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MOUSTACHES.

A nice manly moustache positively grows in a few
days at any age by using “MOUSTA,” the wonderful
‘Brazilian discovery. Boysbecome men, Aets like magic
on the smoothest faces. Deon’t waste your money
yon inferior .and worthless pomades. Dixon’s
“ M@USTA" is the only moustache forcer that is gua-
ranteed always effective. Money returned should
it fail. Box sent (in plain cover) for 6d. stamps.
Mr. G. DIXON, 42, Junction Road, London, N.

Applications with regard to adver-|w, gﬂ%ﬁﬁmf&ﬁwﬁhﬁm
tisement spaces in this paper should| @ Umbrella (suituble for Lads or Bonth
be addressed to the Advertisement
Manager, 2, Carmelite House, Car-
melite Street, E.C.

£3 10s. GICANTIC FACTORY SALE

50. M’thly. Offered: 5,000 new *Clincher-Tyred” F.W.
& Oycles for £3 15s. by instalments; or, cash
with order, £3 10s. Worth double, Free
on rails Norwich ; approval. Send no money.

Send Posteard for full particulars.

Derehamroad Cycle Co., Norwich.

. or a Rolled Gold Ring, FREE to any :

\ person selling 43 Penny Pictorial Post-
cards within 21 days. You can sell them
in an hour. Send name and address

: (posteard will do). — BRITISH_ FINE
ART CO. (Dept. 79), 115, Strand, London, W.C.,

CRICKET!

Every reader of THE GEM should read the Splendid New Series of
Cricket Articles,

“ THE COUNTIES AT CRICKET,”

by the famous sporting writer “Linesman,” in the

“PENNY PICTORIAL MAGAZINE”

This Week: “ YORKSHIRE." Next Week: “SURREY.”

GET YOUR COPY TO-DAY!
EVERYTHING YOU NEED T(¢ TAKE GOOD PHOTOGRAPHS.

The “"Relianmce”

CAMERA«COMPLETE OUTFIT.

The Editor offers this very special bargain, comprising Camera, Developing, and Printing Outfit complete,

CAMERA, QUTFIT,

Six Dry Plates, Packet of Printing
Paper, Six Mounts, Ruby Dark
Room Lamp, Packet of Developer,
Packet of Fixing Salts, Two Cellu-
loid Developing Dishes, Glass Measure,
Printing ¥rame, Draining Rack, Glass
Stirring Rod, One Packet Concen-
trated Toning and Fixing Bath, and
Book of Instructions,

A really useful Instrument,
Constructed on the Latest Ideas,
neatly covered with Black Leather-
ette Cloth, will carry Six Plates
(34 in. by 2} in.) in Metal Sheaths,
View Lens with Three Stops, Time
and Instantaneous Shutter, Automatic
Changing, Two View Finders, and
Leather Carrying Handle.

WORTH MORE THAN DOUBLE.

HOW TO GET THEM.— Send & postal order for 8., addressed to The
Novelty Dept., 12 and 13, Broadway, Ludgate Hill, London, E.C., with your
name and address clearly written. Foreign and Colonial orders postage extra.
Total weight of Camera, Outfit, and packing, 5lb,

Orders are exceuted in rotation, so do not delay, but make sure of this exceptional

bargain by sending at once.
DRY PLATES IN PACKETS OF EIGHTEEN, PRICE {s. 3d., POST FREE.
NOTE.—The above can be supplied separatoly at the following prices : Camera, Postage 6d. extra.
3s, @d., postage 3d. extra ; and the Developing Outfit, 58., postage 3d. extra.
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No. 1.

A Tale of
TOM MERRY.

0
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CHAPTER 1.
Herr Schneider Gets Leg-before-Wicket — Startling

ews.

W OM MERRY again!”
Herr Schneider snapped his teeth over-the words.
The German master at Clavering School had just
some out of his study with a cane in his hand, and a dark
rown ui)_on his face, and he stood for a moment in tho
DPassage lsﬁeﬂin%-
There certainly was a terrific din proceeding from the
the corridor above, where the studies of the young gentle-

RY STORY A GEM!
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Grand Complete School Tale by Martin Clifford.

men of tho Middle School wero situated. A peculiar bump-
ing and orashing noise was followed by the stamping of
feet and the shouting of voices, and loudest of all was the
marry voice of Tom Merry.

** Bravo, old Manners! That's a wicket to you!"

‘Now let's see what you can do, Tom!"

“Right-ho! Chuck me the ball!”

“ Here it is!™

“Ass! I dide't say chuck it at me. Why couldn't you
give me a catch? Never mind, here goes.  Stand cleac,
you chaps!"

Horr Schoeider’s hair stood on end with wrath. He took
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a firm grip on the cane and began to ascend the stairs
three at a time. It was a rainy day out of doors, but the
chumg of the Shell were not to ‘{.e done out of their cricket
practice, and they were practising bowling in the upper
gorridor. =

It was Tom Merry’s way to make the best of everything,

By Martin C

d that was what he was doing now, but the German
ster, whose study was underneath, was not likely to be
pleased by indoor cricket practice just over his he But,

g8 Tom said, it was impossible to please everybody.

““ Beastly close quarters for ericket ﬁmotice,f’ said Tom
Merry, as he took hold of the ball, * Never mind, it saves
the fag of fielding, anyway. Now I’m going to bowl a lob.”

He took a little run.

“I say!" exclaimed Manners, in alarm., “I think I

eard—

But the ball had already sped. Down the long corridor

t went, just as Herr Schuoeider, crimson with wrath, came
ouncing up the staircase and rushed into the corridor.
The next moment he gave a fiendish yell. The cane went
one way, his spectacles went another, and Herr Schneider
danced on one leg, clasping the other affectionately with
both hands.

“Ach! Mein leg] Mein leg! Mein leg!™

He howled with pain and rage as he hopped frantically.

The boys of the Shell gasped with alarm ab the sight
of the catastrophe, but the sight of the fat German clasping
one leg and hopping on the other was too funny. A shout
of laughter rang through the corridor. It added to the fury,
of Herr Schneider.

“ Ach! Mein leg!
tat on purposel!”

“Did the ball hit you, sir?’ asked Tom Merry innocently.

And the boys yelled again at the absurd question. It was
pretty plain that the ball had hit the German.

‘“Ach! Mein leg, it is proken!”

**Then you're out, sir,”’ said Tom demurely.

“Hein? Vat you say?”

*“You're out, sir. Leg-before-wicket, you know.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Manners.

Herr Schneider panted with rage. It was only Tom’s
Tun, but to the Herr, it seemed like insult added to injury.
_ “Merry! I-T—vat shall 1 say? You are te vewst poy
in te whole school. I do not feel equal to dealing mit you
meingelf, so you vill go to te Head. You yill say tat you
bave trown ein cricket ball at your master.”

“But I did 1 didn't know you were going to hop

It is proken! 'Tom Merry, you did

idn’t, sir,
in on the pitch like that.”

“You will do as I tell you, Merry.”

“ B
. Herr Schneider hopped towards him, and Tom deemed
it better-to go.

It was hard lines, for althouzh Mr. Railton would believe
that the German’s mishap was an accident, Tom was certain
to “catch it” for bowling ericket-balls in the corridor.
But there was no help for it, and so Tom marched off to
the study of Mr. Railton. He tapped at the Head’s door.
There was no answer from withie. Tom tapped again more
Joudly. Still no reply. The scamp of the Bhell smiled to

himself.

“The Head’s not here,” he murmured, ““so 1 certainly
ban’t ranrt myself. I suppose I'd better look in, in case
the old Dutchman asks me.”

He opened the door of the study and carelessly glanced in.

e pext moment he gave a violent start. The room was
not empty, as he had expected it would be. Mr. Railton
was in his accustomed seat at the writing-table. But his
attitude was such as Tom Merry had never seen before,
Both his elbows rested upon the ta{le, and his face was sunk
in his hands. Before him on the table lay a letter. His
i\thtude was so plainly exﬁaressiva of utter despondency, that
Tom Merry could not h;{p seeing that a heavy blow had
fallen upon the popular Head of Clavering.

