I do,” said Blake, with a nod. “°I think we'd
better go and tell him what we’ve decided upon.”

““ Yaas, wathah! I will explain to him,” said D’Arey. ‘‘ You can leave
it to me, deah boys. I'm the last fellah in the world to put myself forward
in any way, but a mattah of this kind wequires tact and judgment. You
can safely leave it in_my hands.””

“ Qh, rats!”’ said Blake, ““I don’t care. Come on!"

“ Wait a moment, deah boys! T must get my eye, lasgg.’” '

-And with his monocle satisfactorily ad%ust » Arthur Augustus accom-
panied his chums to the study of the chums of the Shell.

Tom Merry looked rather surprised when they came in. The Terrible
Three werer{ruaily at work with their preparation, but Tom pushed’ his
books nside with his usual politeness.

“ Hallo!"”” he said. *“Come in! No rows, you know. We’re busy.”

“We haven’t come to make a wow,” saig D’Arcy. ““ Aftah what has
happened this aftahnoon, you must think us extwemely ungwateful if you
imagine us capable of makin’ a wow now, Tom Mewwy.”

Tom Me; aughed.

““ Well, what’s the trouble? Go ahead!”

“In_the first gb:ce, 1 wish to expwess my extweme gwatitude for your
vewy bwave conduct. You jumped into the watah to save me, without
stoppin’ to think of the wisk of bein’ dwowned and of spoilin’ your clothes.
T wegard you with gweat wespect.”

“ My dear Gussy, I conldn’t let you sink, you know. What would St.
Jim’s be like without its champion ass?’’ asked Tom Merry.

“ Oh, weally, Tom Mewwy, that is a wude wemark, and nundah the cires
it is imposs for me to thwash you,” said D’Arcy. * Pway do not pwovoke
me! Huvin’ expwessed my gwatitude to you, there is anothah matfah I
wish to Bpeak about, upon which all thwee of us are agweed.”

““That's so,”” said Blake.

““ We are willin® to join Tom Meww; & Co.,”” said Arthur Augustus beam-
ingly. ““You fellahs can’t do anythin' by yourselves, you know, but with
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us to back you up, there is no weason why we shouldn’t put the Gwammah
cads in their place.”” :

{*Oh, that’s rot!” said Tom Merry. ** You surely don’t think I want to
take any ndvnntn$e'of having pulled you out of the watér, D’Arcy?"

““ Cerfainly not! But, all the same, we want to join the Co. against the
Gwammawians. We are all agweed upon that point.”’ .

Tom Merry looked inguiringly at Blake and Herries.

““ That’s how the matter stands,” said Blake, ** We're wil]ing to come
into the Co. if you want us to. I expect Figging will follow on.”

““ Well, if you’ve thought it over,” said ‘:ﬁom Merry, “it’s a jolly good
idea. I must say that. If you all back me up we’'ll 50on make the Gram-
marians sing small.””

“That's the idea.” Blake nodded. I say, you know that Sefton is
missing ?**

i Yes. Hasn't he turned up yet?”

“*No. And be won’t till he’s fetched.”

Tom Merry looked amazed..

“ Do you ]{now where he is, then?™

“ Yaas, wathah!” said D’Arcy. ** He’s wecked on a desert island, and
he can’t come away till he’s fetched in a boat. He hasn’t the nerve to twy
to swim the Deep Weach of the wivah, you know, and he’ll stop on the
island till we go for him.”

o But how did he get on the island without a boat?™

Blake explained. e Terrible Three broke into a simultaneous chuckle.

** Serve him right !’ said Tom Merry emphatically. *“ Fancy a New House
fellow having the cheek to fag one of us! Gussy was a owling ass to
capsize the boat, though.”’

“T was thinkin' of the sewious infwaction of my dig,” explained D’Arcy,
g ar:lv.d I did not stop to think of the dangah, you know. Perhaps it was
wash.””

It was more than rash,’”” said Tom Merry— it was howlingly idiotic "’

Ok, weally, Tom Mewwy, T-— "

** 8till it serves Sefton right to give him a night out,” said Tom. **'There's
hound to be a search, and we’ll fetch him off. ‘It will be fun to pull up
the river at night—better than sticking here doing this rotten prep. I”*

Tom Merry rose from the table. .

I say, you mean all that about joining the Co., you fellows?"’ he said.
*“ Honest Injun?"’

““ Yaas, wathah!”’

" Certainly I" said Blake. “* We join the Co. until we’ve succeeded in
giving the Grammarians the ;{bcah. Then we dissolve, and start on the
old terms again. That’s agreed.” "

" Right-ho!” said Tom Merry heartily. * Shake on it!”

And the six juniors solemnly shook hands, in a circle, each holding the
hand of the fellow next to him—rather an original hand-shake—to ratify
the bargain.

‘* Good!”” gaid Tom Merry. * That’s agreed and settled. Now let's go
and see whether they’re locking for Sefton yet.”’

And the six juniors left the study and descended the stairs.

It was soon seen that. there was considerable anxiety felt on account of
the missing boy. It was more than an hour since calling-over, nnd Sefton
had not returned to the school. Monteith, the head prefect of the New
House, had told Mr, Ratcliff that it had been Sefton’s intention to pull up
the river. Fears were entertained that something had happened to him, and
Mr. Ratcliff and several prefects went out to look for tEe missing Sixth
Former. i

\
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It was easy enough for Tom Merry & Co. to slip away unohbserved. The
hoathouss was locked up for the night, but Tom Merry ad a key to it, as
he was in the habit of having his skiff out at an early hour on fine mornings.
uniors soon had a boat on the water, and Blake pushed off.
allo, there! Where are you going?”’

It was Kildare's voice calling from the bank.

** Not a word !’ murmured Tom Merry. *“ Pull like thunder!””

The oars dashed into the water, and kept good time. Arthur Augustus,
with his eyoglass firmly screwed into his eye, sat in the stern steering. Four
oars swept the hoat along at a good pace. In the darkness it was impos-
ii:le for anyone on the bank to more than just make out the form of the

at.

Kildare’s voice rang out again:

““ Who’s in that boat? Pull in to this side. Do you hear?"’

The juniors made no reply, Only the rattle of the oars in the rowlocks
answered the captain of St. Jim'’s, and in a few minutes the boat was out of
the sound of his voice.

Tom Merry chuckled. )

““ He couldn’t expect us to hear him,” he murmured. °“He would have
sent us in if we hndphenrd him and pulled inshore. Buck up, kids! They're
foi;:_g l;xlong the bank looking for Sefton; but we shall be ahead of them,

think,””

Tom Merry was right. The boat made good time, and ere long the island
rose to view—a dim, black mass against the dim sky.

Tom Merry stood up in the bows of the boat, his ‘eyes fixed on the black
mass nhead. Blake, Herries, Manners, and Lowther were pulling steadily.

““Careful I”’ said Tom, ‘“If you run us into the bank, Arthur Aubrey
Adolphus, T’ll snatch you bald-headed !

““I shall not wun you into the bank,” said D’Arcy. ‘I can steer first-
wate, Tom Mewwy. I do not wow vewy well, as it seems to me to be too
much like work, but I will steer with anybedy. You can twust me.””

‘* Hallo—hallo—hallo!”* called out Tom Merry, as they drew nearer the
island. “° Anybody there?”’

A sharp and snappish voice came back from the darkness:

““Yes, I'm here! Who’s that?*”

“I'm Tom Merry. Are you Sefton?"’

““ Yes, confound you! ave you becn sent to fetch me?”

“No; we came of our own accord. I like your gratitude. You express
yourself so gracefully, Sefton. You are a nice chap!”’

““Hang you! Bring that boat here! What became of D’Arcy?"

““0Oh, he was fished out of the river!”

“1s hg safe?”’

“ Yaas, wathah!”’ answered Arthur Augustus for himself. *° Quite safe,
Sefton, thank you. It is extwemely kind of you to inquire.” .

“You young beast! T’ll break your neck for this!”’

“ No, you won’t,’”” said Tom Merry coolly. **Unless you behave yourself
we sha'n’t let you come into the boat, you bully!”’

“ Come and take me off "’ yelled Sefton.

“* Will you promise to behave yourself if we do?”

“ No—yes! Yes, certainly! Come and take me off I'*

“ Honour bright?” t

““ Yes, honour bright. Now come and fetch me. I'm as hungry as a wolf,
and shivering with cold. Why don’t you bring that boat here, you fools?*

““ We're coming, old fellow. No need to bresk our necks about it, you

" know.™
The boat glided to the shore of the island.  Sefton seized the bows
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instantly, as though he was afraid that the skiff would disappear again and
leave him in the lurch.

*Come in,” said Tom Merry politely. ‘‘Let him pass along, chaps.
You'll have to sit beside Glusey in the stern, Sefton, unless you feel imclined
to take an oar.”

Sefton gave an unintelligible grunt and went into the stern.

Tom Morry pushed off as he was sitting down, and Sefton lurched and
fell ngainst Arthur Augustus and sat down on his knees.

*“ Here, keep off the gwass!” said D’Arcy. “I'm not a beastly cushion,
Sefton! 1 weally wish you wouldn't sit on me, you kuow. Pway get off |7

““You did that on purpose, Tom Merry!” yelled Sefton.

“ Did what?"’ asked Tom Merry innocently.

“ Pushod off while I was sitting down, you young beast I**

“* Yes, I pushed off on purpose, Sefty. You didn’t want to stay here all
night, did you?”’ ;

efton made no reply. He shifted into his seat, gritting his teeth with
rage. The boat swung into the current, and the oars made time again.

““ Pway give me a little more woom, Sefton !’ said Arthur Amgustus.
*“You are in the way, old fellow. Pwa, Ooooch I’

Sefton’s finger and thumb had closed on the ear of Arthur Augustus.

d“ ‘You little beast! T'll give you something for capsizing my boat to-
ay !”

Y Yeggo!” yelled the swell of St. Jim’s. “You beast, you said honah
bwight when we let you come in! Leave go my ‘beastly ear, or I shall lose
my tempah!”’

“Tet him go, Sefton,” said Tom Merry gquietly.

* Mind your own business, Merry!"

“ Are you going to do as you're told?”

“No, I'm not! T'll give you a hiding pmaentl{!!" i

“Very well. Get hold of him, chaps, and sling him over the side! We’ll
tow him back to St. Jim’s with o boathook in his collar!”

Sevz;'i:nl of the Co. made a movement, and the New House senior was
alarmed.

“ Here, mind what you're doing!”” he exclaimed, letting go the auricular
appendage of Arthur Augustus. “ Hands off, you rats!"

‘ Are you going to behave }roul:sel{!'”

“ No—yes! Hang you—yes!™

 Mind you do,”” said Tom Merry. “ You won’t have another chance.”

And Softon contained himself during the row back to S8t. Jim’s, He knew
that Tom Merry was quite capable of towing him back at the end of a boat-
hook, and such an experience was not likely to be pleasant. The boat pulled
up to the landing-stage, and a dozen forms loomed out of the darkness.

““ Hallo, there! Who's that?”

¢ s!"* said Tom Merry cheerfully, as he ran the boat up to the planks.

¢ Who's “us’?"’ asked the voice of Figgins.

“Tom Merry & Co.”

I]In_llu! What's that? A giddy rival firm
e Have you seen anything of Sefton?”’ asked Kildare, coming towards the

t.

“ Yaas, wathah "’ said Arthur Augustus. * Here he is, Kildare! We’ve.
iound“him and bwought him home, this side up, with gweat care, you

nOW.

Sefton stepped ashore, pale with rage.
t“h\.\’here have you been, Sefton?” the captain of St. Jim’s, looking
al L.
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“‘ On the jsland !’ snapped Sefton. °* My boat was capsized, and I couldn’t

t away.”’
gﬁHe ngie no further explanation. He did not care to tell the head boy of
the School House that his mishap had come about through his fagging a
Echool House junior,  He walked away to the school with a sullen scowl on

is face.

** Well done!” said Kildare, turning to the juniors. “I am glad you
found him, though he docsn’t appear verby grateful for your trouble. ave
you been having any rows coming back?”

“Well, you know, he's rather a.pig,” said Tom Merry. *‘Still, it’s no
good bla.’rpiug him for that. None of the New House fellows are much
clasg——

‘“What’s that?” yelled Figgins & Co, in one voice.

“* Here, don’t begin that now!” exclaimed Kildare, with a langh. * Put
in the boat and come up to the school at once. It’s rather late for a row.”

The juniors put up the boat. Figgins & Co. walked up to the school with
them, and Tom Merry explained how Sefton had been rescned. He also
asked Figgins if he were inclined to join the Co. now that Study No. 6 had
set the example.

Fi Fius shook his head.

“f: I come in as chief, if you like,” he offered generously.

“ Figgy, old chap, that’s kind of you,” said Tom Merry, seizing Figgy's
hand anq giving it a solemn shake. “*I like a chap to be kind and generous.
But Ifwon t impose upon your good nature, you know. I'll keep on as chief
myself,”” "

'i%gins grinned.

2 Well, you won’t get me as a follower, old kid, that’s all.””

“* Better think it over. Study No. 6 have come into the Co. hecause T
pulled Gussy out of the river. I shouldn’t have dreamed of asking them
on that account, of course. Still, it’s a jolly good thing.”

“ P’r’aps,” gaid Figgins., “T11 tell you what. T'll come into the Co.
when you pull me out of the river, Not before, Ha, ha !”

“Ha, ha!” echoed Kerr and Wynan.

And they walked away to fhe New House, leaving Tom Merry & Co. to go
to their own quarters.

CHAPTER 19,
How Figgine Joined the Co.
- A, ha, ha!”
: Manners and Lowther looked up from their preparation as Tom
- Merry burst into a sudden, ringing laugh.

. Tom had pushed his books away, and had been sitting in deeg
thought for some minutes, and that suddenm burst of merriment ha
followed.

It was evident that some idea of unusual brilliancy had come into the
brain of the chief of Tom Merry & Co.

“Hallo!” said Monty Lowther. ‘ What's the joke?"

““What's the giddy wheeze?’ demanded Manners. ‘“Expound, my son,
or else leave off that hee-hawing and let us get on with our work."

““Ha, ha, ha!”

““ Explain, ass! Expound, fathead!"*

“It’s o funny idea, kids "’ said Tom, still laughing. * Do you remember
wha'évl"iggins said last night after we brought the Seftom-bird back to its
roost?’* L]
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« Lot mo see. Yes, I remember his saying that we must be asses to follow
your lead.” ) "

I don't mean that,”’ said Tom, turning red. <1 mean about his
joining the Co.”’ " )

“He said he’d join if you pulled him out of the river as you did Arthur
August.us.”

““Yes, that’s what I mean.”” 3

It was a little joke of Figg{‘s. What about it?”’ .

“I know it was a joke; but Figgy is a fellow of his word, and if it hap-
pened he would sticiﬁ by what he said.”

“Of course he would. But it won’t happen.””

“How do you know it won’t?" !

«Well, I know Figgins isn’t likely to tumble into the river just to please
you. He’s not likely fall off the bridge or to capsize a boat. ? .

T know he won’t fall into the river of his own accord, but he might get
shoved in.” Manners and Lowther stared. ** And when he was in,’’ said
Tom Merry coolly, Y gonld pull him out; and then he’d have to live ug
to his word. He couldn’t back out. He snid he’d join the Co. if T pulle
him out of the river, and he made no conditions as to how he was to get
into_the river.” A

“a, ha, ha!”

“ What do you think of the wheeze? With Figgins & Co. to join us, we
should be,n big crowd for the Grammarians to tackle, and St. Jim’s would

go ahead.

““Jolly good idea!’’

«Then we’ll carry it out,” said Tom Merry. “ Of course, there won’t be
an ris}s to Figgins. We don’t want him to be drowned if it can be

he Ped.

““Ha, ha! Certainly not!”

¢ Besides,”” said Monty Towther, there would be an inquest, and a lot
of bother. We must certainly not let Figgins perish unless absolutely
necessary.””

“ But, seriously,” said Tom Merry, “he's going into the river, and I'm
going to pull him out, and—and there we are, you see.”

“ Bxactly; there we are. It would be a good idea to get Blake's lot to
do the shoving in business, and we could be on the spot to perform the
gallant rescue.”

4 1 T’ll go and speak about it to Blake at onee!”

“ Go on, then, and let us get our beastly prep. done.””

Tom Merry quitted the study, and hurried, full of his new and brilliant
idea, to Study No. 6. School was over for the day, and Herries was there
at work; but Blake and Arthur Augustus were not to bie seen.

e Where's Blake?” asked Tom Merry, looking in.