Mr. Railton was evidently so absorbed in his gloomy
reflections, that he had not heard Tom’s tapping at the
door. Tom hesitated, wishing he had not enjered, and
at the same time wondering what could have happened to
cause such a change to come over the usually strong and
cheery Head.

Mr. Railton raised his head. He started at the sight of
Tom Merry, but in a moment he seemed himself again.

1 knocked twice, sir,” said Tom., * Herr Schneider sent
me to you, sir.”?

Myr. Railton nodded.

' ¥ou may come in, Merry.”

Tom walked into the study. Mr. Railton’s handsome face
was very pale, and he looked worn, but he was quite ealm.
He took up the letter from the table.

“ Herr Schneider sent you to me, Merry. Why??

“It was an accident, sir.”

Mr, Railton smiled slightly, Tom’s career at Clavering

the Long, Comﬁgrta‘ T;l}e,

TOM MERRY mitider.

School had been marked by unusual happenings, and the
Head never knew what to expect next.

“*Well—well, what was it, Merry?”

“I was bowling a lob in the upper corridor, sir, and Herr
Schneider got leg-before-wicket—I mean, he came bolting
into the corridor without warning, and stopped the ball
with lll,is leg, sir,” said Tom ingenuously. **I was awfully
BOTTY. 3 3

“{ dare say you were. Do you assure me that it was an
accident?”’

“ Certainly, sir, on my word.”

“Then I will excuse you, Merry. It is wrong of you-ta
bowl in the corridor—you might hit anybody, and you must
never do it again. I do not wish to punish you, however.
I do not wish the last act of my authority here to be the
infliction of punishment.”

Mr. Railton sighed. He had spoken the last words
more to himself than to Tom Merry, and hardly seemed io
be aware that they were uttered aloud. But Tom caught
them. And in his amazement he stared at the headmaster.

“ Mr. Railton! You are not going away, sir?”, .

The distress in the boy’s face touched the Head. He liked
Tom Merry, in spite of his scapegrace ways, and it moved
him to see what he did in Tom’s look, TSRS,

“Yes, Merry. I did not mean to mention it, but I
may as well te{] you now. I intended in any case to make
an announcement to the school to-night. But it is not only
I who am going, and probably we shall not part. Clavering
Bohool is to be closed.”

Tom looked blank. He had been only a few months at
Clavering, but he already felt quite at home there, and
quite part of the institution.

There had been rumours abroad in the school lately-—
rumours vague and undefined, foreboding chsnge of some
sort ; but Tom had never looked for this,

“(lavering to be closed, sir " 1

“Yes, Merry,” Mr. Railton nodded, *“the school is to be
closed. It is ‘a heavy blow to me, aa‘gou_mag_ imagine,
but there aré reasons. But, as I said, we may yet be
together, I am making arrangements for the transfer of
the boys to another school; the two schools will be, in fact,
amalgamated. That school is the famous St. James's—
better known to you as St. Jim’s. The school Clavering
played a short time ago on the ericketfield.”

"8t Jim’s, sir! We are going to St. Jim's!” :

“Yes, Merry. It is a grand old school, older than
Clavering, and more famous, and you will be in good hands
there, all of you. Dr. Holmes, the Head of St. Jim's, is
my oldest and best friend, and we are arranging this matter
between us. I shall take a position at 8t. Jim's, and most
of my boys, I think, will accompany me there. Their
parents, of course, have all been communicated with, and
their consent obtained. By the way, I think your governess,
Miss Priscilla Fawcett, will be coming down to see you
about it. She has written to me and seems a little anxious
about the change.” The Head smiled slightly. *‘Now you
may ‘go, Merry, I depend upon you to keep the best of
order for the last few days that we shall be at Clavering.”

“Ves, sir.” Tom hesitated, ““Don’t think it’s an awkul
cheek of me,” he broke out, * but—but can’t anything be
done, sir?”

“Nothing, Merry,” said Mr. Railton quietly. “I need
not conceal—it will soon be known to everyone—that noney
bas been advanced upon the land Clavering stands on,
and that the person who advanced it claims bis strict rights.
A seam of coal has been discovered on the land, and it
extends right under Clavering College, mnd the moneylender
sees a prospact of immense profit, and so he is not hkely to
make any concessions. As a matter of i’apt, I have here
a letter from him, watning me that he is coming down
to-day, and that no concession need be expected.” )

“The—the brute! I beg your pardon, sir. But—but it's
rotten I”’

Tom Merry went slowly to the deor. It was not so much
himself that he cared about. He liked Clavering, but he
was quite ready to go to St. Jim's. He had met the fellows
from that school on more than one occasion, and he knew
that he could have a good time there, But he knew that
thisl was a heavy blow for the Head. And he liked Mr.
Railton. -

He went out and closed the door, and went back to his
own quarters looking less cheerful than usual. —Monty
Towther and Manners were in the study, and they met
their chum with glances of sympathy.

“Got it -on both hands, Tom?’ asked Manners. * Hard
cheese "’ : 3 i

* Looks more like a flogging,” said Lowther. *‘Did he
lay it on awfully Hurd, kid?”

“I’ve not been licked,” said Tom.

“ You don’t mean to say that he let you off?””

*Yes, he did.”

“And you come back looking as solemn as an owl, and
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ohoating us out of our sympathy!” Manners exclaimed
indignantly. “What do you mean by it?"

o) f’m had some news.” J

*“Oh, is that it? Something awful going to happen? Is
Miss Fawestt coming down to sce you?”

Tom laughed.

“Yes, I thiok so, but that's not the worst. It's all up
with Clavering."”

“ Don't rot! What are you talking about?"

Tom explained the news he had reccived from the Head.
Monty Lowther and Manners gave cxpressive whistles.

" Well, my Sunday topper!” exclaimed Manners. “ This
is a go! I'm sorry for the Head, but I dare say we shall
be able to dig up some fun at St, Jim's.”

‘It's all right if we all go together,” said Monty Lowther.
* We must write to our people, and give "em their orders.
You know there’s two houses at St. Jim's, and they're
always on the warpath agaipst one another, and I've heard
they squeeze a lot of fun out of that. We must all three
g0 into the same house.”

““ Rather!” said Tom Merry. ““But that's looking ahead.
There’s a matter in hand that wants attending to.”

*What’s that?” T '

*“The beast who is going to grab Clavering is coming
down to-day to see the Head. It's against my principles
to lat him go without scalping him for this. Buppose we
lay a little trap for the rotter?’

*“ Bravo! Wae are on that.”

“Good!” said Tom Merry, his eyes sparkling, * He ought
to get something for the bother he's giving poor old Railton.
We are the fellows to deal with the matter, and I think wo
can ¢ig up a surprise for him. Shove your coats on, it's
still raining, and we shall have to wait for him at the gate.
The Head looked as if he was expecting him soon.’

“ Right-ho!” I

And in a couple of minutes the trio wers out in the
rain and on the watch.

CHAPTER 2,
A Terrible Mistake.

HE station hack from High Clavering rolled into the
Close; and stopped before the steps. The rain was
still falling heavily.

A gentleman, with somewhat sovere features, looked out of
the window, and three boys in the shadow of the porch
caught a glimpse of a face and a silk-hat.

Tom Merry nudged his companions.

““That’s the horrid bounder!”

'I‘Cm:ne on, then!” said Manners. * Let's go and do the

ite.”

“ Right-ho, kid; come on!"

Tom Merry opened a huge and ancient umbrella, and
hurried down the steps to the hack. Manners was with him,
and he quickly opened the door for the visitor to Clavering
to step out. P

“Welcome to Clavering, sir I’ said Tom demurely. “ Wilt
¥ou come underneath the old umbrella ? as the poet remarks, I
think it was Browning.” . i

The gentleman locked at him in a rather peculiar way.