« Blessed if 1 know!"’ said Herries, without looking up. “ Somewhere, 1

axpect."
“But I want to speak to him.” ‘
“ Then don’t stand there spaaking to me! Can't you see I'm busy?”
«Took here, that’s not the way for a member of the Co. to speak to his
lender " said Tom Merry severely.
“Oh, go and eat coke! I'm working.”
“I'll jolly soon allo !* -
Tom Merry broke off as he felt a hearty slap on his shoulder, and he
turned his head to see Blake in football costume, with an extremely muddy
ha.}:\ ﬁmll}er h{e arm.ed
allo! wanted to spenk to you,” said Tom. ‘I couldn’t get out of
that duffer where you werg? I wnj;:; to say—>" £
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“ Don’t speak here,’” snid Herries. ‘*You worry me. Clear I’?

¢ Come along!” laughed Blake. “ Now, what is it, kid?”’ R

They walked down the corridor, leaving Herries to wrestle with his prep.
in ace, Tom Merry ex lained his idea, and Blake chuckled.

«“You think it's a good wheeze?’’ asked Tom.

*Good? I think it's ripping! Figgins is a fellow of his word, and he’ll
stand by what he said. "Of course, he never looked for anything of the
kind; but he plays the game every time, and he won’t back out.’

“ You’ll shove {ﬁm into the R fi, then?”’ asked Tom.

« Certainly, with pleasure! After what youw've done for us, old kid, Id
ghove anybody into the river for you,” said Blake obligingly.

«That’s seitled, then. And the soouer fhe guicker, you kpnow.”’

“This very evening,” said Blake. It will be light for another hour;
and I can get Figgins down to the river with some yarn ensily enough.
You'll keep us in sight, and chip in at the right time. ~That’s your part of
the business.””
+“I’ll be ready. Manners and Lowther will be there, too, in case of
accidents. Shouldn’t like Figgins to be sent to a watery grave in the giddy
bloom of his youth.”

“Then keep an eye on me. I'll manage Figgy as soon as I've changed
my things.”

““ Good business!”

They parted. 'Tom Merry rejoined his chums in high good-humour. It
really seemed that at Inst everything was going wel'ﬁo and that Tom
Merry & Co. would be complete. And when complete it would be invincible
-—Tom was sure of that. .

“It’s all arranged,’” he said. “Blake is going to do the trick, like a
good kid. I want you two fellows to be with me in case you're wanted.”

““Haven’t finished yet,”” said Monty Lowther. -

*Sorry!” said Tom, jerking his books away and depositing them in a
heap under the table. = ‘° When there’s important business on hand you
can't expect to be allowed to go on doing silly work. Get a move on

ow 17

“ But, look here, old Linton will be nagging at me to-morrow.””

“Tet him rip! This is where you follow ﬂrour leader.””

Tom Merry passed an arm through Monty owther's and another through
Manners’, and led them forth from the study without further argument.

They strolled down to the Ryll. It was a golden October evening, and
the banks of the river were lively with boys, and there were a good many
hoats out. Tom Merry grinned as he caught sight of Blake in talk with
Figgins. The terrible Three passed near them and caught some of what
the{y were saying.

T could do it as easily as anything,” eaid Tiggins.

Blake shook his head. .

“T don't think you could, Figgy. T don't want to ran_you down, you
know, but you New House chaps are rather clumsy. You admit that?”

“No, I don’t!” exclaimed Figgins hotly. ““One thing’s jolly certain,
anid that is that T-can do anything that a rotten School House waster can
do, Jnck Blake !

“Well, 1'd like to see you do it, that’s all.”

“ Pooh! It's ns ensy as falling off a house!™

 Well, lot me muYyou do it.”

“1 don't mind. ou stand on the ountmost plank of the landing-stage
and hend down towards the water until you touch the toes of your
boots?'”

** Yew; without falling into the river."”
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** Catch me falling into the river!” said Figgins contemptuously. “ I'm
not such a silly ass as that, I hope !” .

““It’s easy anouﬁh To do it here,’” snid Blake; ** but when you’re bending
over the edge of the water, it’s harder.””

It comes to just the same thing.”

““Not at all. "The water’s deep there, you see, and you wouldn't have
the nerve—"* )

“I'll show you!” shouted Fipgins; and he turned and strode across the .
plank landing-stage to the edge, and stood there facing the river.

Tom Mer nu;g ed his companions.

" Now look out for the fireworka!” he whispered. “I never knew Blake
was such a howlingly deep bounder before this.’

Figging carefully placed his toes in a line with the edge of the furthest
lank.

P ““Is that right?”” he demanded, with a sniff.

Blake made a careful examination, and shifted one of his feet n little.

““ There, that’s right,” he said. ** Now let’s see you do it, old son, If
You can, I'll admit that I was wrong. But at present——""

*“ Oh, cut the cackle! T’ll jolly soon show you!””

Figgins bent forward with arms outstretched, gradually bringing his
hands nearer to his toes without bending his knees.

It was rather a feat for Figgins, as his legs were very long ones; but he
was very elastic, and there was no doubt that he would perform the feat
successfully.

Blake watched him with the expression of a connoisseur.

““Yes, you're gattjng on. Touch your_toes, mind, without bending your
knees, Figgy. y Jove, 1 really believe he’s going to do it !

Figgins continued to fold himself “ﬁ' and the tips of his fingers came into
contact with the toed of his boots. e was balanced over the edge of the
water, which mirrored him below.

“ Good !"” said Blake. *Now—"' He pushed against Figgins, and the
New House chief went into the river with a mighty splash head-first. My
hat! He’s fallen in! How clumsy !’”

Figgins went right under the water, and he came up, spluttering, a dozen
feet from the plank, He was a fine swimmer, so there was no danger; but
he was in a state of fury, -

There came a shout from a boat near at hand,

“Bai Jove! There's Fiigins dwownin’ I’

It waos the voice of Arthur Augustus.

*Couwage, Figgins!" shouted the swell of the School House. “I am
comin’ to the wescue !”

.- Stop where you ars ! roared Blake. **If you *

“Blake! How can you be so bwutal! I must wescuo Figgine.”

“Stop! He—you—Il—stop! Oh, you beastly lunatic!”
HD";&rcy had leaped from the boat into the water, and gripped hold of

Miggins.

“*Couwage!” he gasped. “ Couwage!” .

*“You giddy ass!” mumbled Figgins, as D’Arcy’s weight dra.g;ged him
under the wafer. *G-r-r-r! You——— Grer-r-r! -r-m-m-m-m !’

The fact was that D'Arcy was a bad swimmer, and Figgins had to hold
him up. The heart of Arthur Augustus was full of pluck, but he was about
as helﬁ!ess as an elephant in the water, and if Figgins had not kept him
afloat he might have Eud worse than a wetting.

“"You ass!” gurgled Figgins, glaring at Arthur Aungustus. ‘‘ You horrid
ass !
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“ Figging, I wegard that as distinetly ungwateful I’ gasPed D’Arey. “I
have come to the wescue without wegard to my clothes——"*

“ You ass! Get back into that boat or I'll drown you!”

Figgins shoved D’Arcy against the boat, and the swell of the School
House caught hold of fhe gunwale. Figgins was wild, for a crowd of
fellows on the bank were laughing loudly. The idea of Figgins being
rescued by D’Arcy struck them as funny, '

Splash !

Tom Merry had dived into the water, and he came up with Figgins just
as he parted with Arthur Augustus D’Arcy,

i Here we are!” gasped Tom Merry. “I'm going to save you, Figgins I

“ Lemme alone!’” roared Figgins,” “1 can Save myself. "Are you all off
your silly rockers?’”

““ Leave him to dwown, Tom Mewwy,” said D’Arcy, from the boat. * He
is an ungwateful beast, Let him sink to a watahy gwave.” ,

“Rats!”’ said Tom Merry. “I'm going to save him. Now, Figgy, are
you ]g:;ing to be saved quietly, or shall I have to use forcef”

 Let me alone! I—"

*“Come along, kid.”

Tom Merry seized Figgins without further ceremony, and commenced
drag%i.ng him through the water towards the planks. Manners and Monty
Lowther werc ready there to lend a hand.

Figgins struggled desperately.

He had no desire to be dragged out of the water like a helpless child, and
gg resisted with all his strength, but Tom Merry was & little too much for

1im.

They went under several times in the struggle, but at last Tom got Figgins
to the landing-stage, and caught hold of tlie outmost plank. L

“ Now, Figgy, up you go!”” he gasped.

“J won’t " yelled Figgins. ““Let me alone! You beast!”

““ My dear chap, I'm here to save you. Hold him, Lowther !”*

““Right-ho !> Lowther was kneeling on the plank, and he got a firm grip
on Figgy’s collar. *“ I've got the beast, kid !"
“ 1’11 break your neck for this, Lowther!"”

“ Figgy, old fellow, I’'m savini your life.” .

Tom Merry scrambled out of the water while Lowther held Figgins help-
less. With that grip on his collar Figgy could neither get out of the water
nor swim away. He was at the mercy of the Terrible Three. Blake stocd
by with his hands in his pockets, looking on with great interest.

Tom Merry leant down and got & grip on Figgins. Then Lowther let go.

““ Now, Figgy, I'm going to pull you out. Come on 1

A powerful jerk, and Figgins came up out of the water, and was Janded
like a fish on the planks, gasping for breath.

He lay there for a moment, and then he ‘i‘umped ug, his face streaming
with water, and the water from his drenched clothes forming a pool round
him.

** You—jyou beasts! I'N—1l—I'l—"

“Make it easy,” said Tom Merry cheerfully. “I've saved your life!’”

“You haven’t! I wasn’t in danger! What do you mean, you horrible
fibber?””

“ Well, T pulled you out of the river, didn’t 1?7

“ Yes, you did; and I'm going to break your neck for it !*

“ Hold on a minute. Have you forgotten your promise?”

* My promisei’’ Figgins was rather taken aback. ‘* What are you driv-
ing at? What did I promise?"
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““ Come, Figgy, you can’t have forgotten. You promised to join the Co.,
a8 a follower, 1f I pulled you out of the river as I did Arthur Augustus.”

Figgins stared at him blankly for a moment.
h_Tl;en comprehension dawned upon his mind, and a grin came slowly over

18 face.

*“ Well, you—you bounder!"’ lie exclaimed., * So that was the little game?”

Tom Merry nodded cheerfully.

*“ Exactly. I hold you to your word.”

** But—but—but I didn’t mean o

““ I really don’t know what you meant, Figgins. You ought to be the best
judge of that. I only know what you said. You said that you’d join Tom

erry & Co. if T pulﬂad you out of the river, I've done my part, and now
I call upor you to keep your word.”

Riggins could not helg chuckling.

“Well, I'm a fellow of my word,” he said. *““I've been done, but I stand
to what I said. I’'m in the Co., if you like, and that’s settled.””

“ Shake on that.””

They shook on_ it. Figgins was never angry for long, and his good-
tempered face had quite resumed its old expression. He could take a joke
against himself.

Arthur Augustus stepped ashore. He was drenched and dripping and
indignant. 5

““ 1 weally do not know why you are shakin’ hands with that outsidah, Tom
Mewwy,”” he exclaified. I wegard him as an ungwateful and extwemely
wude boundah. I have spoiled my clothes, to say nothin’ of wiskin’ my life;
to save that person, and he spoke to me most wudely.”

Figgins laughed.

. * Sorry, Gussy,” he®said. “You see, you're such a howling nss, you

now- G

T wefuse to be chawactewised as an ass. Unless you withdraw that
extwemely objectionable expwession, I shall thwash you upon the spot.”

““Oh, I am so frightened,’” said Figgins pathetically. ** Gussy, be good!
As you are strong, be merciful! Hit one your own size.””

“1 wefuse to do anythin’ of the kind. I 22

““ Never mind, I aYologiec,” said Fi%p;ins, bestowing a wink npon everybody
in general—* I apologise fearfully. was very grateful. Now, let me off
that thwashing.””

D’Arcy’s face cleared at once.

“* Certainly I he exclaimed. “T wegard that as quite satisfactory. Pway
excuse me now, deah boys. I must go and change my beastly clothes, you
know, I am howwidly wet.”

I fancy we’d better do the same,”” Tom Merry remarked. *‘ Figgins, old
chap, you're a Briton, and we're all glad to have you in the Co, ow we'll
make those Grammar cads sit up.”

CHAPTER 20,
The Co. in Councll—D’'Arcy Has An Ideoa,

OM MERRY & Co. held their first meeting in the barn where the
fmateur theatrical society frequently met for rehearsals. They
wanted to talk things over quietly without any irreverent interrup-
tions.

The * Co.”” was complete at last.
Now that Figgins & Co. had come into the firm, the nine juniors who were
the leaders of mearly all the mischief at St. Jim’s were united, and they
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made a very strnn% team, capable, as Tom Merry remarked, of knocking
a dozen Grammar Schools into a cocked B P

The nine were assembled, and Tom Merry looked over his comrades with
an approving eye.

“Here we are again,’” he remarked. ' Gentlemen of the Co., I'm glad to
see you here: 32 i

“Same to you,” said Figgins, *“ and many of 'em.”

* Don't inferrupt, please. I'm glad to see you all together, united in the
bonds of harmony and mutual esteem——""

“Bai Jove! Tom Mewwy is gwowin’ quite eloquent !” .
" Sh\le, up, Gussy! Now that we’re joined and united and combined,
P

Wi

“What's the difference between joined, united, and ¢ombinmed?” asked
Blake, with the air of one secking information.

““ There’s no difference that I know of. Don’t interrupt.””

“ Then what do you want——"'

“ Look here, I'm talkin 3

““ Well, then, don’t be tautological !’* said Blake severely.

That word rather impressed the €o. They looked at Blake admiringly.
Tom Merry went on hastily without stopping for argument. '

““ Now we’re all in the Co.,” he said, * we ought to make things hum.
We’'re going on the warpath against the Grammar cads—"’

“* Yas, wathah !’”

“ Gentlemen, I'm proud to be your leader A2

‘8o you ought to be—rather !

“Yow've got plenty to be proud of,” said Figgins. * But we haven’t
much to brag about.” !

“Don't be personal, Figgins.. I sha’n’t be in a hurry to save your life
next time.””

*“ Save my life, you bounder! Why—""

“Don’t be irrelevant, Now, we have met in a council of war to decide
upon a plan of campaign against the Grammar School. That’s the im-
portant question before the meeting. Now, has anybody got a wheeze to
suggest?”’

“Yes, I have,”” said -Fi(igins, at once.

“Then get up on your hind legs and suggest it.””

“The Grammar cads fancy themselves at the good old game,” said
Figgina. My idea would be to challenge them to a football match, and
give ’em the kybosh.”

“Good! I think we could do that all right.” .

“Do it? I should say so. We can make up a junior team at St. Jim’s
that will knock spots oft any beastly Grammar School eleven.”

“The idea is adopted,’” said Tom Merry. “ We’ll challenge the Grammar
School to a football match, and give ‘em beans.”

“ Bravo!”” said the Co. with one voice. ]

* Yaas, wathah!”” said Arthur Augustus. I weally wegard that as an -
awfally, beastly good ideah, don’t you know, deah boys. But there is one

int I must wemark upon.”” -

“ (et it off your shirt-front, Gussy I

I weally t{ink I ought to be centah-forward,” said D’Arc{. “ Of courss,
I play half in a weally cweditable and satisfactory mannah, but I have long
had a feelin’ that my pwopah place in the team is at centah-forward.””

“ Somebody suffocate him, please I’” said the chief of the Co.

1 wefuse to be suﬁocatm{ T am the last person in the world to puf
myself forward in any way, but for the good of the team I am oompeuet;
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dwaw attention to the fact that I shonld make a bettah centah-forward than
Tom Mewwy. You wequire a 22

““ We require you to shut up, Gussy !*

*“I wefuse to shut up. I——* . : J

““ We'll discuss the constitution of the team later, when the Grammarians
have accepted our challenge,” said Tom Merry. * For the present, it can
stand over. I think it's a good idea, and a sound licking on the football -
field would take the Grammar cads down a peg or two. ut we’ve got to
get the better of them in other ways, and I want to know a really ripping
wheeze to work off on them,”

“1 have an ideah,” said Arthur Augustus.

““ State it; and don’t keep on talking all night.”

“ That is a wude wemark. This is my ideah, my deah boys. You know
that Kerr has often impersonated people, and weally with gweat euccess.
His governah is an actah, or something—some sort of a boundah of that
kind- . . .

“* Here, who are you calling o bounder?” exclaimed Kerr hotly. “ What
do you mean?”

1 withdraw the wemark, Kerr,” said Gussy gracefully. “It was cer-
tainly not a pwopah one to make. I apologise.”

*“ Oh, that’s all right.”

“It was far fwom bein’ my intention to wound your feelin's, Kerr. I
wilhdws;}lw th wemark absclutely and without qualification.”

“Nuff said.”” -

““ But wea.l:jy I must make it quite clear that T intended no diswespect to
your esteemed governah by that wemark., I—"*

" Get on with the washing,” said Tom Merry.

" Don’t be in such a huwwy, Mewwy. I want to impwess npon Kerr that
I intended no weflection whatevah upon his esteemed governal, and-—-

“ Oh, that’s all right,” said Kerr, °TFor goodness’ sake get off that
topic !’ d c

*“If Kerr is perfectly satisfied: iy

“Yeos, yes, I'm more than satisfied. I'm perfectly happy: only do ring
off, old chap.””

* Vewy well, I will wing off; but it is a duty I owe myself to make com-
plete wepawation for any involuntawy infwaction of the wules of courtesy,"”
said D’Arcy. ‘“Now to come back to what I was sayin’ when I left off to
apologise to our estweemed comrade Kerr. He has often done impersonations
with considewable success, and I am not intendin’ to detwact fwom the
honah due to Kerr when I wemark that I weally think I could go one better
if I twied.””

““ Oh, m? hat !’ said Fig ing.  *“ Cool I

*“ Cheek ! snid Kerr. “Let him go on.”

““I don’t want to bwag,”” said D’Arcy. ““T am statin’ facts, because it’s
an important mattah, deah boys. Now, I think if I were to disguise myself
as somebody or other, and pay a visit to the Gwammah School, I could vew
likely work off some extwemely jolly jape on those fellahs, I weally thinE
this is a wippin' ideah.’”

Tom Merry looked reflective.

“ My hat!” he exclaimed. * There’s something in that. Of course,
Gu couldn’t carry out an idea of that kind—-""
© “Tom Mewwﬂy, I weally must take exception to that wemark. B

“Dry up. But it's a ripping idea, and it might work. I think,” said
Tom Merry, looking round, “ that when it comes to impersonating anybody,
or getting up a disguise, it will he admitted that Kerr is the chap we want.”

err blushed modestly.
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“Right-oh I’ exclaimed Figgins snd Fatty Wynn heartily. *That's so,
Tom Merry. Kerr is the chap.”

** But weally I pwotes 12 -

“ Gussy, old son, you must be satisfied with originating the idea. You
can leave it to lesser brains to carry it out.””

That way of putting it rather mollified Gussy.

““Well, I shouldn't like to become at all forward in insistin’ on my own
claims,”” he said. ““If you think it’s a good ideah, and give ma the pwopah
ewedit for owiginatin’ it, I am satisfied.”” .

My dear chap, we give you heaps of credit,” Tom Merry assured him,
““ Now, kids, I regard this as a goo wheeze, and we must think over it and
work it out. As it’s nearly tea-time, this meeting is now adjourned.”

And the Co. left the barn and walked back to the school,

“Hallo, thero’s the old Monk !”” exclaimed Figgins. .

A little old gentleman with a silk-hat and gold-rimmed pince-nez was
walking towards the gates of St. Jim’s.

The juniors knew him at once.

It was Dr. Monk, the headmaster of the Rylcombe Grammar School, and
he was evidently going to see Dr. Holmes, the Head of St. Jim’s.

The schoolmasters had been through Oxford together, and were on very
cordial terms, in spite of the warfare that reigned between the two achools.

Tom Merry gave a start as he looked at Dr, Monk. who was irreverently
termed *OId Monk,” by the Saints, to distinguish him from * Youung
Monk,” the leader of the Grammar youngsters.

" aunt !” cjaculated Tom Merry. ‘“Kids, that’s the wheeze?"*

o at are you driving at?’’

“ Look at that respected pedagogue. Do you notice anything particular
about him?** 3

The Co. looked attentively at the schoolmaster.

« Nothing particular,” said Figgins. ‘Do you mean his facef It’s
awlully like o mummy T saw once in a museur, if that’s what you mean.”

“ His hat !’ suggested Blake., ‘It looks as if he’d dug it up somewhere,
or as if it had been in the family for years. Ia that it?”

“ No. I was alluding to his size. He’s not over five feet four.”

*<'What’s that got to de with anything or anybody?"

“ This much. '%’hat Eerr is five feet four, too.”” )

“ Five feet four two,” said Figgins, looking Puzzlod. “ What on earth
do you mean by five feet four two, Tom Merry?

«TFive feet four as well, I mean, ass!”

*“ Well, I really don’t see why you can’t say what you mean,” Figgins
remarked., *I—"

“ Kerr, if five feet four 2

« Five feet four and a quarter, them, if you like,”” said Tom Merry,
“What I mean is that he is about Kerr’s size, and he’s the chap for us.””

¢ Great Scott! You mean that Kerr could get up as the Head of the
Grammar School I

“Why not? He's made up as Herr Schneider and as Lathom, . Why
shouldn’t he pass for Dr. Monk? I believe he could do it.”

““ Do you think you could do it, Kerr?"” 3

“1'd try,” said Kerr modestly. “ Yes, I don’t sce why it shouldn’t Wwork.
That old chap simply lends himself.to impersonation.  That silk hat has
been out of date these twenty years, and it’s distinctive. Then the pince-
nez and that wisp of beard, and those ragged whiskers he has clinging
round his ears. nd his complexion, too—1I could get up a parchment com-
plexion like that easilg. As for his clothes, I could borrow some from the
costumier’s at Rylcombe that would answer perfactly.”




90 TOM MERRY AND CO.

Kerr was Tooking over the unconscious Head of the Grammar School with
the eye of a connoisseur." Dr. Monk disappeared into the gates of St. Jim’s,
leaving the juniors talking excitedly.

““It’s simply a ripping wheeze,”” said Tom Merry. " We have, only to
make sure of a time ngel’l old Monk is absent from the Grammar School, and
then Kerr marches in in his guise.’” N

““It will want a lot of nerve,”” said Blake dubiously. *‘Seems to me it .
would be safer to have a School House chap on the job. Of course, I'm not
denying that Eerr is the best impersonator in the school. We all admit
that. %ut for nerve—and that’s what will be wanted—I really think we
shall have to have a School House chap.”

““I don’t want _to disturb the harmony of the Co.,” Figgins remarked
casually. ‘“But ¥ must say that Blake i1s going exactly the right way to
work to get a pair of beautiful thick ears.””

““If anybody here can give ‘em to me——"" s

“Peace!” said Tom Merry, waving his hand soothingly. *‘This is toe
%00& o wheeze to be spoiled by a row now. Xerr is the man. If Kerr thinks

e can do the trick, it's a go.”’ I

“I'm willing to try, and I'll do my best,’”” said Eerr. * That'’s all I can

say.”

?‘That’g wight,” said Arthur Augustus. ‘I can’t help thinkin® that I
should be able to see it through bettah than Kerr, without detwactin’ at all
fwom the mewits of our fwiend Kerr. But I yield to- the voice of the
majowity.””

iggins chuckled.

““I say it ought to work out ri{zpingly. Eerr can go on the scene as Dr.
Monk, and we can be on hand all ready to chip in at the right time. He
zaighth]ead a lot of them into an ambush, and we could give 'em the giddy

ybosh,”” :

Tom Merry’s e{les sparkled with fun.

““ By George, that's a good idea! Next half-holiday will be a gbod time,
when the Grammar kids are all out of doors. It will be safer for Kerr
not to enter the school. Omly we must make absolutely certain that the
real Monk is not on the spot.”” .

“I will do some scoutin’, if you like,”” said Arthur Augustus. * I should
be quite willin' to twack him down, and——"*

““And give the show away,” said Figgins, **'We know you, Gussy.”

““I objeet to that——""

“ We can settle the details afterwards,” said Tom Merry. * Comeo in now,
and I’ll write that foothall challenge to the Grammar kids.”

Kerr was looking thoughtful.

I say, I've ouly heard the old Monk speak once or twice,” he remarked.
“I must hear him again, to get his voice, you know. 'That's the most
difficult part.””

“Go and speak to him now,” said Figgins.  Before he goes in.”

““ I shall have to have some excuse——""

“I know !’ exclaimed Tom Merry, “‘ Ask him about the football match—
whether he will permit it, and so on. Of course he will, but there’s your
excuse.

““ Good wheeze,”” said Kerr.

He.cuf. across the quadrangle so as to intercept the doctor, who was pro-
gm:gmg— slowly towards the principal’s house with his sclemn, middle-aged
e .

Dr. Monk stopped as a polite junior ateﬁn ed before him, and raised his
cap in the most respectful way in the wor. E He had never noticed Eerr
before, but he was a kind old gentleman, and polite to everybody.
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* Do you wish to speak to me, m{' little man?’’ he asked.

Ferr’s blood boiled inwardly at being called a little man, but he main-
tained an outward show of good-little-boy politeness.

““ Yes, sir, if you please, sic. You aré Dr. Monk, sir?”

““Yes, I am Dr. ﬁouk“’ said the schoolmaster graciously.

““We were thinking of inviting the Grammar cads—I mean, kids—to a
football match, sir,” said Kerr. ‘* Would you have any objection, sir? We
thought it would be better to ask your permission first.”

Dr. Monk beamed upon him through his gold-rimmed glasses.

““ Extremely proper,” he remarked. “I should not have the slightest
objection in the world; indeed, I should be very glad! There has been, T
believe, some hostility between my boys and some of the hoys of Bt.
Jim’s—""

““ Has’ there, sir?”’ asked Kerr, with an air of astonishment.

“1 am afraid so—ahem!” said Dr. Monk. **I am sure you would not
take part in it, my little man. H'm! T should be glad to see a mateh
instituted befween St. James's and the Grammar School; and I am sure
you would find my boys quite willing to meet you half-way.”

“X am very glad to hear you say so, sir.””

“H’m! I regard football as a great and noble game, and I should cer-
tainly see the match,” said Dr. Monk. ‘I approve of it entirely.”

““Thank you very much, sir,”” .

““ Not at all—not at all. H’'m!” -

Kerr raised his cap again, and the doctor marched on. He entered the
principal’s house, and Kerr rejoined Tom Merry & Co.

“ Well, how did it work?"’ asked Figgina. —

“H'm! Excellently, my little man! H’'m!”’ said Eerr, “I have quite
caught on to his majestic voice, my good boy. H’'m!”

Thée Co. chuckled gleefully. Kerr had the tones of the Grammar School
master to the very life. Tom Merry slapped him on the shoulder.

“You’ll do, Kerr. Kids, I really think that this time the Grammar
School will come out with a licking to their credit. Monk, Lane, and Carboy
will sing small this time.”

CHAPTER 21,
Taken In, |
" RANK MONK came out of the gates of thé Grammar School with his
two chums, Lane and Carboy. The three Grammarians were in a
mood for mischief.

. They had been very successful against the Saints of late, and as a
matter of fact it had got o liftle into their heads. They had grown to under-
rate the juniors of St. Jim’s, and to feel that victory was theirs as a matter
of course. But now that “Tom Merry & Co.” was an accomplishgd fact,
they were destined to have a rude awakening. But they did not know
it ‘yet.

“* What are we going to do with ourselves?” asked Carboy. A row with
the Saints would be just about in my line.” -

“ We should find some of them down at the tuck-shop,” Lane suggested.

Frank Monk shook his head.

““ My governor’s gone into the village,”” he remarked. * He's got business
there, and it may keep him till calling-over. We had better keep off the
grass in that direction.””

““Well, we must de something. I daresay some of the kids will be comin
down the river. Remember how we served Tom Merry? Ha, ha, hal'* -
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“Ha, ha, ha!" echoed Monk and Carboy. .
“TLet's go up the lane towards St. Jim’s, anyway,” said Lane. “I'll race
,Fou two to the stile.”

““ Done !"

The three juniors started off at a win.

. But Frank Monk had not taken a dozen steps when he suddenly halted.
4with an exclamation:

Lane and Carboy stopped too. ’

Coming towards them was a familiar figure, that of a little old gentlemnn
with a wisp of beard, straggling white whiskers, gold-rimmed pince-neg, and
an old-fashioned top-hat.

The October afterncon was growing dusky, and in the lane, shadowed hy
‘high, over-arching trees, the dusk was thicker of course than in the open.

ut there was no mistaking the little old gentleman.

“The Head!”” murmured Carboy and Lane together, as they stopped.
#* We might have run into bhim.” .

Frank Monk looked puzzled. '

“1 thought he was gone to the village,”” he said. ‘I could swear he
said—""

The old gentleman halted.

““ Frank, I really wish—h’m !—that you would not race about in such a
violent manner. It is unbecoming—h'm!—to the dignity of a Grammar
School scholar."”

““Yes, sir,’”’ said Frank, with a grimace to Carboy and Lane.

“ You had—h’'m !—better return to the school.”

“ But we have only just come out, father.”

It is getting dusk,” said the doctor. It becomes diisk very early
now. Besides, I am afraid that you may meet—h'm!—with some of those
rough boys from St. James's Collegiate School.”

e three Grammarians grinned.

“We could take care of ourselves, sir,”” said Carboy.

“H'm! Perhaps so—perhaps so. But I deprecate fighting of any kind
nxceedingl¥. Pray return to the school. Stay! If you wish to go for a
walk I will take you with me.”

The juniors did not look very grateful for the offer.

““ Oh, we don’t mind going in, sir, if you wish!"’ said Lane hurriedly.

“Not at all,” said t (ﬁd gentleman, beaming upou him through hia
glasses— “ not at all, Lane! I will take 50“ for a walk, and will improve

our mind by conversation. -But it would not be fair to allow only three
{oys to share in this treat. Your schoolfellows may come.” .

Lane and Carboy looked at the doctor, and then at Frank Monk. The
latter was looking amazed. There was something about his father he could
not %u_il;e understand—some subtle change which was indefinable, and for
which he could not account.

““You will bring your Form-fellows,’”” said Dr. Monk, with a wave of the
hand, L will await you here, my boys. Pray do not keep me waiting

long.

‘““Certainly, sir!”

The doctor waited under the trees. The three juniors turmed back
towards the school, in'an amazed frame of mind. )

“I say, Frank, is anything the matter with your governor?” asked

arboy.

““ Not that I know of.”

““ He's never taken us for a walk before. The junior masters do, of course;
‘but, then, never at this time of the day.”” .
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“I know it."”

*“He can’t have-been drinking, T suppose?’”

Frank Monk flushed indignantly.

““If you say my father has been drinking, Carboy s

“ Don’t get ratty, old fellow. You must admit that it’s peculiar.”

“X know it is. Lut my governor is master of the school, and you've got
to do what you're told I "said Frank stifily. ‘That's what you'd better do,
without so much jaw.” '

‘' Ob, if you're going to fly into a temper—-""

““Oh, shut up!” said Frank crossly. i

As o matter of fact, he was puzzled himself, and though he repudiated
the suggestion Carboy had made he was at a loss to account for the doctor’s
action.

Dr. Monk stood waiting in the dusk under the trece. When the three
chums were gone, the doctor broke into a chuckle—rather a singular thing
for so grave and reverend a personage as Dr. Monk to do.
8till more singular were the muttered words that fell from his lips:

“My only hat! It works! Ha, ha, ha! Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Dr. Monk!"”

He started ns a voice fell upon his ears. A scholastic-looking gentleman
was coming by, and he was looking at the doctor in absolute amazement.
He was one of the under-masters at the Grammar School, and well known
by sight to the boys of St. Jim's.

The doctor looked extremely confused for a moment. It was rather start-
ling to be caught chucklingl by an under-master, and the amazement in Mr.
Phipps’s face disconcerted him.

*“Ah, Mr—er—Phipps!” he exclaimed. *“I—I—that is—I was+h'm!'—
thinking of a curious story Dr. Holines told me the other day, Mr. Phipps.
It was very—h’m !—comical.”

““Yes, sir,” said Mr. Phipps, composing his face in a moment. He knew
better than ‘to appear surprised at anything his principal did, though he
had been startled For a moment into forgetting that excellent rule. I did
not know you-had returned from Rylcombe, sir. If you are at leisure—-="

 Quite—quite,”” said the doctor, still apparently a little confused. 3

“Then you will lock over the examination papers now, sir?"’

“ The—the examination papers?’’

“Yes, sir. You will remember that you asked me to remind you."”

P];‘ Yes, yes, certainly! I have such a—n'm!—such a bad memory, Mr.
i i

3.
EFhey are all ready for your inspection in my study, sir.”

““Yes, yes—certainly.””