“Thank you, my lad !"" he said.

He stepped from the hack. Tom was rather surprised at
the look of him. He had expected to sce a younger man,
with features of a Semitic cast, and he had to adnit that
this gentleman did not look much like a moneylender.

But, Hebrew or not, he was the man who had foreclosed
upon Clavering, and wrought so complete a change in the
prospects of the school. And Tom was on the warpath.

He exchanged a quick look with Manners and Monty
Lowther. As the gentleman stepped towards the house, Tom
slipped, and dragged the umbrella down upon the visitor's
head, knocking his silk-hat over his eyes.

* Dear me ! hat ever——"

Bafore the viotim could get any further, or replace his
hat, Monty Lowther's foot somehow got ontangled with his,
and he slipped and sat down on the steps.

Tom Merry, quite by accident, of course, stumbled over
him, malmd the gentleman rolled off the lowest step to the
ground.

As the paving there was much in want of repair, a great
puddle of rain had collected, and into this the gentlaman,
with a little assistance from the boys, rolled with a splash.
He uttered an exclamation of horror as the cold, dirty water
splashed over him.

Then he made a desperate effort to get out of the puddle,
but at the same moment, unfortunately, Manners foll on top
of him, and jammed him right down into the mud,

% Help,” gasped the unfortunate man—* help, help !

Mr. Railton came running out.

The Hoad of Clavering was looking angry and annoyed.

*THE GEM" LIBRARY.
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“Boys! Merry, Manners, Lowihor——'

“It's all right, sir!” said Tom Meery. “It's a little
accident.”

“ Merry, I—I—"

* It's only the monerlender, sir ™"

o Th@ T‘Vhat :'”

“ That Fiddy Shyrlock, sir, who's coming down to collar

the school
harm, sie !"

“ Mr, Railton, help me! I—

Mr. Railton ran to the side of the fillen man, and helpod
him-to riso.

“§oys, you shall be soundly Aogged for this! How dara
you?”

*“It’s only the moneylonder, sir I romonstrated Tony.

“ Moneylender I cried Mr. Railton, * This is Dr.
Holmes, the Head of St. James's College, and your future
headmaster 1™

My only Panama hat !

i What do you meas by that absurd exelamation, Marry 3

“I moan that we're awfully sorry, sir,”" said Tom
penitently. “Wo don't mean any harm, sir " ho went on,
addressing Dr. Holmes, who was being assisted up the atopa
by Mr. Railton. **We took you for Shylock, sic! I hopa
you'll forgive ua."”

The coolness of asking a man he had just deenched with
rain-wator for forgiveness tickled Mannors and Lowther, and
they could hardly help chuckling.

“ You need not ask Dr. Holmes for forgiveness!” ex-
claimed Mr, Railton. “You will all thres be severely
punished ! Come, my dear sir, and lot me get you a changa
of clothes! You are in a shocking stato. = How can I
possibly mpologise for this unspeakable outraze?"”

Thoy entered the hall. The three boys felzfowed thom in
looking very sheopish. Tom Merry had made ¢ bloomors "
before, but never such a terrific one as this.

Dr. Holmes squeezed the rain-water out of his eyves. He
was, truly, in a shocking state, wet and muddy from head to
foot, and his hat and clothes completely ruined.

Yot there was a twinkle in his kindly grey cyes,

“ Don't trouble to apologise, Railton,” he roplied cordi-
ally. ““It is evidently a mistake. As to punishing these
young rascals, we will talk that over. At present I need g
change of attire more than anything else.”

** Come up to my room, Dr. Holmes '™

The Head of Clavering led his guest upstairs, and the
heroes of the Shell were left alone. They looked at each
other in a somewhat sickly way,

“ Well, of all the howling asses!" gaid Manners, “I've
come acrosa some silly asses in my time, Moerry, but you da

said Tom. “A ducking wou't do him any

really take the cako !”

“My Aunt Maria !"" said Lowther. “ You take the biscuit,
Tom. and no mistake! You collar the lot! You buzz off
with the giddy ghost, and that's my opinion {"

“'What's the good of going for me?" demanded Tom
wrathfully. “How was I to know that aay beastly head.
masters would come along, passing themsclves off as monay-.
lenders?™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Why couldn't he explain?™

“You didn’t give him much chance to explain, did you?

“Well, one of you ought to have guessed!” said Tom.
“But don't talk about it; it's too sickening! Nice begin-
mngBthis for our new start at St, Jin's, isn't it 7"

** By Jove, it i3 "'

“ We shall be called over the coals. and no mistake, 1T
never saw Railten gcf his head off so much before. Why
couldn’t he tell us Dr. Holmes was coming, and prevent the
possibility of a mistake 7"

“I suppose you didn't mention to him how you were going
to greet the moneylender? Ha, ha!"

The chums returned to their study in a decidedly discon-
solate humour. Thoy had made the worst possible impres-
sion upon their future headmaster, and it was certainly a
bad start for their career at St. Jim's.

As they expected, it was not long before they received
a summons to Mr. Railton’s presence. But thoey would have
felt more at ease in their minds as they approached the
study if they could have heard what the Head of St. Jim'a
was SAyIng.

** Nonsense, my dear Railton! Bogs will ba boys "

“ But such an unparalleled outrage, doctor !'*

“They mistook me for the moneylender. And betwaan
vou and mo, Railton, it would serve Mr. Isascson right ta

ave a ducking !"

Mr. Railton laughed.

“You take it very kindly, doctor; but the young rascals
cezt_aintlyhoughlt, to be pu'nisged. Noththut I wish to speak
against them, because it is their attachment to me that i
the bottom of the affair,” et

“I thought se."”
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“ Then you really wish me to pardon them 7’ z

“¥es; I should be very sorry to commence my acquaint-
gnce with them by causing them a flogging ; and, besides, as
I a'lz‘tid,'boys will be boys.”

by Martin C!

“Come in!” called out Mr. Railton.

The three delinquents, looking \'erir penitent, entered the
ptudy. Mr. Railton assumed a stern look

“ Merry, Lovgther, Manners, you are aware that you have
been guilty of a great outrage, and have treated Dr. Holmes
in an unpardonable manner 7*’

““ Yes, sir,” said Tom Merry, stealing a sly glance at Dr.
Holmes's face, and drawing some encouragement from the
twinkle in his kindly grey eye. “We are awfully sorry;
but we thought Dr. Holmes was the moneylender bounder,”

“¥ou mean that you would have treated Mr. Isaacson in

this outrageous manner?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Indeed! Then had the victim been Mr. Tsaacson, I
presume you would not have beeg sorry for your conduct?

Am I to understand that, Merry ?

“Yes, sir.”

Tom made that reply with perfect simplicity, and Dr.
Holmes smiled. Mr. Railton gave a cough, and turned to
his friend.

“Dr. Holmes, I leave you to deal with these boys.”

““Thank you, Railton ! said Dr. Holmes. “ My lads, you
did very wrong, but, as it seems to have been a mistake, I
shall pardon you, and Mr. Railton, at my request, is willing
to overlook your offence.”

“You—you're going to let us off, sir, after we smothered
you with mud?” exclaimed Tom.

“Yes, Merry.”

“Thank you awfully, sir!” exclaimed Tom.
grateful, sirl It's good of you ! |

ery good! T hope we shall see each other again at St.
.]}';rir]es’s College, and that we shall get on well,” said Dr.
olmes.

And the chums of the Shell left the room in a gleeful

mood. 4
“0Of all the jolly old boys,”” saild Manners, “he’s the
jolliest ! St. Jim's will be a decent place, I expect. Good

old doctor !

“T like that lad Me;‘{, Railton,” Dr. Holmes remarked,
when the door had closed. ‘‘ He has a fine frank face.”