The doctor was wal! in%lﬁo the gate beside Mr. Phipps, and they entered
together. - The Head of the Grammar School did not appear to be quite at
his indeed, a r. ious observer might have thought that he desired
to escape from Mr. Phipps, and did not exactly know how to do it without
exciting suspicion.

Mr. hiﬁpa, of course, had no such idea in his head.

Dr. Monk was very often absent-minded, and he now appeared to be a little
more absent-minded than usual. That was all,

 Will you come into my study, sir,”” asked Mr. Phipps respectfully, * or
shall T ‘nrin%the papers to you in your study, sir?’’

“H’m! here is my study—I mean—I will come into your study, Mr,
Phipps. Yes, I will certainly come into your study. I could not put you—
h'm!—to so much trouble.”” E

“ Very well, sir.””

They entered the school, and Mr. Phipps led the way to his study.
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He looked round as he reached ghe door. Dr. Monk had halted, and was '

hesitating, really as if he were inclined to make a sudden bolt for it. Then,
as he found Mr. Phipps’s eye on him, he suddenly collected himself, and
followed the junior master into the study.

Mr. Phipps kept a perfectly grave face; but a startling suspicion had now
shot across his mind—the same that had crossed Carboy’s. E

Absent-mindedness could hardly account for the extreme peculiarity and
confusion of the doctor’s manner, and it crossed Mr. Phipps's mind that his
principal had been tasting the cup that cheers, not wise :i but too well.

He was rather curious upon the point, and he thought he would see when
the doctor began to look at the examination papers.

* Pray do not turn up the light so high, Mr. Phipps!” said the doctor.
* You know how weak my eyes are.”’ -

Mr. Phipps smiled to himself.

““ He doesn’t want me to see him too plainly,”” he murmured. “ He is
decidedly the worse for drink. A man of his age and position! Shocking!™

“ Did you speak—h'm !—to me, Mr. Phipps?”

“* No, Bir. ]I’, will turn the light lower, certainly. Is that comfortable,
ir?” .

“* A little lower, I think.””

+ Certainly. Will you be able to read the papers now, do you think?"

« ] think so. By the way’’—the doctor went towards the door—‘‘is the
—nh'm !—the lock of your door in a satisfactory state, Mr. Phipps?"*

The junior master was simply astounded.

That question showed, if he neceded showing, that the Head of the
Ggammar School was not in a condition to know what he was talking
about.

“ Yes, sir, I think so,”” he stammored. * I have found ne fault with it."”

“ Ah, indeed I”” The doctor took the key from the lock and slipped it in
on the outside of the door. ** You are sure of that, Mr. I'hipps?”

“ Certainly, sir; quite sure. Shall I see you to your room, sir?"’

“To my room? Certainly not!” 3

*I—I thought you might like to lie down for a little, sir,”” {altered Mr,
Phipps.

“Decidedly not! H'm! FExcuse me a moment.”

The doctor stepped out into the corridor, and closed the door after him.
The next moment a snap fell upon the cars of the astounded Mr. Phipps.
It was the key turning in the lock.

For a moment he stood rooted to the floor.

““ Gracious goodness!” he muttered. ‘“He is certainly intoxicated! He
has locked me in my study! Is it possible?”’

He stepped];luiukl{ to the door. He tried the handle, but the deor would
not budge. ¢ called in a low voice, but there was no reply. Then he
raised his voice, with the same result. .

“ Doctor—Dr. Monk! Pray unlock the door!"” No reply. “I beg of
you to unlock the door! Think of the—the talk— of the scandal, my good
gir! Your—your condition will become known to everyene in the house!™

Still silence.

Mr. Phipps dared not make a disturbance. The doctor’s extraordinary
condition gad to be kept a secret. That was a point of honour with his
dutiful under-master. . Phipps could only sit down and wait till someono
came along and released him, and then he would have to let it be assumed
that a boy had played the trick. He must save the dignity of his principal
somehow.

And while the junior master was loyally waiting there in pained silence
the gentleman who had locked him in his study was crossing to the gates

3
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:t_ aaﬁac‘e unusually rapid for Dr. Monk. And he was murmuring to
LI 81 H
5 d” hat! I'm well out of that! What a beastly narrow shave!”

And, singular to relate, Dr. Monk's voice was very much like that of
Korr, of the New House of 8t. Jim’s!

CHAPTER 22.
8t, Jim's Bcores a Victory.
e *M! T hope I have not kept you waiting, my boys.”

Frank Monk, Carboy, Lane; and a score of juniors were ws‘iﬁin%
at the iahe, wondering where on earth the Grammar School
master had disappeared to.

None of the youngsters much enjoyed the prospect of a walk under the
guidance of the Head; but, of course, they could make no objection.

The doctor looked them over as he came out of the gate.

“ Ah, very good "’ he snid. ‘* Boys, I think we shall enjoy our little walk
in the dusk of this fine October evening, and especially the improving con-
versation.” :

“It's Fettin near locking-up time, sir,”” Carboy ventured.

“ Really! E‘hat is of no moment, however. %my follow me!”” The
dogtor_strode into the dusky lane. ‘ Keep near me, pleass, my son, and
you, Carboy and Lane. The rest of you walk in threes behind; and pray
do not dawdle on the wai."

Carboy and Lane winked at one another. They were pretty well con-
vinced by this time that Dr. Monk had been drinking more than was good
for him. Frank Monk was puzzled and annoyed. U3

The Grammar School youngsters followed their headmaster down the
lane. The dusk was deepening, and they wondered. They covered a con-
siderable distance from the Grammar School, the doctor marching on ahead.
lIllcl a portion of Rylcombe Lane where the hedges were high and thick he

alted.

e Stop here, my dear boys,’”” he said.

The **dear boys >’ came to a halt. .

““ Harris, I perceive that you carry a walking-cane. Hand it to me,
?lease." Harris obeyed. Dr. Monk swished the light cane through the air.
“ Ab, {es! H'm! think this will serve the purpose very well. Carhoy,
you will please stand forward.” ;

Carboy started, and looked rather dismayed.

““'Yes, sir. What for, sir?”’ he stammered.

The doctor géwe him a severe glance.

““ You have been whispering to Lane.’

Carboy coloured uncomfortably. He had certainly beer whispering a
remark to his chum, but he had never dreamed that the doctor was so ﬁeen
of hearing as to overhear it.

“J—I—— Please, sir, I—1—""

“You whispered to Lane,”” thundered the doctor, **an insinuation,
Carboy, that 1 had been indulging in the use of strong liguor I*

« oh, sir, I—T—I—""

*“ Dare you deny it, Carboy?"”

1, sir—oh, please, sir, it was only a—a joke!""

““ You must learn not to make such extremely reprehensible jokes, Carboy.
It is impossible for me to pass over such a thing—quite impossible !”*

- **If you please, sir, I never meant—-"" -

“ You never meant me ?,o_"ﬁar? No, I imagine not. But I did hear,

Carboy, and I am about to inflict a fitting punishment upon you. Stand

s
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forward, here, Carboy!”” Carboy came forward with extreme reluctance.
““ You will now bend down, Carboy, and touch the ground with your hands,””
said the doctor severely. ‘ Ordinary caning will not meet the case.”

“* But, sir,” said Carboy, going scarlet, as several of the Grammarians
burst into a_chuckle, ** I—oh, sir—but I—""

““It is quite uscless to object, Carboy, and to mumble in that ridiculous-
manner. You may take it as a great favour that I do not expel you from
the school. Bend down before me, sir, and touch the ground with your
hands!"” .

Carboy unwillingly obeyed. The cane in the doctor's hand rosc and fell,
and Carboy, being in a position for receiving a ﬂog%ing, received the cane
with a sounding whack, and squirmed and wriggled.

““ You may rise now, Carboy. Lane!”

“Yes, sir. If you please, sir, I ”*

““Take up the same position as Cnr'bo{. Quick, now!”’

Lane dared not disobey. He twisted himself over as Carboy hand done, and
received a swish from the cane. He wriggled painfully. .

“ Remain like that, Lane, till I tell you to move!”

“ Yes, sir. But 22

“* Silence ! Remain like that, and do mnot dare to argue with me!
Frank!"”

““Yes, sir,”’ said Frank, who had been an astonished spectator of these
proceedings.

“You will remain on this spot,”’ said the doctor, consulting his watch,
* for five minutes. Then you may return to the school.”

““ Are you going to leave us, father?” asked Frank, who really thought
by this time that the doctor must be ill—in his head.

““ Yes—h’m !—for a short time. You will remain here for five minutes.
‘When you see me again you will know the cause.””

And the Head of the Grammar School turned ‘and disappeared through a
gap in the hedge.

'he Grammarians looked at onme another in amazement.

“*He’s mad !”” muttered Carboy. ‘I don’t care, Frank, he's mad!”

““Mad as a hatter!”’ grunted Lane, resuming the perpendicular. °°Mad
as o thousand blessed hatters, or else drunk as a fiddler! You can say what
you like, Frank; that’s my opinion.””

. Frank Monk was silent. As a matter of fact, he did not quite know how -
to controvert the opinions so forcibly expressed by Carboy and Lane.

*‘Hallo! What’s that?”’ exclaimed Harris.

It was a sudden gleam of light from the gap in the hedge through which
the doctor had disappeared. The clear, white light of an acetylene bicycle-
lamp shone through the dusk. The Grammarians stared at it in amazement.
The lamp was heI%, by someone concealed in the blackness behind the hedge
and, as they locked, into the circle of light stepped the figure of t%:.
doctor.

" It’s your giovernut, Frank ! ’

““The Head !” muttered the amazed Grammarians.

Amazed as they were, their amazement deepened at what followed. The
doctor removed his silk-hat and tossed it awag' into the gloom, and then
his gold-rimmed pince-nez. Then, to the stupefaction of the youngsters, he
Eu‘liled off his whiskers and beard, and they followed the hat behind the

edge.

annk Monk rubbed his eyes.

““Is this a dream, Lane?”’ he gasped. ‘‘Pinch me, old man!”

JLane obliged, and Frank gave an agonised gasp.

**Ch, you silly ass! You've taken a lump right out of ‘me!”

»
e

t
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| “Well, you asked for it,” said Lane. .

Y00k what he’s doing now!” murmured Carboy. *‘It must be a giddy
nightmare!”’ .

Thoe amazing doctor was rubbing his face with a wet sponge. And as he
rubbed, the parchment complexion and the wrinkles disappeared s if by
magic, and a fresh and youthful skin appeared in the place of them.

e pseudo doctor was a boy!

Yes, and as the sponge did its work the Grammarians could ranc$nisa
the boy, too. They knew him as Kerr, of the New House at St. Jim's !

:‘E“%nk 1Q\Ionk gave a shout as comprehension dawned upon him.

one !’

“ Done !’ echoed Carhoy and Lane, in a fury.  Done brown! Tt was a

me of those kids from St. Jim’s! And now he's got the cheek to unmask

efore our faces!”’

““And he caned us!’’ gasped Lane.

“The cheek! Caned us, by George! He wasn’t the doctor at all!””

The most obtuse of the Grammarians could not help seeing the facts as
Kerr divested himself of his disguise under their very eyes. In place of the
amazement and alarm they had felt came a feeling of rage at being so
neatly tricked by their rivals.

A rapid whisper ran through the Grammar ranks.

“We'll make ‘em sit up for this!” said Frank Monk grimly. * He's
doing that under our eyes to show what fools we’ve been. And so we have!
But we can give him something for his trouble. Kids, follow me!”’

Lane caught him by the arm.

“J say, Frank, they may be in force. It may be an ambush.”” |

X don't care!”

And Frank Monk rushed desperately for the gap in the hedge.

Kerr disappeared. The li%.lht was turned off in an instant. Frank Monk
gave a gsll as his foot caught in a stretched cord and he plunged forward
on his hands and knees. Before he could rise he was pimone§ by unseen
hands in the darkness.

He sr.ruggled furiously, but it was of no use. e was a prisoner.

*Rescue !’ he yelled. ° Grammar School! Rescue !’

The Grammarians rushed gallantly to the rescue of their leader. Most of
them went stumbling over the taut cord, and were strewed along the hedge,
and from the openings of the thicket came yells of laughter from the hidden
Saints, who were evidently there in strong force. i

And more than laughter camo, too—stinging volleys of peas from the
shooters with which Tom Merry & Co. were armed, and yells and yelps arose
on all sides from the unfortunate Grammarians.

In the confusion, Frank Monk tore himself loose and stumbled away into
the lane again. A grip closed on him in the darkness, and he was borne
to the ground.

«“T've got you!” gasped Carboy. " Here's one of them, chaps! Take
that, andg that I”?

“That”’ and *“that® were two fearful punches that made poor Monk
gosp.

“You ass!” he roared. ““T'm Monk—Frank Monk! Leggo, you silly
cuckoo !**

“ My hat!" stammered Carboy, releasing him. I thought you were che
of those rotters!” h

“You silly ass! Why couldn’t you look?™”

* How was I to see in the dark? I—'*

A shout rang from the hedge: -
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!

“Go for 'em, chaps! Down with the Grammar School! Give ’afx
socks "’

There was a rush of Saints to the attack. /

“Cut i61" shouted Frank Monk. * They're too many for us! Scoot|”

The Grammarians hardly waited to be told; they were already scooting,
most of them, as fast as they could scoobt. ’

Down the lane towards the Grammar School they went with a frantic
rush, ind. after them came the juniors of ®t. Jim's, whooping with
triumph.

Maz?y a Grammarian was overtaken and rolled in the dust before the
defeated and dismayed followers of Monk and Carboy reached the gates of
the Grammar School.

There a fresh misfortune awaited them. The gates were closed for the
night, it being now comsiderably past locking-up time. Their retreat into
their own quarters was cut off, and the pursuers were coming on fast.

Frank Monk rang frantic peals on the bell. Other junidrs hammered and
kicked af ‘the gates. The din was terrific. But the porter was old and
slow. With a rush, the pursuers came on, and the Grammarians turned te
defend themselves, with their backs to the gates.

Tom Merry & Co. came on fast, with a score of St. Jim’s juniors behind
them. Tom Meng was ]aulghiug so much that he could hardly run. Close
beside him was Kerr, still in the garb of the schoolmaster, so that he
looked like a little old man, with theieaﬁ and face of a schoolboy. Figgins
and Blake were well to the front.

“* Got them!’” shouted Blake. * Wipe up the gmun& with the bounders !**

“Halt ! called out Tom Merry, stopping and turning to wave back his
eager followers. ** Halt! Prepare for platoon firing!™

'he juniors chuckled gleefully. The peashooters came to the fore again.
‘As the defeated Grammarians hammered at the gate the Saints drew up
and opened fire. The Grammarians could not return it, and there was not
enough of them to charge the enemy and get to close quarters. They could
only stand the fire, and hammer on the gates and yell to the porter to come
and open them.

Some of the St, Jim’s juniors were laughing too much to aim well, but
a brisk fire was kept up, and Frank Monk and his followers were pretty
well peppered by the time the gates swung open and they poured paﬁ-mu]l
inside.

With a clang the gates closed again behind the last of them.

“Ha, ha, ha!” shouted Tom Merry.  Hear me smile!"”

« Ha, ha, ha!"’ roared his followers. *‘Hear us smile! Down with the
Grammar School ! *

And the breathless but gleeful juniors turned to retrace theirgstepa
towards St. Jim's.

*“ Victowy !” exclaimed D’Arcy. “I weally think fthat my ideah has
worked out wippingly, deah boys! It was a gwand and glowious victowy !*
It was,”” said Tom Merry. *‘ And it proves that the %o‘ is a success.”

“* Yaas, wathah!*”

““ But there’s one thing you’ve forgotten,” said Manners. **We shall be
back after locking-up, and there will be a row.”

Ly dear chap, who cares for a row, when it’s a question of beating the
enemy?"’ said Tom Merry. ‘‘ Let them row as much as they like. e've
given the Grammar School their first licking. Dut not the last. We're
going to keep ahead, or bust something!”

A “determination that was heartily endorsed by every member of Tom
Merry & Co.
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CHAPTER 23
. stranded.

A ERE we are!” said Carboy. . -

\ “Yes, here we are,’” said Lane. *‘Get the boat in to the

bank, and don’t bump too much, Don’t sit on that hamper,
Saunders !”’

“Y'm not sitting on the hamper.” . .

«Well, don’t do it again, then. Get that oar in, Miles, and don’t make
another splash like that, or 1 shall speak to you.”

“ Oh, don’t keep on growling, old chap 124 .

“ 1’1l do something more than growl in a minute! You ought to have
some sense! Now then, jump out, Carboy, old fellow!™

“That’s it,"’ said Frank Monk. * Jump out, Carboy, and tie the rope
to that bush. The boat will be safe enough here while we have a feed. Get
the hamper out.”

It was Wednesday afternoon, and the boat from the Grammar School had
pulled up the Ryll to the Abbey ﬁwunds. There were sixteen young Gram-
marians in the {oat, so that, although it was of a good size, 1t was pretty
well crowded. .

On the bank of the Ryll lay the ruins of an ancient abbey, and green-
sward stretched down to the stream, shadowed here and there by trees and
bushes. It was a beautiful spot, and very popular for picnics. Fellows
from St. Jim's frequently came up there in boats, and on this particular
Wednesday afternoon Frank Monk and a Grammar School party had
selected it for an al fresco feed.

. They had brought plenty of provisions along with them, in a couple of
hampers and some smaller packages, and as soon-as Carboy had made the
boat fast the cargo was handed ashore. The boat, made fast to the high
bush, rode the water safely, and as it was impossible for it to drift loose,
the picnickers gave it no further thought.

#* Jolly good spot!” said Carboy, looking round. “ Nice sunny aftermocon:
for October, too. I was half afraid that some of those St. Jim’'s cads would -
spot us coming up.”

Frank Monk shook his head.

“J am sure they didn’t. I kept a careful look-out.”

“ It would be no joke to be raided just now,” said Lane. *‘They might
come in force, same as we did in that affair at the old castle. gti,u_, a8
we've seen nothing of them so far, I fanc;r we're pretty safe.””

““Of course we are! Get out the grub.”

. The Grammarians selected  their spot for camping, and selected their
seats, and then the packages were opened and the gnog things displayed.

The picnic was soon started, and the youngsters enjoyed themselves,
g_tsmjgsi?g over the viands their plans for the downfall of the junmiors of

. Jim’s. =

They little dreamed that while they were feasting there under a shady
tree keen eyes were watching them from the other side of the river.

The opposite bank was thickly wooded, and it- was private property, and
trespassers were strictl proh.ibited ; but, all the same, nine juniora from
St. Jim’s had found their way there, and were now in cover among the
témheg clm the margin of the river, looking across at their foes of the Grammar

chool. -

Tom Merry & Co. were on the warpath! ® A
. “There the ‘are!”’ said Tom Merry, with great satisfaction. * Gussy’s
information that he overheard in Mother Murphy’s tuck=shop was perfectly
correct. There they are.”” -t e
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““ Aw large as life,’”” said Figgins, ““and twice as natural! Sixteen of the
1

greedy, guzzling young rascals, too /
“Too many for us to go for,”” said Blake, with a shake of the head. ‘
** That’s not what I was thinking of,” said Tom Merry. X
“1 say,’”” Fatty Wynn remarked, with an anxious look acrass the river.
“T really don’t see why we shouldn’t raid them. That grub looks awfufly

tempting."” o/

“ How aro we to get across, fathead?”” /
**One of us could swim across, as youlve already suggested, and get the
boat. Then we could use the boat to cross in, in force, and wipe up the
ground with them.”’

“* Nine of us, against sixteen,” said Tom Merry, “‘ and they'd be watching
us all the time, and ready for us. Fabt;?, old man, your idea is rotten. Be-
sides, it would interfere with my plans.”

Fatty Wynn growled.

“ Oh, blow your plans, Tom.Merry. I don’t think we ought to lose a
chance of securing a feed like that, and now I come to think of it, I'm fear-
fully hungry.”

*“Are you ever anything eclse?”’ asked Kerr politely. “I saw you filling
yourself up before we started.””

““Yes, I know, but I didn’t have much—only a pudding and some pie, and
an a.gyle-ta.rt, and a few potatoes and earrots and dumplings and some
boiled beef, and half a dozen oranges and a_cocoanut, and some cake. You
hurried me so that I hadn’t time for more than that.”

*“ You must have wanted more,” said Tom Merry. I can imagine how
awfully empiﬁ you feel now, if you shifted that little lot only an hour ago.”

“ It has taken ms nearer an hour and a half to walk here. Besides, it
would hit the Grammar cads in their tenderest spot to collas* their grub.””

“They may not be so tender in that spot as you are, Fatty,” Monty
Lowther remarked.

“ It stands to reason they would be awfully hard hif at losing a feed. I
know I lost a feed once, and it was days before I felt myself again. I think
we ought——""

-~ ’Ngu.ﬁ! said,” said Tom Merry decisively. *It's no go. We're not goin
to come to close guarters with the Grammarians at all. That's settled.
Who's the giddy chief here, I want to know? Dry up, Fatty Wynn!”

““Well, I don’t see why- 27

“ It’s not necessary for you to see,” said Tom Merry loftily. * You're
only a blessed private in this concern, and this isn't a blessed council of
war. I've made my plans.’”

“* You haven’t told us what they are yet,”” said Figgins., °° Not besides
capturing their boat and leaving them stranded.”

“# You’ll know all in good time, 'gg;r."

“That's all right,” said Blake. * But remember the compact, Tom
Merry. If you don’t give the Grammarians the kybosh in a way that they
can’t possibly crawl out of afterwards, you're no longer chief of the Co.
.That’s the cheese.” . i -
¢ *T know it, and I’m going te do it. Now that we've run the bounders
down, it will work out all right. Gussy has done jolly well this time in

etting on to the plans of the enemy. He’s a fearful aes, but I'll say that

or him.
s D’Arcy purred. . .
. *“Y am glad to have Beon of servica to the honouwable Co.,”” he remarked.
4 The fact is, you know, I’'m an awfully deeg fellow, and I'm just the chap
to go on a scout. X found out the Plans of the enemy, which was the gweat
point, deah boys. .There they arel™ _ ..

i
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* Yes,” said Tom Merry, * there they are. They haven’t the faintest idea
hat we are watching them. First of all we’re going to collar their boat."”
The Co. looked thoughtfully across the broad, rolling stream.
The Ryll was very wide in this place, and the current was swift, the water
ep. ere were few swimmers cven in the senior Forms at St. Jim’s who
wpld lightly have undertaken to swim the Ryll in this spot, and no junior
had ever attempted it. .
“A say,” Blake remarked doubtfully, do you think it will be quite
Tom Merry? It's a very beastly part of the river for a swim, you
Fellows have been drowmed here before now—fellows who could
too.”’
11, T know it’s a bit of a task,” Tom Merry confessed, looking thought-
fully ayross the wide, sunlit waters. ‘*DBut it’s got to be done, and that's
all therk is about it."” .
toss up for it,”” said Figgins. *That’s fair, I've got a penny

*“ Nothiyg of the kind.”

““ What Jo you mean? We—r . .

“I'm leafer,” said Tom Merry serenely, * There's not going to be any
tossing up while I'm leader. It's a leader’s place to give orders.”

“ Well, yek,” said Figgins doubtfully, “I know it 18, but it wonldn’t be
quite cricket\to appoint one to do a thing like that, you know, when it’s
so awfully risky.””

“Yes, it wonld. I insist: ’}won my right as leader, and I'm §ning to
ip int the swimmer,” said Tom Mecrry obstinately, *‘That’s understood,
1as

»

»

“Well, have your way, then. Who's the chap?” "

“ Myself I’ .

“Rh?” Figgins stared ab him. “Is that your little game, you bounder?
You're going?”’ :

* Exactiy.””

“T don’t want to cavil,” said Blake thoughtfully, * but in a case like
this I really think the best swimmer should be selected, and as I'm willing
to go—""

““Who's best swimmer?”’ asked Figgins. *“ You don’t mean to seriousl
sayidB]ake, that you think you could get across to that boat as easily as
could?'” >

“You! My dear chap, you couldn’t qwab half way,” said Blake. *It
would be next door to manslaughter to allow you to try, Figginrs.””

“Would it?"” said Figgins hotly. ** You School House bounder, I'll show
you! I'm going to be the man to do it, then, I'm going—""

* You're going to stay where you are,’” said Tom Merry. “What's the
good of my being leader if T don't lead? This matter is in my hands. Mind,
T'm going' to have my orders obeyed by the Co., or there will be thick ears
knucﬁing around for someone.”

“ Quite so,” said Monty Lowther. *‘Keep off the grass, Figgy. TFair’s
fair, and Tom Merry is leader, and that settles it.””

“0h, all right,” said Figgins. ‘‘It’s a beastly risky business, though,
and I'd rather it were I going to do it. But have your way, Tom Merry.’!

1 mean to,”’ said Tom placidly, He was stripping off his clothos in the
cover of the trees, **It's a bit difficnlt for a swim, but the biggest difficulty
is in getting the boat away without the Grammar cads noticing it. Luckily
the bank thore is rather high, and that big bush is between them and the
water. Bu e ¥

““Put it will be a ticklish business,” said Arthur Augustus, squintin,
across the river through his monocle. “I weally think, Tom Mewwy, thad
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this mattak ought to be placed in my hands. I'm the last fellow in th
world to put myself forward in any way, but a mattah of this kin
,Wegulras——“

“Oh, ring off; Gussy!" You’ll make me tired before I start.” /

‘T wefuse to wing off till T have stated my opinion. A ‘mattah of t)is
kind wequires an awfully deep fellow to cawwy it out in a weally pwoyah
way, and you all know how deep I am. I weally think I am the man/for
the job,- Tom Mewwy.”

o ﬁ&ta " was the polite retort of Tom Merry.

“Vewy well. I have stated my opinion, and if anythin’ happens/now,
you will be te blame, I wash my hands of it,” said, Arfhur Augustus

Tom.- Metry was soon striﬁpe for the swim. He carefully scanped the
position of the boat, and of the picnickers, and then crept down to the water
and plunged- silent!ﬁ s

The Co. watcked him snxiously from the bank. 2

Would the Grammarians spot the dark head on the sunlit river/ TIf they
did, it would be easy enough for them to get the boat out of dinger, and
the expedition of the juniors from St. Jim's would have been mad¢ in vain.

But.the bank was rather high, and the picnickers were busy with their
feast. The faint echo of their talk and laughter could be heard across the
river, The big bush to which the boat was moored screened Tom Merry
from their view, so long as he kept in a line with it. This %e was careful
to do, though it was not easy to judge his position exactly frof tho water.

Tom Merry was o splendid swimmer, as he had shown on more than one
occasion. He breasted the deep, swift stream gallantly,’ stemming the
current, and cleaving his way steadily across. The Co. watched him from
under the trees, hzm:ﬁy taking their eyes off him once.

““ He’s getti on finely,” muttered Blake. ‘" He'll do it all right. The
© Grammar bounders haven’t seen him yet.”

““And they won’t,” said Monty Lowther confidently. * They're not look-
igf towards the river, and so long as he keeps the bush between them he’s

.7

“* The ticklish part wiil come when he reaches the boat,” Figgins remarked.
** That hyh screens him now, but it can be seen through close at hand, and
they may see him get into the boat.’”

“ Well, it won’t take him more than a few seconds to cut the painter.””

They continued to watch anxiously. The minutes crawled by. Tom Merry
‘was slower now, but he was making good progress. He swam with steady,
milent strokes, and hardly the faintest of sounds came from the swimmer as
he cleft the water. ;

Now he was close to the boat—the long, arducus swim was nearing its
end. Nearler and nearer, till his hand went up from the water and rested on
the gunwale.

L .hat "’ muttered Figgins. “ He’s done it! Now——""

“ W{: doesn’t he get in?’

o Pergs.ps they’ve heard him!"*

' Tom Merry was resting, hanging on the side of the boat. He was as yet

hidden from the view of the Grammar School youngsters, but he knéw that

* .ms soon as he was in the boat he would be seen by anyone who glanced that

walg. ‘The bush was not thick enough to hide him when he was close at hand.

ut- the chance had to be taken. He had a pocket-knife slung round his

neck, and now he opened the largest blade ready. Then he silently clambered
into the boaty 3 i

It rocked a little, and the bush swayed slightly. And at that moment, as
it happened, Monk ha.pgene\‘! to glance towards it, .

He stared through’ the flimsy screen, and caught a glimpse of the white
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skin of the boy in the boat. Tom was reaching knife in hand for the
ainter. <

" Monk gave a shout of amazement, and sprang to his feet, In his haste
e forgot a pie he had been carving, and which he had taken on his knees

or greater convenience. The pie.fell on Carboy’'s lap, and the gravy

urted out all over him. ! P Ry

““ Hallo !"” roared Carboy. * What the dickens are you at, Monk? You’ve

iled my trousers! You ass, what did you do that for?”

rank Monk did not reply.

was making his way down to the bank with desperate speed. The
Gratymar School boys stared, and Lane -and Carboy, guessing that some-
thing) was wrong, quickly followed. .

The yope was cut, and Tom Merry dropped the knife in the boat and
seized An oar. The Grammarians had not removed the oars from the boat,
and Torh Merry had one in his hands in a twinkling, and was shoving off.

. “Stop) you beast!””

Fran énk came racing down to the water. TLane and Carboy were nob
far behind him. Tom Merry took not the slightest notice; in fact, he did
not even look up. Ile shoved away, and the boat shot out into the river.

“ Stop I’ :

Frank Monk tore on to the water’s edge. The boat was dancing away, far
out of reach, but not beyond a desperate leap!

Monk did not hesitate for a moment. Without stopping, he made a hound,
cleared the intervening space of water, and landed in the boat,

The eraft, of course, rocked violently at the concussion, and Tom Merry
fell over the thwarts. The shock sent it dancing away into the middle of
the river, and Lane and Carboy halted dismayed on the bank. It was im-
possible for them to J];:lm?

‘Tom Merry was on his feet in a moment.

Frank Monk had sat down rather violently in the stern, and was dazed by
the shock, and before he could rise the chief of the St. Jim’'s juniors was
upén him.

He grappled with Tom Merry, but it was no good.

Over he went, with Tom’s grip upon him, and in a twinkling he was splash-
ing in the water, with the cheerful face of Tom Merry smiling at him over
the edge of the boat.

“ Sorry to give you a wetting, kid,” said Tom Merry. “ You shouldn’t
have come where you were not asked, you know. There’s no rcom for any
of your Grammar rotters in my boat."”

“ Your boat!” spluttered Monk. “It’s our boat! Give it to us, you
beast! Give us our boat!”

“It's my boat mow, kid, by right of capture,’” said Tom Merry calmly.
“ Better swim back. If you don’t I shall tap you on the head wit.i the oar
—like that !"*

He gave Monk a.,ﬁent]u tap, and he ducked under the water. Monk was
a fine swimmer, as Tom Merry knew. There was no help for it, and Frank
Monk turned and swam back to the bank where now the whole of the
Grammar School party were collected, staring across the water. Lane gave
him a helping hand out of the river. He landed, shaking the water from
him like a Newfoundland dog, and gasping for breath. And, with feelings
too deep for words, the Grammar School party saw Tom Merry dip a pair
of oars in the water and pull the boat to the opposite bank, and saw eight
‘u'niorahof 8t. Jim’s rush forth from the trees to greet him with a whoop of

riumph.
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OHAPTER 24.
The Grammarians Give In.
OM MERRY brought the boat to the shore, and half a dozen hand
laid bold of it. The Saints were %:im:ing with glee as they secur
the craft. Tom Merry jumped as!

towel.
““ Good old Tommy! The wheeze is worked.””
““Ha, ha, ha!” shouted the Co., waving their hands at the Grammarfans
across the river. *‘Hear us smile! Ha, ha, ha!”’
Some of the Grammarians shouted back, but the words were iudiatyﬂish-

ore, and Manners handed him

able from the distance; and they were certainly not complimentary.

Tom Merry rapidly rubbed himself dry, and slipped into his clothes/ again.
He was dressed In a very few minutes. .

“ We've got their boat,” said Monty Lowther. **And now w{at’s the
next move, Tom? You haven’t told us what that awfully rippiﬁtg idea is

ot A
¥ Tom Merry fastened his tie. f

““ You'll see,” he replied. Even to his chums of the Shell Tom Merry had
confided nothing so far, and all the Co. were curious as to the plan which
was o put the Grammar School junicrs so completely in the shade. ** Man
the boat ™

“ What are you going to do?”

“ We're going to have a little pow-wow with the Grammar School kids.”

The juniors scrambled into the boat. Figgins, Blake, Manners, and
E)Wt.:hcr took the oars, and Tom Merry shoved off. They pulled out into

e river.

" Don’t get too near—not near enough for them to try jumping,’” said
Tom Merry, standing up in the boat as they drew nearer the other side.
‘“Not that they're likely to try it after Frank Monk’s experience. Here we
are! Steady on!”