“71 like him, too, Dr. Holmes. By the way, I wished to
epeak to you about him. He will be coming to St. James’s,
but he has a sort of old governess or nurse—a Miss Fawestt—
who is absurdly anxious and particular about his health and
gomfort. To do Merry justice, he hates being coddled, but
Miss Fawcett refuses to understand that he is a growing
boy, and not a pretty little infant. From her letter, I fancy
it i3 her intention to visit St. Jim’s, in order to satisfy her-
self that the school is in every respect satisfactory. ¥You will
try to be patient with her #**

Dr. Holmes smiled.

*“‘Certainly, Railton. I have had to deal with a good
many peculiar characters among parents and guardians since
I was a headmaster.”

There was a sound of wheels in the Close and a ring at
the bell.

“That is Mr. TIsaacson,” said Mr., Railton, a shade
crossing his face. “ He is prompt to time for his appoint-
ment. Now for a painful interview.”

And a few moments later a stout gentleman, with aquiline
features and a fur-lined overcoat, was shown into the
presence of the two headmasters.

“ We—we're

CHAPTER 3.
How Tom Merry Went to St. Jim's.

HE news was not long in spreading over Clavering.

It was received with mingled feelings, partly wit

regret, partly with a relish for the novelty of the

situation. The boys were curious to see how they would

get on at St. Jim’s, a school they had met more than once
on the cricket and football field,

Some of the Clavering fellows were going home, but it
was likely that the Igrentez' part would accompany their
master to St. Jim’s, when the grip of the moneylender closed
finally upon Clavering, and the fine old buildings came down
to make room for opening up the newly-discovered coal
£eaI,

Mr, Isaacson had had a narrow escape. After the experi-
ence with the visiting headmaster from St. Jim’s, Tom
Merry did not feel exactly inclined to “go for” any more
strangers who arrived at the school. So Mr. Isaacson came
and went in peace.

Dr. Holmes departed that night, having made all arrange-

the Long, Comﬁle
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ments with Mr. Railton. And before bed-time the boys were
called together in the hall, and the Head made a specch.
It was a brief one, but to the point.

He explained the difficulties into which the school had
fallen, touching very lightly upon that part of the subject.
and then passed on to explain the new prospects of suc of
the boys as were permitted by their parents to accompany
him to his new abode. The speech was received in grave
silence. X

It was broken by Wingate, the captain of Clavering, who
stepped forward to repi{‘ for the school.

“We're all sorry to hear this, sir,” said the captain of
Clavering; ‘“but we're glad to be able to go with you, and
I exgect most of us will do so. I shall, for one, I know.”

“And I!" exelaimed Tom Merry.

“ And all of us!’’ came a general shout.

"' Thank you, Wingate! Thank you, my boys!” said Mr.
Railton. * We have, I am safe to say, done our best, and
played a straight game while we have been here, and I bope
we shall do the same in a new sphere. 8t. Jim's will not
need to be ashamed of us, and I hope we shall lose nothing
in being merged in a greater snd more famous school; but
T hope St. Jim's, in fact, will gain by it. Now, good-

rd, of

night ! "
* Good-night, sir!”
And the boys filed out. The first post in the morning

brought Tom Merry a letter from his old governess and
nurse—Miss Priscilla Fawcett. It announced that the good
lady was coming down to see him that day, in order to
consult with him over the news Mr. Railton had written to
er,

“You're in for it, Tommy!"” said Manners, when Tom
Merry showed him the letter. * She’s going to fill you up
to ihe chin with cod-liver oil, and see you change your socks
before you start for St. Jim’s. Mind you don’t lose your
chest-protector, or she’ll start hunting for it. It musin’t be
left behind.”

' Oh, don't talk rot!” said Tom. ‘“This is bad enough,
without your chipping. I'd wire to her not to come, oiily it’s
too late now.”

That was true. Miss Fawcett was at Clavering an hour
after her letter. The news of her coming was brought te
Tom in the Shell class-room, and he was permitted by the
master to go out and sec his affectionate governess.

“Dearest Tommy!” exclaimed Miss Priscilla, enfolding
kim in her embrace—‘ Dearest Tommy, how have you got
on zll this long time?™

“Why, you saw me only a fortnight ago!” said Tom,

“Tt seems such a long time, my sweatest!”

““Oh, please don’t! Somebody may hear you!®

“Very well, dear Tommy. You know why I bave come
down,” said the old lady, holding him at arm’s length, and
regarding him afectionately. “li't‘s about this change Mr.
Railton designs to make. It is a little unreasonable of him
to decide to change the quarters of the school at such a
short notice, before 1 have had time to fully inquire and
inspect the new college; but I do not mean you to go there
into_danger——"'

**Danger ! exclaimed Tom.
driving at, my dear nurse?’

* My sweetest boy, there may be draughts, or—or, any-
thing. The drains may be bad, They may put you into a
draught%:[. study.”

Tom Merry grinned. It seemed funny to him that Miss
Fawcett's principal concern in the catastrophe that had
overtaken Clavering was whether he might put into a
draughty study when he took up his new quarters.

“1 shall have to go over the school, of course, and
examine things,” said Miss Fawcett. “I have received an
invitation from Dr. Holmes to do so, in fact. He seems to
have written it from here last evening.”

“The old boy_was here last night,” said Tom,
him a proper doing, too, in mistake for a giddy Hebrew
Shylock. It was a howling bloomer.”

Miss Fawcett clasped her hands in horror.

“You—you are talking slang, dear Tommy!”

“Slang! My dear nurse, that's all right. You'll soon
pick it up if you see much of me. I know you don’t always
tumble now, but you'll soon get the hang of it.”

Miss Fawcetl gave it up.

“ Tommy, my dear boy, I have
to take you away with me to-day.

Tom did not look overjc)yed at this intelligence.

“ What for-—a holiday?’

“¥es, my dear child; and to-morrow you will come with
me to see St. Jim's, and judge whether you like it, and
whether you would like to- live there.”

“0Oh, yes, I should. I want to go with Mr. Railton.”

“ But you must see it first, Tommy. I have heard things
about the school—"

“It's one of the finest in England,” said Tom hotly.

“What on earth are you

“We gave

k{r. Railton’s permission
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“They licked us at football once, and at cricket twice, and
what more could you want to know? I've seen a lot of
their chaps, and they are ripping. Kildare, the captain of
8t Jim's; is a regular ripper.”

* What an expression, Tommy! But I have heard that
there are two houses at St. James's—"

k there are at lots of schools; five or six sometimes.”

“Yes; but these, the School House and the New House,
are always on bad terms with ome another, and sometimes
th&y fight,”” said Miss Fawcett, looking horrified.

om laughed.

“My dear nurse, if you think T've been all this time at
Clavering without learning how to fight, you are a giddy
old innocent!” he exclaimed. “‘You should have seen my
aloggmg match with Gore. It was an eye-opener.” >

“Oby,. Tommy !

“*Besides, there's always a certain amount of rivalry
between two houses at a school,” said Tom, who had learved
much of publiv school life since leaving Laurel Viila, at
Huckleberry Heath. *‘It does them gooﬁ. Keeps them up
to thé mark in sports, and so on. And it's jolly good fun at
St. Jim's. I've heard about it from the chaps. Why, that's
what I'm looking forward to.” .

“But you would like to come home before going there,
Tom?"

““Ye-es,” said Tom, who, much as he had changed since
leaving home; was very fond of his old nurse, and loth to
wound her. “I'll come home for a day if you like, nurse.”

But he had an inward uneasiness. Big boy as he was,
Miss Fawcett had always dressed him in pretty velvet suits
when he was at home, and made a baby of him generally,
with feminine obstinacy refusing to recognise the fact that
he was no longer an infant.

Tom did not intend to have anything of that kind again,
if he could help it, and so his promised visit to Laurel
Villa was not whoﬂy a joyful prospect. But Tom Merry
. was always cheerful, and he was feeling in high spirits when
he stepped into the cab with Miss Fawcett.