The boat was within six yards of the bank now.

The oarsmen rested, just keeping the boat level with the bank against the
swift ourrent.

Tom Merry took off his caﬁ to salute the infuriated Grammarians. Howls
of rage greeted him from the youth of the Grammar School. It was bad
enough to have their boat taken, but this seemed insult added to injury.

3 "'ﬁou—you cads !

** Give us our boat!”

““ Thieves !"”

‘“ Blackguards !"*

““ Brutes! <Hand over that boat!”

““Come ashore, and see how jolly soon we’ll lick you!"’

* They’re afraid to come ashore. They haven’t fhe pluck to set foot on
land while we’re here! Yah! Cowards!” Who’s afraid to come ashore?’

Tom Merry listened to the vociferations of the Grammar crowd with s
perfectly unmoved face. He waited patiently for them to fnish.

“ Haven’t you got a tongue in your head?” roared Monk, exasperated.
“ Why don’t you speak, youn fathead? Can’t you talk, you dummy? Didn’t
you ever learn fo speak, idiot?™

““My dear cha =

“I'll “dear chap’ you when I get hold of you! Why don’t you come
ashore? Afraid?” :

Tom Merry nodded.

“ Exactly! We’re too frightened to come ashore. If you had a micres
scope with you, you could s¢e us trembling.””

K1
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back
““Can’t be did. We've captured it, and we're going to keep it.”’
““Thieves !”” roared the furious Grammariaus, siam.;sing up and down on
T

h, you rotter! What do you mean by collaring our boat? Give it
1

he bank with helpless rage. * Thicves! Blackguar Cads 1™
‘“When you've done paying us compliments——'* - i
““Yah! Thieves! Beasfs!"”

‘I'm willing to discuss terms with you. No hurry. Keep it up as long
as \,‘ou like. We’ll stay here for a bit. Plenty of time to get back to Sti.
Jim's before calling-over.””

““ Do you mean to say that you are going to take our hoat away?'’ shouted
Fran onk. “ You—you can’t! We have got to have it to get home.”

*“1 suppose I can’t, if you say so; but, still, I've got a very strong im-
pl‘essior{\ that I can,”” said Tom Merry. *° What do you chaps think?’”

And he looked inquiringly at the Co. in the hoat. i

““I think we can manage it if we try,” said Blake gravely.

““ Yaas, wathah!”’

““ Certainly,” said Figgins. ““It’s really a pity ‘about those Grammar
cads. They will have to stay out all night. 1'm sorry for them, but it
can’t be helped.”

““I've heard that some of them are awfully doggish at the Grammar
;iihoui," Monty Lowther remarked. * They will enjoy a night out, very
ikely.’”

““ Gtive us our boat, you cads

roared the Grammarians, exasperated by

the chaff from the Saints. “Give us our benstly boal, you howling
rotters !" 1
“* Sorry ! said Tom Merry. ‘“ You can walk home.”

“We can’t!” howled Frank Monk. **The river on this side is private
ground.”” W Y gt

“How can a river be I]:n-iva';c ground? There must be a mistake some-
where, Monkey. If you look, you will notice a distinct difference between
the dryness and the wetness.””

““I mean the ground on this side is private, and fenced off, and you know
it!" shouted Monk. ‘You know we can’t get along the river to Rylcombe.
We shall have to walk nearly a mile from the river to get to a road, and then
go round thmugh Wayland. You know that as well as I do, you silly
grinning hyena "’

“ Yes, it’s a sad case, no mistake about that!’ said Tom Merry, with a
solemn shake of his curly head. “I'm really sorry. If we could do with-
out the hoat we'd give it to you, like a shot; but after being put to the
trouble of capturing it——"".

““ Look here, don’t rot!” growled Frank Monk. ‘ You know very well we
can’t walk home. We shouldn’t get back to the school hefore one or two in
the morning. In fact, most of us couldn’t walk the distance at all. You
know that.” d

“Yes; you Grammarians are a weak-kneed lot of rotters!” Tom Merry
agreed. ' If you liked to come over to St. Jim’s sometimes, we'd give you
lessons in gymnastics, and in walking and sprinting, and help you to——""

*“ Oh, shut up!’ said Monk, rather ungratefully. “We could beat any
of you fellows at walking and running.”’

““Well, yes, I admit you did some fall running the other night when we
were 'after you.’”

““Ha, ha, ha!” howled the Co. °‘So they did!”

*Yaas, wathah! What an extwemely funny wemark! Ha, ha, ha!”’

““Oh, cheese it!”” growled Monk, turning red. ‘“Look here, you know
we can’t walk home. You said something about making terms. ~What do
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you want? We admif you've got the best of us. Do you want us to hand
over the ‘%rub in- exchange for the boat?”

Fatt ynn's eyes flashed with happy anticipation.

“What a splendid wheeze! Of course, that was Tom Merry's idea a
annE, chaps. I didn’t think of that. Tom Merry, you're a genius!”

*“ Don’t gloat too soon, Fatty,” said Tom Merry calmly. ““I'm not %oi g
to do anything of the sort. And that wasn’t my plan all along. Nothjng
of the kind.”” A

I suppose you're joking. You couldn’t lose such an opportunity as/this
of getting a feed from the enemy!” exclaimed Fatty Wynn hotly. ‘‘Look
here, Tom Merry, I know you're a silly ass, and not' much good as a leader,
but you can’t be such a silly ass as t{mﬁ. : I

“I'm afraid I am, Fatty,”” said Tom, laughing. ;

“1 won’t stand it!"” cried Fatty excitedly. **Chaps, are we going to put
up with such rot? = Fancy refusing an offer of that kind! ~There’s the
Grammar cads willing to hand over the grub and make it pax,’and Tom
Meorry wants to réfuse. Why, it’s—it’s wicked !’ . ¢

““ Are you going to accept my offer?”” called out Frank Monk.

“* Not this time,”” said Tom Merry, shaking his head. “We don’t want
your ‘grub, Monkey, You can eat it to the last currant-bun.””

“We do—we de. want it!"’ howled Fatty Wyann. ** Chaps, Tom Mer‘riy's
ﬂbo;l_t tﬂhe rottenest leader I ever heard of! Who’s game for a giddy
mutiny "

He %umped ug excitedly. Kerr and Monty Lowther pulled him down
again and held him fast to his seat.

““ 8it still, fathead !”” said Figgins. ** If you say another blessed word T’ll
scoff your tea when we get back to St. Jim’s, and you sha’rn’t have another
'blessgg nfouthflfl bcfm;e you oFt-o bed“;" el

“ , I say, I ) gas Fatt; nn, “ I—""

““1 mean 1yt!" Egl Fggg?us. « Sg sh\{t up ’*

The fat boy of the New House accordingly shut up, but very reluctantly.
Tom Merry turned his attention to the Grammarians.

“We don’t want gour grub, youn Monke]y," he said. *“ We've. got
terms to propose, and you can .take ti'em or leave them. We don’t care
much which you do; so you can please yourself.’”

““ Oh, let's come to the terms!” said Monk. *“Don’t keep us all night.””

“In the first place, you must admit that you are done—utterly, thoroughly,
and completely done—licked to the wide!"” said Tom Merry impressively.

“We ain’t!” We don’t admit anything of the kind!"’

““ Rather not!"” shouted the Grammarians furiously.

“ Very well. That settles it. You can pull, boys. It’s time we were
getting back to St. Jim’'s.”

The oars rattled in the rowlocks. The Grammarians looked at one

" another dea;emteiy‘ It was impossible for them to remain there. The river
was too wide for them to hope to swim it—indeed, not more than half of
them could swim at all. Two or three might have got across, but not with
their clothes on. That was evidently not to be thought of. To go round
by Wayland and walk home to Rylcombe Grammar School was to make up
tl{eit minds to spend a night out. Frank could imagine the state of the
school when none of the party turned up for roll-call, and hour after hour

assed without their returning. It was impossible to think of it. The only
hini;wwas to make terms with the St. Jim’s juniors for the possession of
the at.

““Stop!” shouted Frank Monk. “You—you rotters! We—we admit
what you say! We give in, ]mng you, and acknowledge ourselves licked !

. *“You must all say the same,” said Tom Merry, signing to his Co. to keep
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the boat abreast of the spot on the bank where the group of Grammarians

stood.
““Oh, hang you! We all do say the same!” imwleﬂ' Carboy.
. *“Yes, yes, yes!” chorused the Grammar youths shamefacedly.
“ Good, so far! You admit that you are hopelessly licked, d.idgled, dished,
nd done?” y 3

“Yes, yes, yes!” i

““And you haven’t a leg to stand on?”

¥ No, no, no!”

% Well, I'm glad to see that you can tell the truth sometimes, even if it
has to be squeczed out of you,'”’ said Tom Merry. * There is hope for you
vet. Always keep this up, you know—never try to make out that you can
hold a candle to St. Jim’s, ‘and perhaps we shall let you off lightly in tho
future.””

““ Yaas, wathah!™

The Grammar youths gritted their teeth with rage. But they were in a
cleft stick, as it were,.and it was idle to lose their tempers.

*“ Now, as you oll admit, yourselves licked,”” pursued Tom Merry, * there's
no reason why you shouldn’t write it down, is there?”’

“ Write it down!"’ exclaimed Frank Monk. ‘* What are you driving at?”*

“I've got a fountain-pen here and a sheet of cardboard,” eaid Tom
Men{g. ““I’ll sling them across to you if you agree to the terms.””

“* What do you want us to do?” S

““You must write down at my dictation, that’s all. I’ll make up the
statement i‘m; you, to save you trouble. You have only got to write it down
and sign it.” =

The g!:hnnn:rmrians; looked dubiously at one another. This was a develop-
ment they had not quite expected. There was fierce rebellion' in every face,

“Tell us what you want to have writtcu on your blessed cardboard!”
growled Monk. "{Ne‘re'uoh going to sign any silly rot; Tom Merry !

“Y don’t want any silly rot. I want the truth, the whole truth, and
nothing but the truth,” said Tom cheerfully. **If you prefer a night out,
say 50, and we’ll be off. You've got to write down a full confession that
you're done, and that you can't stand against St, Jim’s, and sign it with
all your names, o that there can’t be any doubt in the future as to which
is top school. Otherwise, you can stay thero and live like giddy Robinson
Crusoes. No good talking. I have spoken!™

The Co. cackled from onc end of the boat to the other.

They understood now what Tom Merry's great idea had been. Un-
doubtedly, if Frank Monk and his companions signed such a confession, the
superiority of 8t. Jim’s would be incontestably established. Whatever the
Grammarians might say or do, there would be no going back on their own
word, in plain black and white.

“My hat!” said Blake. ‘“It’'s a ripping wheeze. We'll have the giddy
document framed and hung up in the common-room in the School House.”

*“In the New House, you mean,” said Figgins. ** We're in this Co., Jack
Blake. You seem to forget that, kid.”

“ Oh, rats!"” said Blake. * Don’t talk rot, Figgy. There’s only three of
you New House bounders, and yow’re not much good, anyway; and therc’s
six of us—six of the best.””

‘* Yaas, wathah!"

““ Shut up !’ said Tom Merry. “ We haven’t got the document yet, kids.
‘We’ll decide what to do with it when we've got 1"

““ Weally, that is a most sensible wemark, Tom Mewwy. I do not considah
you a vewy sensible chap, as a rule; but weally I must say- 22

** Dry up, sy ! Monkey is talking—the other monkey."”
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““ We won’t write anything of the kind,” called out Monk. “ Wo'd rather

walk all round the world to get back to the Grammar School. We won’t!"” |
“We won't!”” yelled Carboy and Lane. ¢ i i

But some of tge other Grammarians were looking dubious. They could
not remain stranded on the bank of the Ryll, and there was no escape exce?h
by aid of the Saints. ;o

““ Do as you like,” said Tom Merry indifferently. “‘ Good afterncon.'” /

The boab went with the current. The Grammarians watched it savagely.
Frank Monk set his tceth and did not say a word. Tom Merry & Co.
wondered whether the Grammar crowd would **stick it out.” Tom Merry
did not believe that they would, and he was right. The boat had not gone
a dozeu yards when there was a general howl for the junjors return.

““ Come back! We'll sign the paper! Come back!” 4

The boat pulled up to the level of the bank again, the oarsmen taking
care to keep at a secure distance from the infuriated Grammariana.

““ Made up your minds?"’ asked Tom Merry ‘Plpasant]y. i

** You—you beast 1" growled Frank Monk. ‘Is this what you call cricket?
It's beastly; it's—it’s mean!”

““ As mean as tﬁ'ing three fellows up in a row and sending them to toddle
to St. Jim’s with faces blacked like niggers, do you think?” asked Tom
Merry, with the manner of one simply in search of information.

“ As mean as putting a beastly label on o trap and making people think
that three happy, innocent youths were lunatics?’’ asked Blake.

““ As mean as smothewin’ a fellah with wed ink, and sendin’ him home
lookin’ like a Wed Indian?”’ demanded D’Arcy.

Frank Monk grinned in spite of himself.

All was fair in war, and the Grammar School had had its innings, and
now it was the turn of St. Jim’s, and there was nothing to complain about.

’I‘{:m Merry drew the sheet of cardboard and the fountain-pen from his

ocket.
ol Here you are, Monk. Catch!” He tossed them to the Grammar School
chief. ‘*Now, write at my dictation.”

Monk spread the cardbeard reluctantly on a box, and prepared to write.
His companions looked on with glum and gloomy faces. -

“““ We, the undersigned, hereby declare that we have been dished and done
by the young gentlemen of the great college of St. Jim’s.” Got that?”

““Yes, I've got that,” growled Monk, industriously writing.

« And we acinowledge Bt o wron't up to their weight, and that it was
like our beastly cheek to enter into ukv\ahcountet with them—-7""

“T won’t! I won't! I won't!”’

“ Very well; pull, you chaps. We're off I””

“8Stop! I'll write it; but—but—but—"" ; y

““ Never mind the buts. You can keep thom till afterwards. Have you
written it down?"’

"?Ye-es," said Monk savagely, **I've written it down, Ia that all, Lhang
you?’’

“* No, it isn’t all, not by long chalks,’” said Tom Merry cheerfully. “ Let
me see. ‘Encounter with them.” You’ve got that. Next: ‘ And we arc sorry
we have been such hig asses as to start a contest with them, and we beg
their pardon for having the cheek to exist in the same county.””

““I—I.won’t! Oh, confound you, you beast! I've got that down!" .

* *Wo hereby declare that St. Jim’s is top school, and that we're simply
nowhere. We humbly hope that the Saints will let us down lightly in the
future, as we fully and completely acknow}udga their immense superiority.
Signed——'  And then shove all your names after that statement. Mind, 1f

T
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they’re not all signed clearly the whole thing will have to bc done over
again from the beginning. I've got some more cardboard.”
‘Writhing with rage, Frank Monk wrote out the document of surrender,
and one by ome the Grammarians signed it. Sixteen signatures were
1 to tat +

a 1 o .
"% TI’ve done it!” said Monk, **Now come and fetch it, confound you! I
can't chuck it to you; it would drop into the water.”

A sort of thrill ran through the Grammarians. If they could induce the
Saints to bring the boat within reach, there was a chance yet! They had
surrendered, but they had not made it pax, and so it was open to them to
rush the boat if they had a chance.

But Tom Merry was not to be caught nagging so easily. He winked
solemnly at ‘Frank Monk, while the Co. chuckled.

“*If you’ll excuse us,”” said Tom Merry, *“ we won’t bring the boat too near.
Of course, we couldn’t suspect nice young fellows like you of meaning to play
any tricks. That isn’t my meaning at all. But we’ll keep our distance—in
case of accidents.””

*“ Accidents will happen, in the best regulated Grammar Schools,’
Monty Lowther. * Nothing like being carcful, young Monkey."”

“I can see you're afraid——""

“Oh, wats!'' exclaimed ID’Arcy. * Tom Mewwy, we mustn’t let them
think wo’re afwaid. Let’s go and show them—""

““Ring off, Gussy! You're dead in this act. Franky, my kid, send all
your agrecable companions away from the river, say a hundred yards off,
and we’ll come and fetch that paper. You can leave it on the hamper. Just
a moment, though—we shall have to let you have the boat somehow. Stay
there yourself, and we’'ll take you on board. Then when we've landed on
our side of the river, you can pull the boat across and rescue those Crusoces.’

“How do I know you won’t make me a prisoner?” demanded Monlk
suspiciously, -

“I’ll give you my word,”’ said Tom Merry, with dignity.

““ All right. I suppose we've got to stick this out. Get away, you kids;
no good hanging round. They’'ve got us.”