He would see his chums again at St. Jim's, and the part-
ing was not to be for long. And when the train landed
him at Huckleberry Heath, and he re-entored Laurasl Villa
after his long absence, he was made so much of that he
spent a pleasant day, and retired for the night quite satis-
fied with hinizelf.

There was a peculiar expression in Miss Fawcett's oyes
when. she kissed him for good-nig-ht, and if Tom had noticed
it he might have guessed that a plot was brewing; but he

id not, and when he went to bﬁlfhe slept the sleep of the
just, and did not wake till the sun was high up on the fol-
lowing morning, and glinting in at his window.

Miss Fawcett had told him that they were to start at ten
o’clock for 8t. Jim's, and Tom, looking at his watch, found
that it was nine, so he jumped out of bed.

After his bath he looked for his clothes; then he gave a
whistls of dismay.. There, placed ready Ffor him, was &
beautiful suit of velvet, with a handsome bow and a wide
collar, the whols suitable for a boy of eight, though large
g{lough for Tom, having evidently been made specially for

im,

Of his own clothes there was no trace; but lying on the
tablo was a little note in Miss Fawcett's fmndwriting. Tom
read it, and gave a groan of disgust. ; :

“ Dear Tommy,—1I want you to wear your own things just
once more, 1 do so want you te look my own dear little
Tommy again. You have changed so much since you left
Laurel Villa that I fear you do not love your old nurse as
you used to.

*“Dear Tommy, I know you will not refuse. I do so want
to see you look as you used to look. Be a good, dear boy,
and da so for my sake. ;

“1 have given your vther clothes to a poor boy, so there
are no others but these for you to wear. I know you will
wot mind,—Your affectionate nurse,

* Priscinna Fawcerr.”

“Oh, my word!” said Tom, staring at the letter. ** Wa'va
got to start for Bt. Jim's at ten, and these are the only
clothes in the house for me. T won't wear them, I'll go in
my giddy pyjamas rather!™

here was a tap at the door.

“ Are you dressed, my dearest Tommy?"

“No!” shouted Tom. * Where are my toga?”®

“Tommy! Your what?”

“My duds—my clothes?”

- iymve given them away to a poor boy. I am surs you
Will not grudge them, Tommy.” TS

“*Not & bit of it; but I can’t wear thess things.”

“You will look so beautiful and sweet.”

“I don’t want to look beautiful and sweet!’’ howled the
unfortunate Tommy. “If you don’t get me an Eton suit, or
pt least something decent, I won't go, so there!”

“Dr, Holmes expects us, Tommy."”
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“Then T'll go in my pyjamas!™
“Tommy! " t

“I con't wear these things! T can't! I sha'w't! Blow sl

“Tommy, just to please me. Dear Tommy " Miss Pris:
cilla’s voica was shaky, and seemed to indicate that she was
on the verge of tears. ' Dear To—o—ommy ' "

Tom Merry was alarmed. —_

‘“All right, nurse; don’t turn on the waterworks!" ha
ar:egit hastily. “I'll wear the beastly things. Don't—please
on't ! "

Tom was ready to consent to anything to avoid a pathetio
scene; but the thought of his first appearance at St. Jim's
in _those clothes came to him like a cold douche.

. He remombered the ﬁfure he had cut at Clavering under
similar circumstances. It was too bad: but he had given
his word now.

‘' That is noble of you, Tommy!" came Miss Priscilla’s
voice through the door. ““Now, malke haste and dress, my
sweetest child. Your breakfast is ready.”

Tom bundled into the clothes. Thoy were really very
pretty, and he looked beautiful enough when he had
finished, as Miss Priscilla said, but he looked far from
hl&:&v_ as he surveyed himself in the choval-glass.

eil, I suppose I'm in for it now!"™ he groaned. ‘I
can’t hurt the old lady's feelings; but tho next time I com
to Laurel Villa T'll watch it! Oh, hang—blow—bah! It's
too_absolutely rotten for anything!’

He: descended ths stairs. In th® breakfast-room Miss
Priscilla was waiting for him, and she uttered an exclama-
tion of delight at his appearance.

“My sweetest Tommy! Now you are my own dear
Tommy again!”

“Yes," grumbied Tom, “and I wish T was anybods else.
No, I don't mean that, T'm all right. I'll stick it out some-
how. 1If the follows at 8t. Jim's grin at me I'll punch their
giddy cocoanuts. Let’s have something to eat.”

In spite of the worry of those clothes, Tom made & good
breakfast, and for Miss Priscilla’s sake he assumed a cheer-
ful air as they drove to the station. Once more, as of old,
people looked at him as he passed, and smiled; but Tom
was no longer the spooney he had been of old, and he felt
his pesition acutely. The train journey down to Rylcombe
was & martyrdom to him,

He was rolioved when they arrived there, though he knew
that the worst part of his ordeal was to comes, When hia
box arrived from Clavering he would have a change of
clothes, but before then he would have to run the gauntlet
of hundreds of curious eyes.

The very-man who drove the ancient station cab grinned
as he touched his cap. Miss Priscilla did not observe it,
but Tom did.

But he bad made up his mind to “stick it out,” and he
went through it all like a Spartan.. He looked curiously at
his surroundings as the old cab rolled slowly down the
Rylcombe road towards the school.

There was the wood on his left, with the path leading to
the ruined castle, where many & strange scene had been
onacted in the history of St. Jim’s. There, ahoad of him,
rose the school tower above the trees, and there soon after-
wards was the grey old gateway and the big bronze gates.

Tom Merry had visited 8t, Jim's once before with a
ericket team from Clavering, so the place was not quite
strange to him. But now that it was to be his home he
looked upon it with new interest. It was a far moro exten-
sive place than Clavering, covering something like four
times as much ground, and dating centuries further back
into the remote past.

As the vehiclo stopped in the old guadrangle, four bogs
came down the steps of the School House, which occupiyd
one side of the qua!l facing the Now House, a more modorn
srection, on the other side. The four were evidently juniors.
One of them nodded towards the hack.

“ Hallo, a new kid !"

Tom Merry stepped from the vehicle. Ho know what an
effect his appearance would have upon the juniors, but he
was hardly prepared for what followed. The boyas starod
at him for a minute as if petrified, and then fell into each
other’s arms, and rocked to and fro on the stops of the
BSchool House.

e

CHAPTER 3.
Tom Merry at St. Jim's.

ACK BLAKE, of 8t. Jim's, fell into the arms of
Herries, while Digby collapsed into the embrace of
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

The chums of Study No. 6 in the School House seemed
oome‘l otely ‘overcome.

*What is it?” murmured Blake, in tones of exaggerated
faintmess.  ““ What can it be? I ionder if it has a name?”
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“It’s something new,” said Digby. ‘T’ve never seen
hﬂxytrgng like it before off a-Christmas-tree. Fancy meeting
that !

"It is weally too extwaordinary,” said D’Arcy. He i)ushed
Dig into a sitting position on the step, and solemnly
adjusted his eyeglass, and through it tock a survey of the
wrathful Tom Merry., “It is alive; I can see its features
move, What a stwange object I'* ? 3
& i‘flnok here!” exclaimed Tom Merry, looking warlike,

you——r»

Blake covered his face with his hands.

"*Don’t)” he gasped. Don’t] Oh, don’t!"™

“Don't what??

“Don't ask me to look! I can't really. I’m not strong,
and I'm afraid it might be too much for mel?

“Tommy! Dear Tommy!” -

It was Miss Priscilla’s voice from inside the hack. And
Tom, with whom gfolitenesa outweighed everything else,
turned to assist the lady from the vehicle. % R

“ Take no notice of se rude boys,” said Miss Priscilla.
#Give me your arm, dearest Tommy.”

Dearest %ummy turned scarlet, but he obeyed. Blake
gasped with merriment, He hadn’t seen anything as funny
as this for a long time, )

“Oh, my only hat!” he giggled. ‘‘Dearest D’Arcy, give
me yeur arnn. %)on’t take anf notice of these common, rude
bounders. You vulgah people, get off the earth!” |

And Blake, taking the arm of D’Arcy, followed Miss
Priscilla_and Tom Merry to the doorway of the Head’s
house, He walked in a graceful way, leaning upon the arm
of the swell of the School House, and the sight was irre-
sistible. Herries and Dighy howled with laughter, and
Kildare, the captain of St. Jim's, looking out of his study
window to see what was the matter, had to laugh too.
BI“I?h”ﬂmt young rascal, Blake!” he murmured. *‘ Blake!

akel

The chief of the School House juniors stopped.

“Did you call me, Kildare?"

" Stop that immediately I

“Oh, I say, Kildare!” remonstrated Blake. * Mustn't
D’Arcy and I take a little constitutional for our health
efter morning school in the quadrangle?”

" Weally, we ivequire it for our livah,” said Arthur
Augustus. i

But the door opening to admit Miss Priscilla and Tom
Merry, sent Blake and I)’Arcy scuttling off. They rejoined
Herries and Dig,

Y Well,"” said Blake, wiping the tears from his eyes.
““Well, my pippins, we’re not likely to go in wani of n
ﬁjpoc’l f’t}ckle if that funny merchant is going to stop at St.

'in's

*I suppose it’s a new kid,” said Herries. “But if they
put it in the Bchool House I shall kill it. It’s too funny to

live.’

Blake looked alarmed.

* Oh, they wouldn’t dare!”’ he exclaimed. *“The New
House is the proper place for it. It was a bit of a wrench
for us to stand D'Arcy when he came—-""

* Oh, weally now, deah boy!” said Arthur Augustus.

“Then they gave us that howler, Marmaduke Smythe,
but_we shoved him off on to Figgins & Co.,” went on Blake.
“Figging can have this merchant. We won't. If they stick
it in here there will be trouble. But, my word, what a
giddy velvet suit. Ha, ha, hal”

Meanwhile, Miss Fawcett was shown into the presence -of
the Head of St. Jim’s, Mr. Railton had somewhat prepared
Dr. Holmes for the visit, but the Doctor had certainly never
expected anything like this. He adjusted his gold-rimmed
pincenez and stared at Tom,

“Dear me! It is Merry.”

"It is my dear boy,” announced Miss Priscilla, with a
glance of fond pride at Tom. “I have brought him with
me, Dr. Holmes. You will be very kind to him?”

Tom Merry gave a wriggle,

" Oh, very kind,” said Dr. Holmes. *““But what is the
meaning of this pesuliar attire? I—ah——" He paused,
reflecting that it would be easier to deal with this matter
after Miss Fawcett was gone. *“Well, let it pass, Now,
what is it you wish, my dear madam?”’

“ As I informed you, I believe, Dr. Holmes, I wish to
make an inspection of the school, in order to fulfil my
duties towarddthis dear boy,” said Miss Priscilla. *“ Of eourse,
I fully accept your assurance, but at the same time——"

“ Exactly,” said Dr. Holmes, touching a bell. *“As
Merry will go into the School House, I will ask Mr. Kidd,

the housemaster, to show you over the_ building, Miss
Faqu&v‘:ﬁ. I am, unfortunately, very much occupied just
Bow.’

He turned to the maid who answered his ring.
“ Kindly request Mr. Kidd to come to me.”
In a few minutes the master of the School House made
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his appearance. He gave Tom Merry a very curious look
as he bowed to Miss Fawcett. The doctor explained in a
few words. 3§

Mr. Kidd expressed himself as delighted to be of any
service to Miss Fawcett, and he politely conducted her to
the School House. The lady insisted upon taking Tom by .
the hand, and making him accompany her, so that he, too,
should be satisfied by an inspection of his new home. It
was a martyrdom to Tom. Fellows came to their study
doors, or collected on the stairs, and in the corridom, to
look at him.

Morning school was over, and all the School House seemed
to be at liberty to devote its attention to the new boy. Mr.
Kidd kept a face as solemn as a judge’s, as he escorted
Miss Fawcett over the building, and whenever he saw a

rinning face he frowned at it. But chuckles and giggles
ollowed the party wherever they moved. hen_they,
passed along the upper corridor, the chums of Study No. 6
were standing at their door, looking out with much interest.

““There it 13 again!” said Blake. ‘‘As large as lifel”

And as Tom Merry passed, they all four bowed low, with'
their hands upon their hearts. in the most respectful and
graceful manner.

“Dear me!” said Miss Priscilla,
boys!" : ;
But Tom was boiling inwardly. A little later, when Misa
Fawcett went to inspeet the dormitory, Tom contrived to
slip away, and he returned to Study No. 6. He wanted to
have a little talk to the chums there, a little talk which
would probably have led to a little fight had Blake and his
comrades been gtill there, But when Tom Merry opened the
door the room was empty. The juniors were no longer in
their quarters. Tom Merry glanced round the study, and
a gleam of mischief darted into his eyes. He stepped

quickly inside. ¢

On the table stood a hat-box, which evidently contained .
a_new silk topper, destined for one of the dwellers in Study
No. 6. Near it were the books, papers, pegs and ink be-
longing to the juniors, left where they had used them last.

Tom Merry’s brain worked rapidly, and he owed the
chums & little account which he now saw an opportunity of

aying. Quickly opening the hat-box, he took hold of the
Eaf, a gorgeous new topper, belonging to Arthur Augustua
D’Arcy, the swell of 8t. Jim’s.

“My word!’ murmured Tom Merry. “This will be &
furpris’? for whoever wears this giddy hat. It will be one
0 me.

There was an_inkpot of red ink on the inkstand. Tom
Fncl{ed it up and emptied about half the contents inside the
eather lining in the hat. Then he returned it to the box.

There wes o surprise in store for whoever wore that hat,
Tom guitted the study and closed the door.

“My' dearest Tommy, wherever have you been?” ex«
claimed Miss Faweett, a little later. “I have looked over
the house, Tommy, and I think it is quite satisfactory.
Mr. Kidd has shown me the study you are to have. You
will share it with $wo companions.”

“Manners and Lowther, or there will be a row,”
Tom to himself. And he went to inspect the study.

It was a new room belonging to some additions that had
lately been built to the School House. leasant room,
though not over-large, and Tom liked it. His nurse had
already made a long list of articles that were to be sent
down to furnish it from London. Tom having expressed
himself satisfied with his new guarters, the tour of inspection
ended for the time. Miss Priscilla lunched with the Head,
while Tom took his dinner in the dining-hall of the School
House with the rest of the house.

Glances were continually ecast in his direction, and the
room, in spite of Mr. Kidd's frowns, was in a continual
giggle. But Blake was worried. He knew now that Tom
Merry was to come into the School House, and he knew that
Figgins & Co. would make endless capital out of it. What
was to be done? The juniors consulted about it after dinner.

“XKill it!" said Percy Mellish. * That’s the only thing
to be done. By Jupiter, I have an idea! My hat, rather!”

“What’s the idea?” said Blake, with a growl. * Your
ideas are not usually worth much, unless you bone ’em from
somebody else.”

“If you can’t be civil—"

rd, of

““What nice, polite

said

©Oh, rats! What’s the wheeze?”’
“You can see how particular the old lady is about his
health,” said Percy, grinning. *‘She coddles him like a

baby.”

“Yes, poor beast.”

. -“Suppose we make her believe there was something aiwe
fully wrong with the School House—she would make them
shift him into the New House at once.”

Blake jumped at the idea.

“My word, that’s all right! Lemme see; how can it ba

TOM MERRY & “THE TERRIBLE THREE.” D@ NEXT THURSDAY,



Every Thursday.

al:mnged? Kids, we've got to put our heads together over
this.”

*“The drains,” suggested Dighy; “could we get anything
wrong with them?”’ 2 -

‘;A.:‘rfnell in his study,” said Herries. *“‘Something strong
and niffy."”