““But.I say, Monk——"' began Carboy.

““Oh, don’t talk. What's the good? We're done, and it’s no good talking.
Clear off, you kids, and let’s get 1t over.”

The Grammarians reluctantly walked away from the riverside. Tom Merry
watched them go, and called out to them to go further when they halted.
At last they were at the stipulated distance, and Frank Monk was left
standing alone on the bank, with the document in his hand, and a thunder-
cloud upon his face.

“* Pull in, you chaps!”’ said Tom Merry.

The Co. brought the boat to the shore. Tom Merry held out his hand to
assist the Grammar School chief in.

“*Hand over the document, Monkey, and jump in,” he said cordially.
“Buck up! I can sece your fellows yonder are getting restive.””

Frank Monk sta%ped into the boat. The document was handed to TorT
Merry and safely buttoned up inside -his jacket. Monk sat down in the
stern.

““Shove off I"" said Tom Morry. * Those chaps are coming!” He waved
his hand to the Grammarians, some of whom were racing down to the bank.
“ Good-bye, sweethearts, good-bye. Be good !

The boat pushed off into the stream. The Grammarians baffled, halted on
the bank, with a dozen yards of water betwben them and Tom Merry & Co.
They hurled shouts of rage and denunciation at the victors, which were

said
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replied to only with laughter and chaff. The boat was pulled across to the
bank, and it ran into the rushes. :

Tom Merry & Co. stepped out upon the shore, and Frank Monk was left in
sole possession. He picked up the oars.

““So lodg,” said Tom Merry sweetly. *° We'll take great care of this valu-
able document, Monkey, you needn’t be afraid of that.” 2

““T'll get it back some time,” declared Monk. * Qur time will come.’*

Tom Merry laughed. 7

““ You’'ll have to come burgling at St. Jim’s if you want to get it back,”
he remarked. ‘“‘We’ll give you a warm reception if you do. ood-bye !"*

!* Good-bye, confound you ! said Monk. And the boat pushed off.

“ Now trot,” said Tom Merry. ‘*They’ll be across the river pretty soon,
and if they came up with us they would have a try to get this valuable
document back’; and they’re sixteen to nine. Follow' your leader!””

““ Weally, Tom Mewwy, it does not appeah to me stwictly consistent with
our dig to wun away,’” said Arthur Augustus. *'I think it would weally
be more becomin’ to——"" ;

“* Stay here, Gussy, if you like,"” said Tom Merry, over his shoulder. I
dare say the Grammar kids would be glad to make an example of you. Come
on, you chaps!”’

e Co. set off at a good rate. D’Arcy thought he had better keep u
with therh, and leave his dignity out of the question for the, time. In iigll:
good-humour the victorious Co. arrived in sight of the gates of St. Jim’s,

CHAPTER 265.!
Tho Triumph. i

OM MERRY halted as:the gleeful Co. reached the gates of the school,
He opened his jacket and dréw out the document of surrender.
An admiring crowd at once surrounded Tom Merry & Co., and the
juniors felt the full importance of their position.
“ Good I" said I'iggins. *“ It has been ripping. ust hand over that card,
Merry, and we’ll be off. It's about time we had a feed, I think.”
““ What card?”’ asked Tom M‘errr\lr innocently.
““That one!” said Figgins, with emphasis. “Of course, it is going to
belong to the New House. As we’re the more valuable part of the Co.——""
‘“Rats!” said Blake. “ That card is going to hang up in Study No. 6.
That’s the proper place for it. Don’t be an obstinate ass, Figgins "
* You're both wrong,” said Tom Merry. “ The card of course belongs
to the whole Co., and as I'm the leader, I naturally keep it in my possession.’
** You naturally don’t do anything of the kind I’ exclaimed Figgins hotly.
“* Come, hand it over, and don’t be an ass!”
“Oh, go back to that casual ward you call a house, and eat coke! This
card belongs to us !”” said Monty Lowther.
‘It doesn’t! It—""
“1 tell you—""
‘ But I say 2
* Weally, deah boys, it ought to be entwusted to my care,’’ said D’Arcy.
“ It was weally owin’ to me that the thing came off at all, and weally—*
““Oh, shut up! Hand it over, Tom Merry !*’
“ Rats!”
“Look here! If you School House kids are looking for trouble, you'll
jolly soon find out. I’m not going to stay bere all night arguing.”
““ Neither am I. This card belongs——'*
““To us! We'll take care of it.’*
“ No, you won’t! I—""
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““Then we’ll jolly well take it! Come on, chaps.!® §

‘“Stand off ! at about the Co.—we agreed a : P

““'We agreed to break up the Co, as soon as we ha_r]_?ven the Grammar
cads the kybosh,”” said Figgins. ‘ We’ve done it, and that’s enough. I've
been very ‘patient with you School House kids for the good of the cause.
Now I'm going to——"" s 2 S

o Nuff said, Figgins! You're not going to have it.” Coma along, kids!

The Terrible Three strode on shoulder to shoulder. Figgins & Co. rushed
into their path, and Blake, Herries, and D’Arcy made a rush at the same
time. In 4 moment the once-united Tom Merry & Co., were engaged in a
terrific scramble. . i

The hoys of St. Jim’s crowded round, in a ring, watching the fight with a
great deal of interest. They found it decidedly funny,

It was a wild, scrambling conflict. Nobedy knew exactly whom he was
attacking or being attacked by. Blake found himself holding Herries’ head
in chancery, and pommelling away, while Fatty Wynn gasped on the ground
with Kerr sitting on his chest. Monty Lowthér was punchin away abk Tom
Merry for all he was worth ill he discovered that he wasn’t itting Figgins
as he supposed.

The card fell to the ground, and several of the Co. saw it at once and
scrambled for it. It was clutched up. by Tom Merry, Figgins, and Blake at
the same moment, and went with a tear into three pieces.  Blake had a
little bit, Figgins a good share, and Tom Merry more than half.

Kildare came up half-laughing and half-angry.

*“Stop this at once, you silly kids!"* he commanded. * Here, Monteith,
take these kids of yours away, and I’ll see to the others.”

Monteith, the heéad prefect of the New House, promptly hustled'Figgins &
Co. off the scene. Then Kildare drove the Terrible Three and Study No. 6
inte the School House. ‘They. were -separated inside, :rather.exhausted by
the struggle, hut pretty well satisfied. :

*“ We've got a_bit of ‘the thing, anyway,” said Blake, 28 he dusted himseclf
down in Study No. 6. * Enough for a souvenir, anyway, and to prove we
had a band in the business.”

! ** Yaas, wathah!" E

“ We've got some of the blessed placard,” Figgins remarked, in his room
over in the New House. °“More than a third art, so I think we can be
satisfied. We can show it to prove that the New House had a hand in
aquashing the Grammar cads, and that’s all we want,”’

To which the Co. cordially agreed.

The Terrible Three were equally satisfied, They gathered in Study X to
clean themselves a little after that rough and tumble in the quadrangle,

“ We've got half the document,” said Tom Merry—*“ more than half.
We'll stick it up on the wall, and I’ll write out the rest myself and stick on
to it, and make a complete document. We've come out best, so I think we
can be satisfied.””

*“ Right-ho !”” said Manners. * T’ve got a black eye, and I'm more than
satisfied.” 5

CHAPTER 26.
e GQrammar 8chool v, 8t. Jim's,

ATURDAY!
A fine October day, with a bright sun and a cool breeze. The

young footballers of St. Jim’s looked out of the windows in the
morning with looks of satisfaction.

It was a fine day for the football match with the Grammar Schoel Juniors,

which had been arranged by mutual consent.
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After morning school, the junior eleven met in high spirits. They were
looking and feeling very fit, and anticipating a victory. 5

““We have got to lick the Grammar School,” Tom Merry remarked. * You
see, we've shown them that we are superior in every other way, but we
haven’t yet licked them at footer. If they beat us, they will begin to crow
again. If we lick them, they will be done right in, and won’t have a leg
to stand on.” X

““There’s no *if * about the matter,”” said Monty Lowther. * We’'re going
to beat them, and give them the coup-de-grace, as it were.”

““ Oh, don’t start talking Italian now, Lowther,” remonstrated Blake.
“ You know we——""

““ That’s not Italian, that’s French.”” )

“Is it? I didn’t recognise the accent, so I put it down as Italian. You

se

““I see a_blithering ass!” said Lowther witheringly. “Dry up! You
kids in the Fourth Form can’t be expected to know anything about French,
pauvyes garcons.”

ok lyuu start calling me a pove garsong,” said Blake, “ there will be a
row. I'm not going to stand it. I—" ) X

“Peace!” said Tom Merry. I wish you kids would keep quiet., I'm
like a blessed nurserymaid looking after you. Now, are you all fecling fit
for the match, or shall I make any changes in the team?"”

“* One and all protested that they were fit as fiddles, right as rain, and in
perfect and indead extraordinarily good condition. The nine members of the
Co. had been reinforced by French and Jimson of the New House, two very
good footballers, and the team was indeed a very good one, and likely to
give a good account of 8t, Jim’s football ability to the visitors.

Tom Merry lopked rather doubtfully at Arthur Angustus.

‘I say, Gussy, do you.feel quite up to the match?’’ he asked.

Arthur Augustus screwed his monocle on, and turned it upon Tom Merry
with a look of surprise and indignation.

““I wegard that as a wude guestion,’”” he replied. “ Of course I am fit,
I think there are few fellows in the coll. who play football like I do.”

“I agzree with you there!” said Figgins cordially. *“Ia fact, there isn’t
oim. our game is a new and original kind, never heard of anywhere
else,”” §

‘“ Pway don’t wot, Figgins. I wegard foothall as a gweat and gwand
game, and I have always made it a {oinl: to play well. Indeed, as I have
stated before, I weally considah that I should make a bettah centah-forward
than Tom Mewwy.”

““ Modesty, thy name is Gustavus!’ said Manners. ““ Don’t you think
Yoix can play the Grammarians all right alone, Gussy, without any of us to

help your”’

“ Pway be sewious, Mannahs. I wegard this as an important mattah.
If Tom Mewwy cares to wesign the captaincy of the juniah team in my
favah, I am weady to lead you to victowy; and I ﬂhould’wnsider that vewy
mewitowious of Tom Mewwy." .

“Go hon!"” said Tom. *“"I’'m such n conceited ass, you know, that I'm
going to refuse that gemerous offer. Gussy, old chap, I really think you
were not born for a football captain. I've my doubts whether I ought to
play you at half against a lot ike the Grammarians.” 3

‘“You are jokin’, of course? It would be imposs to leave me out,” said
D’Arcy. *“I should be extwemely indignant.” -

_ *“In that case, of course, we shall have to play you,” said Tom Merry,
laugsing.

‘" But, weally—""
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" We'll play Jou, but you won't give the game away more than you con
help, will you, Gussy? ﬁy not to make it a win for the Grammar School.”

‘1!:3 this appeal rhye indignant swell of the School House vouchsafed no
rgply. He turned on his ﬁeel and walked away with his nose high in the
air.

““He’ll be all right,”” said Blake, '“He can lay up when he likes, and
he’s on his mettle now. I've not the slightest doubt that we shall lick the
Grammar School.”

:*Don’t forget about his eyeglass. He’s not to take that on the field,”
said }‘i[‘om Merry. “ No good talking to the ass—just collar it before the
match.””

" Right you are!”” said Blake, laughing, ** Depend upon me.”

After dinner the young footballers looked out for the Grammarians. It
was pax that day between St. Jim’s and the Grammar School, and the
visiting footballers were to be received in a friendly spirit by the Saints.

The ground was in excellent condition. Kildare, captain of St. Fim’s, had
consented to act as referce—always willing and ready to take any trouble to
help the youngsters on in playing the grand old game. Monteith and
Darrell were linesmen.

As it was the first match that had ever been played between St. Jim’s and
the Grammar School, it excited a very general attention. Some of the
masters intended to come down to tho ground and watch. Kildare was
thinking of getting up a match between St, Jim's First and the Grammar
School Seniors; but 'E‘om Merry & Co. had been ahead of him, and the
Junior match was the first to come off. s '

A crowd of Saints at the gate looked for the hrake from the Grammar
School. There was a shout when it came in sight.

High up in the brake were seated the Grammar School J'\miur-E'leven, with
several other Grammarians, and some of them were laying mouth-organs
and penny trumpets to give a tone to the arrival.’ Round the brake rode
dozens of cyclists, some of them two to a bike, and behind it were several
vehicles crammed with Grammarians.  And further behind were young
Grammarians, who were coming on foot, in twos and threes and fours.

The late defeat had hit the Grammar School hard, and Frank Monk and
his comrades were determined to do what they could to wipe it out on the
football field. If they won the football match they might consider them-
selves entitled to holc{ up their heads again. Ii they lost it—— But the
Grammarians would not think of that. hey were determined to win.

With a hlare of barbaric music—as a novelist would put it—the brake
drew up at the gates of St. Jim’s, and the crowd of Saints there waved
their caps and shouted. Frank Monk jumped down, and Tom Merry shook
hands with him. ¥ i

““ Here we are again!” said Tom Merry cheerfully. “ You're looking fit.
Glad to see you, and the more the merrier!”

** There’s about a hundred coming,”” grinned Frank. * You.said let ‘em
all come, and they’re taking you at your word.” LR

::%Lnﬁ'm hear it. After we've licked you—"" ok
' "I mean, after the match we're going to have an al-fresco feast, and
there’s plenty of grub for all-comers., We've had a whip round, and laid in
2 stunning feast—about the best that was ever seen at St. Jim’s. Whichs
;vpr l;\m, “the match goes, old chap, we’ll have a good time, and part good
riends.” .

“ Right-ho!" suid Frank. ‘I endorse all that, every word, Tom Merry.
But, of conrse, we're going to lick you hollow.”

** We'll take oll the lickings you can give us,”” said Tom Merry, laughing, '
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“May the best team win. That’s the motto of every good footballer, and.
that’s enough.: Come along!”’ .

The Grammar School contingent were conducted to their dressing-tent,
and the football rivals separated. There was a growing crowd round the
field, nearly all St. Jim’s, seniors and all, turning out for the match.

When the Grammarian eleven appeared in sight, after changing, they
were greeted by o cheer. There were, as Frank had said, close upon a
hundred Grammar- School boys upon the ground, and they cheered their
champions, and.the Saints cordially joined in. The Grammar School foot-
ballers looked very fit in their red jerseys. St. Jim’s were in blue-and-
white. Tom Merry tossed with Monk for choice of ends, and lost. Frank
Monk chose the end from which the wind was blowing; but the breeze was
light, and there was little to choose. But it was a sl ight advantage; and
from the Grammar crowd, eager for victory, even that small point gained
was something. - .And, the; Emlte into o cheer as Frank Monk was seen
pointing towards the goal he had chosen. .

< Nevah mind, deah boys,” said Arthur Awugustus, screwing on_  his
monocle and looking round him—* nevah mind. . We shall lick them all the
same. I weallg feeﬁ fit- to play the game of my life, don’t you know, and I
am quite sure that I shall score a feahful lot of goals!”

““Make that window-pane off,’”” said Monty Lowther.

1 wefuse t6 do anythin’ of the kind! I—— Ow! Blake, how dare you
jerk my eyeglass off in that extwemely wuff mannah! Westore it to me at
once!”” B

Blake grinned.

“ After the match, Gussy, not before. You look very beautiful without
it, you know."”

‘I insist upon your westorin’ my monocle at once,” said D’Arey firmly.
* Unless you westore it I shall pwoceed to violence.”

“Oh, pway don’t, Gussy! I feel so frightened!” said Blake plaintively.
“Yowre making my heart wobble like—like Figgins on his motor-bike.

“ What’s that?’ said Figgins, looking round. .

«r Come along !’ said Tom Merry. °* Cut the cackle, and line up! Do you
want to keep the Grammar kids waiting??”

“Blake has wufly wemoved my monocle,” said Arthur Augustus. “L
insist upon havin’ it westored to me immediately !’

““ Rate!” said Blake. ‘“Come on, Gussy! They're ready!”

T wefuse to come on! I shall assault you and stwike you violently if you
do not weturn me my monocle at once ! |

“ Are you coming, Gussy? Lead on, Tom Merry, we're following you.”

“ We are not—we distinctly are not! I must have my monocle weturned
to me before I stir fwom this spot. Are you goin’ to weturn it, Blake, or
must I use violence?”

“T’m afraid you must use violence, Gussy.”

Arthur Augustus made a rush at Blake. Blake’s hand went up in the
air, and the prized monocle flew away like a stone from a catapult. It
dropped among the seaty where the masters and some of the seniors were
sitting. ' .