*“That's the idea! And I know how we can make his
room awfully whiffy.” : }

Blake darted off to Study No. 6, and returned with a tin
of carbide of caloium in his hand. ‘He used it for his cycle-
amp, and he knew its odorous qualities,

“Come along, kiddies,”” he grinned, ‘“this is a great
wheeze |

The chums hurried off to the new study allotted to Tom
Merry. It was very barely furnished so far, and the old
sjuare of carpet on the floor was not tacked down. Blake
Jerked it up and spread a sprinkling of calcium carbide
on the floor. Then the carpet was laid over it.

In every corner of the room, where it was not likely to be
observed, Blake sprinkled the evil-smellin compound, and
when he had finished, the room certainly %md a smell that
would have alarmed the least nervous of old ladies.

Satisfied with their work, tho juniors hurried away. It
was a half-holiday that day at St. Jim’s, and the weather
being fine, Mr. Lathom, the master of the Fourth, intended
to take the Lower Form boys for a walk, and the chums
had to get ready.

Miss Fawcett was looking for Tom Merry, to sa Eood-bye
to him, and at sight of the old lady Blake and his com-
panions exchanged a series of winks. d

“ It's hard lines on the new chap, and no mistake I" said
Blake, in tones loud enough for Miss Priscilla to hear.

“Yes; I am sorry for Merry,” replied Digﬁ)y, looking
E:rlflecltiyd?oiemn. “I'm very sorry for him.  But it can't

elpad I

**Of course. not,” exclaimed Herries. * He must take his
chance. The old part of the School House is full up to the
roof, so it is only in the new wing that there’s room for new
boys. And if the drains there are in a shocking condition,
that can't be helped !”

Miss Fawcett had stopped quite still. The bait had taken.
Blako and his comrades grinned at each other, with their
backs to the old lady, apparently unconscious of her
Presence.

*Besides,"”” said Blake, “tho smell isn’t always bad. You
might go into Merry's study, for instance, sometimes, and
never notice anything, Then, at other times, the niff would
?e simply shrieking! She's off I he whispered a minute
ater. .

And the chums, choking with squre.ssed laughter, watched
Miss Priscilla making a%ee-line or the stairs,

Without losing a moment Miss Fawcett hurried to the
study. The snatch of the juniors’ conversation, which she
had overheard, seemed to her liké an interposition of
Providence, and she was greatly excited, She found fhe
room again, and ogened the door, and the smell from within
made her gasp and stagger backwards.

“Oh, my dearest Toramy! He would have died! My
dearest Tommy !”

A minute later the Head of St. Jim’s was startled by the
news that Miss Fawcett insisted upon seeing Him. immedi-
ately. With a sigh of resignation, the Head submitted.

“ My dear madam, [—"

* Dr. Holmes, I am not satisfied with the conditions of the
School House! My dearest boy must be put into the other
house! T insist!” .

* My dear Miss Fawcett—""

‘“The room that has been assigned to him had a most
dreadful smell I

* Impossible !"

“I have just been there, Dr. Holmes. It was positively
terrible !

““ My dear madam—""

“Can I see the New House, Dr. Holmes, or must I take
my dearest boy away with me "

‘ Certainly, madam, you can see the New Houso!” said
the poor doctor atiently. - And he rang the bell, and sent a
message to Mr. Ratcliff, .

The master of the New House soon made his appearance.
He was a thin, sour man, very unlike Mr, Kidd: but Miss
Fawoett, with that dreadful smell in Tom's study in her
mind—and her nose—did not care for anything else.

Dr. Holmes explained, and Mr. Ratclif gave his arm to
Miss Fawcett, and politely conducted her upon a fresh tour
of ingpection, this time in the New House.

Blake was on the watch, and. he saw them go. He fell
round Dighy's neck in ecstasy.

“Do you see that?” he {nsved. “The dear old soul's

oing to the New House. We're nob going to have that
orrid bounder, after all! Hurrah!”
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CHAPTER 5.
Figgins & Co. are Annoyed,

. RE ﬁ)u ready, boys?™ ]
r. Lathom, the master of the Fourth Form,

peered through his bi spectacles at the boys as
they formed up in the qundmnée.

he Fourth Form and the Third wero there, with the
Shell, ready to be taken for a nice walk that sunny after-
noon, all arrayed in their nice silk-hats, and their nicest
smiles, to meet the master's eve, and all inwardly fuming at
being compelled to waste an hour, which might have been
devoted to cricket, in ambling round the country lancs
behind a shortsighted old gentloman, who thought he was
giving them a treat.

These aftornoon walks were a horror to all.the juniors of
St. Jim's, excophng possibly Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, who
was glad of the chance of sporting a silk-hat, the Lower
Form boys not being allowed to wear shiny toppers at St.
Jim's, except upon state occasions, -

Indeed, tgere had sometimes been “ ructions' at the good
old school because the Shell considered they had a right to
wear tall-hats on ordinary occasions as much as the Lower
Fifth had. But of that, more anon.

Arthur A :gustus had had a nice new hat sent from homo
that day. He spent a good deal in hats and waistceats, and
this new topper was a marvel, fresh from Bond Strect,

Mr. Lathom glanced along the line of boys, and noted ‘the
absence of threc juniors belon, ing to the New Houso. He
noted something ‘olse—Tom Marry, still in that charming
velvet suit. Miss Fawcett had not vet departed from St.
Jim’s, and until she went Tom did not venture to attempt
to get rid of those herrid clothes.

*“ Boy, who are you? What do you mean by this absurd
masquerade ?

Mr. Lathom stared at Tom Merry through his spectacles.

Poor Tom coloured to the roots of his hair.

:*If you please, sir, I am Tom Merry, and——""

“Ohl Ah, yes! Dr. Holmes mentioned you to me.
Very good! Where are Tiggins, Kerr, and Wynn 7"

“1 darc say they're doing some rejoicing,” murmured
Blake, “Merry is going into their house, and I wish them
joy of him ! 2

* Figgins!| Kerr! Wynn!"

The next moment Mr. Lathom knew whero Figgins & Co.
were. The three juniors came. with a rush out of the porch
of the Now House, and hurled -themselios upon Jack Blako.

Figgins, long and lanky; Wynn, short and stout; Kerr
canny and sandy—three of the best, famous at the good old
school as Figgins & Co., and leaders of the New House
%miors in their alarums and oxcursions against the School

ouse !

And at the present moment Figgins & Clo. scemed to bo on
the warpath with a vengeance: Without a word of explana-
tion, they hurled themselves upon Jack Blake, and he went
ﬂpwn in the dusty quad on his back, with the three on top of

1m.,

Mr. Lathom stared at the strange spectacle in amazement,
Figgins seemed not to observe the presence of & master.
He ground Blake’s nose in the-dust, in wild excitement.

“Jump on him!" he gasped. ¢ Slay him! Massacra
him! Scalp him!"

Blake, breathless, struggling frantically, squirmed under
the weight of the New House juniors.

“T'll teach you to palm off your freaks on us!” bellowed
Figgins. “T'll teach you to get howling lunatics shoved into
our house !”

“Slay him!" panted Kerr. *“We're in for it now!
We've got the freak planted on us, but we'll make the beast
wriggle !"” i

“Let me get at him ! Oincuiated Fatty Wynn wildly.
“1 want to sit on his head. I— Oh bl %

Mr. Lathom’s finger and thumb closing on Fatéy Wynn's
ear interrupted him.

Thé chums of Btudy No. 6 had been taken by surprise by
the sudden attack. DBut they quickly rushed to the resouc,

Herries, Dig, and D'Arey rushéd to Blake's aid, and
Figgins and Kerr were dragged off the suffering chief of
the School House. :

Figgins gave D'Arcy a thump on the noss that laid him on
his back; but then he went down under a slog from Horries,
who_promptly sat upon him.

“What does this mean?” cried Mr. Lathom. “If you
dare to strike another blow, I will send you into the head-
master’s study! FExplain yourself, Figgins.”