“ Dear me!" extlaimed Dr. Holmes, the Head of St. Jim’s, with a start.
* What was that? . T distinctly heard somathing drop.”  Mr. Railton
stooped and picked up a glimmering object. ‘ Dear me!” repeated the
Heng. It is an ?glaua—-a monocle. Hdw singular !

Mr. Railton smiled as he slipped the monocle into his pocket. -

“71 think I knmow who the owner is,”” he remarked. ‘I will return 1t
to him—after the match.” :
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D’Arcy’s eye had followed despairingly the flight of the glimmering eye-
glasa through the air, and he saw Mr. Railton stoop, apd knew that the
menocle was picked up. It was useless to ask the housemaster for it just
then, he knew. He turned a wrathful eye upon Blake.

‘“Blake, I no longah wegard you as a fwiend.” <

““Horrid |”” said Blake. * Still, I can survive it, so long as you don’t give
me a feahful thwashin’.”” v )

“Buck up, you fellowa!” called out Tom Merry. “ Are you going to
ke;% us wmhinﬁ all the afternoon? Line upf can’t you?”

e juniors hurried after their captain. They lined up, the ball at Tom
Merry’s foot. Kildare put his whistle to his lips.
Phip! The clear note of the whistle rang over the playing-field, and the
" ball rolled from the foot of Tom Merry.

The game had commenced.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, still feeling extremely annoyed, had taken his
place at half, and he played up with the rost, in spite of the loss of his
precious monocle. He was half inclined to refuse to play, as a protest
against Blake’s ruffianly conduct; but the thought of how valuable he was
to the side stopped him from taking so extreme a step as that.

e kick-off was followed by a rush of the Saints, and they were soon-
swarming over the ememy’s territory. . .

The Grammarians made a fine struggle, but the ‘wush of the Saints was
irresistible, and they brought the bal right up to the visitor’s gosal.

Tom Mer: kicked for goal, but the ball was headed out. And then
Figgins saw his chance. ¢ came for the ball just in time, and it met his
head and popped in again in a twinkling, long before the goalkeeper could
get ready for it. It missed the Ex;a]ie by a foot and fell in the net, and a
rousing cheer rsm%from the ranks of the Saints crowded round ‘the field.

From ltlhe New House boys: especially came ringing shouts:,

“ Goal I’ )

gl

“ Good old Figgins!’*

“ First goal to the New House! Hurrah!”

The Grammar goalie—who was our old friend Lane—threw out the ball
with a grimace. g[t was first blood to St. Jim's in the first ten minutes of
the game.

T}Ea Saints were looking very pleased with themseclves as they walked
back to the centre of the field.

““ That’s right!”* said Tom Merry. “ Keep that up! I'm proud of you,
Figgy, old man! You headed the ball in splendid style! I've never meen
aniflin neater !

nd Figgins blushed modestly.

““Yaas, wathah!"’ said Arthur Augustus. ** You did vewy well, Figgins,
though not so well as I think I should have done if I were playin’ forward.
A forward wequires——** .

A half-back requirea to shut up!”” said Tom Merry. * Line ap!”
© " Weally, Tom Mewwy, I object——""

“No talking. Line up, kids!”

They lined up again, Frank Monk, looking rather grim, and immensely
determined, kicked off, and the Grammarians this time were the side to
attack. They drove the Saints back well over the half-way line. But then
gfdhome players rallied, and worked the ball along the touch-line up the

Mufiy times the leather went into touch; but all the time the Saints were
working their way on, and at last the Grammarians were forced to concede
a cormer. ' ’
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“You take it, Blake,” said Tom Merry.

““ Right-ho!’’ said Blake. R

Round stood the players with gleaming eyes while Blake took the corner-
kick: He dropped the ball just where Tom Merry wanted it, and the next
moment, in spite of the fierce rush of the Grammarians, and the keen watch
of the goalie, the ball was slammed home into the net.

A ringing hurrah went up. .

“(oal! Goal! Hurrah!”

‘“ Bravo, Tom Merry!”

*“ Hurrah !

Twe up for St. Jim’s. Twenty minutes had passed of the first forty-five,
and the home teawi were two goals to the good., The Grammarians were
looking grim as they lined up again,

“ Buck up!” said Frank Monk tensely. ‘ They're good stuff, but we've
got to beat them—we are going to beat them! uck up!™

And the Grammarians did buck up. As the game re-started, the Saints
drove them back into their ewn ilalf: but ‘they rallied and advanced, and
came on, rushing the leather right through the home territory.

Closer and closer to the goal, in a desperate tussle.

Two or three players on both sides went sprawling on the ground, no one
heeding, as the rough tussle surged towards the home goal.

And Fatty Wynn, the goal-keeper for St. Jim’s, looked more alert. He
had spent most of his time hitherto in leaning against a goal-post, allowing
his mind to wander off in happy anticipations of the feed that was to follow
the football match. Now he bucked up and became as watchful as a cat.

“ Look out, Fatty!” came a shout from round the ground; but Fatty
Wynn did not need the warning—he was looking out. He stood all eyes
and hands as the knot of struggling players reeled and surged nearer to the
home gonl. )

Frank Monk broke through the press, the ball at his feet.

Arthur Augustus I’Arcy rushed at him pluckily, and the next moment
went rolling over on the ground from the s?mu]der of the Grammar School
captain. Then Frank eluded a back who dashed wildly at him and rushed
right on for goal, with only Fatty Wynn to bafle him now.

'att; Watcicd like a cat.

The ball came w}lizzingBin, but Fatty was all there. His foot met it, and.
it whizzed out again. ut before he could be tackled, Frank Monk was
on the oncoming ball, and his foot caught if, and it whipped into the goal
like a flash of lightning.

" Frank went rolling over, and the Saints surged rotnd the goal mouth;
but it was too late. The ball was in the net.

It was a goal for the Grammarians. And then it was the Grammar
School’s turn to shout. And they did shout, with a right good will.

“Goal! Goal! Goall?

“ Good old Grammar School I*

“ Hurrah !” :
3 And the Saints joined in the cheers, for it had really beem a fine goal,

well taken, and Frank Monk deserved an ovation.

Fatty W!nn grunted as he chucked out the ball. He didn’t quite know
how hé had let it pass him, but he didn’t intend to let it happen again.’

And it did not ha.apen again in the first half of the match.

Twice again the Grammarians succeeded in rushing the game up to the
home gonl, and shots rained in upon the goal-keeper, but Ee proved quite
able to deal with every one of theém. .

The whistle went for half-time, and left the score in the same position—
St. Jim’s two goals, to one of the Grammar School.

-
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“Phew !’”’ said Tom Merry, as he walked off the field for the brief rest,
and he wiped his sweating brow. * This is warm work, and no mistake !”

“ Yaas, wathah. I am weally inclined to wegard football as a feahful fag,”
said Arthur Augustus.. “If L were not we?uired so much by the coll., I
should wathah keep out of such an extwemely stwenuous game. It is too
much like work !

“Oh, don’t think of that, Gussy,” said Monty Lowther solemnly. “ You
know what sort of a side we should have without our Gustavus Adolphus
inui&. ,Don’t ever dream of deserting us. Remember your duty to the
college.

“ Yaas, wathah,” said the innocent Arthur Augustus. “That’s weally
why I stick it out, Lowthah, although it's such a fearful fag. I weally
don’t see what you are cackling at, Blake !”

“Would you like to see?” asked Blake. “It’s an awfully funny thing—
enol 'fh to make a cat laugh. Would you like to see it?"”

“ Yaas, wathah!”

“ There it is.” Blake held up a small pocket mirror before Gussy, and
mirrored to him his own countenance. ‘“Did you ever see such a funny
critter?”

“ Blake, I atwungly object to such a joke. It savahs of impertinence.
I have alweady tol 5

you that I no longer wegard you as a fwien >
“You're wasting time, Gussy, saife']?om Merry. “The whistle goes in
another minute, Chaps, we have got ahead of the Grammar kids now, and
we've got to keep ahead in the second half. Stick to it, and we shall beat
them to the wide.”

“ Righto!” said the team with one voice.

“* Yaas, wathah!"

“Hand us over a lemon! I say, the Grammarians are l.n,yinf‘up well I
remarked Manners. “ That goal of Frank Monk’s was really well taken! I
den’t think they’re quite up to our form, though.. A licking on the footer
field will be the last nail in their cofin. Hallo, there goes the whistle !”

The shrill “ pheep * of the whistle rang oyer the football und, and the
team poured out into the field once more to do battle with the heroes of
the Grammar School,

CHAPTER 27.
Tha Winning Goal. g

HE crowd had thickened again round the ropes. The really fine
display given by the juniors held the spectators there; and even the
seniors, who were usually inclined to sniff at junior football,
admitted that the match was worth watching—and watched it. A

cheer greeted the appearance of the rival teams in the field.

The change of ends brought the advantage of the wind—what little there
was—on to the side of the Saints. They commenced the second half with
gug confidence, . .

erhaps they felt just a trifie too much confidence to start with, They
had taken two %oala to one with the wind against them, and with it in their
favour some of them regarded the rest of the match as something like a
walk-over. They soon found out their mistake, however.

Frank Monk and his followers were in deadly carnest, and determined to
wipe out the balance against them, and they put their best foot foremost
from the very start.

Frank kicked off, and the Grammarians followed up the ball into the
home half, and in Biite of a strong defence they broke through, and came
swarming up to the home goal. ;
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Fatty Wynn was called upon to sustain ‘a determined attack, and he did
so, sending out shot after s ot that rained in upon him.

But a sudden low shot from Carboy beat him at last, and the ball curled
into theln,et-, and a roar went up from the Grammarians on the ground:

“ Goal )

It was an undoubted goal, and the score was level mow. The Gram-
mariana had made up theixr lost ground at last.

“Hurrah! Gonl!" Goal! Hurrah!”

The Grammar crowd were delighted, and they shouted themselves hoarse
and husky in evidence of it. Victory once more smiled upon them.

Both sides looked very heated and resolute when they lined u% again.
‘Both sides were obstinatcly determined that the other side should score
nothing further, and for a long time a tussle went on, without a goal
accruing to either side.

The minutes were ticking away, and fellows were looking at their watches.
The tussle was full of excitement and incident, but no Foa.]s ‘materialised,
and fears beﬁ‘&n to be entertained that the match would end in a draw.
That would have becn an unsatisfactory result all round, and both Saints
and Grammarians began to shout advicé and encouragement to the players.

“ Play up, Grammar School !”

“ On the ball, St. Jim’s!”

“Buck up

“ Don’t go to sleep!”

«“Play up! This is football—not the rest cure L

“ Buck up!”

Of all which the players very sensibly took na notice whatever. They
were playing up as well as they knew how, and no one could do more than
that. -

“Men minutes more,” said Gore. <1 suppose it will end in a draw.
Might have expected as much of Tom Merry I*
“Oh, rats!” said Pratt. *They're playing up well, And St. Jim’s is

getting ahead, too. Most of the’ Grammar lot arc on their last legs!”

Pratt’s observation was correet.

The game had heen a gruelling one, and both sides were showing ve
visible signs of wear and tear, but upon the whole the Grammarians seeme
more spent than their opponents.

- Tom Merry and Figginsg on the home side, eapecially seemed to be as fresh
as paint, and Blake was playing uF finely.

Arthur Augustus was prcttq well fagged out, and as the hard game drew
towards the finish he was of little use to his side, except by getting in the
way of the enemy, which he frequently did by accident, ~

« There goes Monk !’ came a delighted Grammarian’s shout. “ Om the ball,
Frank! urrah !”

Monk was breaking away, with the ball at his feet. As if by a miracle
he had escaped forwards and halves, and was streaking for goa}, dribbling
the ball in fine style. i

Fatty Wynn was on the alert.

The backs were scattered, but Arthur Augustus was rushing in. Fatty
‘Wynn met the ball with his fist and drove it out again, and Monk swung
round and collided violently with Arthur Augustus. They went to the
ground together.

It is quite possible that that collision savéd St. Jim’s, for as Monk went
sprawling to the ground, it gave the home backs time to rush in and clear,
amd tho ball went sailing away to mid-field, over the heads of the oncoming
Grammarians. .
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ﬂ‘gh‘ came down past the half-way line, and the Saints were on it like &

ash. !

Tom Merry raced away, the ball at his feet, and with him in line went
Lowther, Figgins, Blake, and French.

Arthur Augustus and Frank Monk were left lying where they fell. They
sat up and stared at each other. Both were gasping. The last minutes of
tl;h? game were ticking away, and the fate of the aatch hung in the

alance.

“ You—you wuff person !” gasped D’Arcy, * I wegard you as extwomely
wuff! You have caused me a feahful shock to the system !

““Oh, blow your system!”* said Frank.

He staggered to his feet.

He was too winded for much of a run; he tottered rather than ran after
the players. The Saints were on a fine burst.

Passing the ball with an almost machine-like precision one to another, the
hl:]me forwards went through the straggling defence like a knife through
cheese.

As fast as one was tackled, he parted with the ball in good time, and
working together like a machine, the front line of the Saints brought the
ball right up to the enemy’s goal, and miade a concentrated attack upon it.

Lane did his best, but he could not perform miracles. Shots rained in
np‘%:h_ '_1|:n, and the fifth one found him wanting. s

1Z 2

Past the ends of his outstretched fingers the leatlier shot, and lodged in
the z}eb! The next moment came a shrill blast upon the whistle. It was
time! Ny

The Saints round the ground were yelling and waving their caps like
maniacs. - <

““Goal, goal, goal !’ = i

Hurrah !

“8t. Jim’s wins—St. Jim’s wins!"*
“ Goal, goal! Hurrah I g .
The level greem, clear, save for the twenty-two, a stcond before, now
swarmed with eager lads, black with ‘them, as they surged round the

layers.

Y S{muﬁn and cheering, the Saints bore their champions off the field,

winners of the great match by three goals to two.

Glad enough were the young foothallers of a rest after the wearing game.
They had played hard, and few of them had a run left.

e St. Jim’s side gathered in their tent gleefully enough. Even D'Arcy
forgot the loss of his eyeglass, and that he no longer regarded Blake as a
.. friend. They had beaten the enemy, they had put the last nail in the coffin

of the Grammar School, and they were happy and content.

Thei soon rubbed down and changed their clothes. Then they went out
to seek the vanguished team. The ground was swarming with Saints and
Grammarians, on very good terms with each other.

; The visitors were, of course, disappointed ; but the defeat had been such an
extremely narrow one that no disgrace could be considered as attaching to
it—a fact the Saints were only too eager to acknowledge.

' Tom Merry slapped Frank Monk on the shoulder. Frank turned to him
with a comical grimace. He was disappointed, but he took it like a true
sportsman.

“ Well, you've licked us!" he said.

“ It was a close shave,” said Tom Merry. ““It was & jolly good game on
both sides, and as much credit is due to you as to us. That's only the truth.
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Anyway, we agreed to have a good time, however the match went, and we’re
going to, I hope.” 3

‘That's the cheese!” said Frank heartily. * It was a good match and o
fair fight, and that’s the chief thing; and we know how to take a defeat
without growling.”

Tom Merry laughed. :

“Y know yon do. Come along, kids!”

_ The two teams, lately in deadly strife, fraternised amicably.  Arthur
‘Augustus recovered his ::Eeglass from Mr. Railton, and was happy again.
When the time came for the feed, the Saints and the Grammarians sat down
together in perfect good-humour to an al-fresco feast that fulfilled the
highest expectations of the most exacting guest.

11 rivalry was banished ; the rivals toasted one another, and p}face reigned
gupreme. hen the time came for the visitors to return to the Grammar
School, there were sincere regrets on both sides.

The Grammarian eleven mounted into the brake at the gates. The Saints
stood there in a thick crowd to give them a parting cheer.

Frank Monk leaned down and shook hands with Tom Merry.

““ Good-bye !’ he said, ‘* You've come out top, and we don’t deny it;
but we'll pull you down off your perch some time, if we live long encugh!
Tooral-loo

““ Bye-bye, old kid!"” : S

With a crack of the whip, the brake drove off. A burst of cheers followed
it and its convoy of cyclists and pedestrians. s

The brake disappeated in the-evening dusk down Rylcombe Lane, and the
Saints began to go in. They were all feeling very happy, after a.jolly day-

““Well,”* said Tom Merry, turning to his comrades, ‘¢ we've had our ups
and downs with the Grammar School, but we’'ve come out top dog, and I'm
satisfied, for one. We’'ve licked the Grammarians, so onc more cheer for
Tom Merry & Co.!”

And the Co. cheered with a will.

THE ENXD.
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