“0Oh, I beg your pardoen; sir!” exclaimed Figgins, ag
Herries allowed him to rise. “*I didn’t seo you, sir.”

“I should imagine not, Fiigins," said Mr. Lathom drily,
“ And now tell me, please, the meaning of this unwarrant.
;ble?a.]ttnck npon Blake. Blake, I hope you are uwot muck

urt 7"
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Blake was looking very dusty and erumpled, but he
grinned cheerfully, 2

“ No, sir; I'm all right! It’s only a little joke of Figgins
& Co., and I don't mind. It's only fun, sir; really. Don’t
mind old Figgins!” o,

“Indeed] I cannot approve of such fun. Figgins, Wynn,
Kerr, you will each take fifty lines! Fall in, boys!”

And, something like order being restored, the boys formed
‘I';:P, and marched off. But there came another interruption.

'om Merry was keeping a wary eye open for Miss Fawcett,
hoping to escape a public good-bye, but the dear old Iaﬁs
was not to be baffled. She came out into the quad a
hugged Tomnx.

“T am leaving the school novw, Tommy, and I shall not see
you when you return,” she said. “8e, good-bye, my
sweetest boy ! £
L “i}:‘n:od-bye, nurse,” said Tom Merry hastily—" geod-

e!

j']i',uii Miss Priscilla was not finished yet.

“1 have inspected the New House, Tommy, and I am
quite satisfied with it. For the present, until further
arrangements are made, you will share a study with four
boys, named Figgins, or Wiggins—no, I think it 1s Higgins—
und I forget the others; but I was assured by & very polite
young gentleman named Monteith that they are nice boys.”

Figgins & Co. glared at one another. Blake chuckled.
e had guessed the cause of the sudden outburst of wrath
on the Eazt of Figgins & Co., but he bad not knaewn that it
was so bad as that.

The new boy was not only going into the New House, but
into the very study of Figgins & Co., and they owed that
treat to Monteith, the head prefect of the New House.

“Mr. Ratcliff will introduce you to this Stiggins, I think
the name is,” went on Miss Fawcett. ‘' Stiggins, or
Wiggins, is a nice boy, and I am sure he will be kind to you,
anfE pleased. to have {;u in his study. The drains of the
New House seem to in_perfect order, so far as I ean
ascertain, and there is no dreadful smell like in the reom
first assigned to you in the School House.”

“Yes, yes; good-bye, nurse!™

*You will nok iorg::a what I told you about always wear-
ing %annel on your t, and the hot-water bottle—"

“VYes, yes.” 2
“1f you take the codliver-eil I have left for you every
av‘e‘nli?ng, a tabl%apogl,:.fulf"

5 ye !

“Pardon me, madam, but you aze delaying us,” said Mr.
Lathom politely. 8

Perhaps he took pity on Tom, who was scarlet, while the
rest of tﬁe column were giggling like lunatics.

“T beg your pardon, sir. Good-bye, dear Tommy !’

And, throwing her arms round Tom's neck, Miss Priscilla
kissed him on the forehead, and at last he escaped.

Most of the juniors seemed to be in hysteries as_they
marched for the gate. Even Mr. Lathom was smiling,
though he tried to keep a serious face.

Tom breathed more freely on the open road, safe from the
terrible attentions of his fond nurse.

“Qh, chase me!” murmured Blake.
baby brow, and call me Angelina ["

'om glared at him.

“Do you want a thick ear, Blake?”

“ Silence there!” said Mr. Lathom. “ Step out! BPear
me, D’ Arcy, what is the matter with you?”

“ Nothing, sir,” said Arthur Augustus, locking surprised.

“That fearful blow Figgins gave you has caused an
?ffus;lc;n of blood. Do you feel no pain? Look at your

ace !

It was hardly possible for D’Arcy to look at his face, but
be put up his hand and felt it, and the effect was startling.

The red ink Tom Merry had so liberally placed under the
band inside his hat was onzms through, and it had begun
to trickle dov&n his forehead. ? Arcy had felt the dampness,
and imagined it to be perspiration, as the day was warm.
As he felt over his face to see what was the matter, he
smothered the streams of red ink over his featurcs.

Mr. Lathom was too short-sighted to see what the juniors
gaw ab once, that it was red ink cozing out under the brim
of D'Arcy’s hat. He fixed a horrified gaze upon the boy.

“D’Arcy! This is terrible! Come here, let me examine
your injury at once.”

*But I am not injahed, sir!?”’ exclaimed D’Arcy,

“¥our head is bleeding terribly.”

> Arcy looked at his hand, whic.‘{l was crimsoned. He took
off his hat and looked into it, and uttered an exclamation
of horror.

“Bome horrid beast’s been sticking red ink into my hat !

“Ink!” exclaimed Mr. Lathom, greatly relieved, buf very
angry. ‘‘Who could have played such a trick? This must
be ingquired into at oncel”

*“Kiss me en my

“ My new hat!” ‘bellowed D’Arcy. ““It cost me & giddy
guinea 1

“ His nice, new hat!’ said Figgins. - “ Ha, ba, ha!”

“Figgins, did you play this absurd trick upon. I Arey 1'%

“I, sir? Oh, no, sir. 1 respect D'Arcy tae muck to play
a triek upon him.*

“ Where did you leave your hat, D’Arcy??

“It came down frome Lendon to-day!" greaned Arthur
“Tt wag Joft in the box on my study table. Some
beastly bounder——*

“It must have been one of your study mates,’” said the
master of the Fourth sterndy. * Now, Blake, Herries, and
Dighby, you will each of you take fifty——"?

“ Pardon me, sir,” said Tom Merry, with his best bow.
“May I speak, sirl”

* Certainly, if you bave anything to say comnected with
this matter.” g

“1 happen to know whe played that trick, sir, and I
{hi&nkh; ought t? tell you."bo B 1y

188 came Irom every WH 0 hNearing.

“S8neak! Sneak!" v bk

“Silence!”” exclaimed Mr. Lathom, though he looked far
from pleased. ** Speak, Merry.”

- “Shall I tell you his name, sir,”

“You had better do so.”

“1 den"t want to get him punished, sir.”

“ Tt would have been better if you had nof spoken. Tale-
telling is not approved of in this school, Merry. I shall
not punish the perpetrator of this practical joke, beeause
1 should not consider myself imﬁiﬁm} in doing so under the
circumstances. Now you may tell me his name.”

“Very well, sir. I did it,”

There was s moment’s silenee, then the juniors howled
with laughter. Mr. Lathom stared at Tom Merry for a
moment, and then caught him by the ear. é

"i}hld on|” cried Tom. * ¥ou said you wouldn’'t punish
me I’

“¥ said I—you—well, well.” The master of the Fourth
released Tom’s ear. *I will keep my word, Merry, though
you have certainly tricked me., D'Arcy, you may return
to St. James's, and get that terrible mess cleaned off, and
you had better go, too, Merry. Boys, march on.”

And the afterncon's walk pwceedui without Tom Mexry
or the swell of 8t. Jim’s.

CHAPTER 6.
A Little Joke on Figgy.

TGEGINS & CO. were looking hostile; Blake bad suc-
ceeded in %{anting the pectﬁiu-!wking new boy upon
them ; for Figgins & Co. knew well that Blake was at

the bottom of it. It was some trick procseding from Study
No. 6 that had disgusted Miss Fawcett with the School
House, and sent Tom Merry acroes the way ta his new

quarters.

But to have the mew boy planted mpon them in.their
very own study was the unki cut of all. The study was
not a large one, but it was cogy, It had done very com-
fortably for Figgins and the original Co. The addition of
Marmaduke Smythe had made the quarters somewhat
crowded. Now to have a fresh arrival, snd that arrival a
freak, thrust upon them, was simply too bad.

“There’s only one consolation,” said Figgins, sitting on
the study table that evening. “As he belongs to the next
Form above ours, t can’t Jeave him long in this study,
I should imagine. It’s only a question of how ey
take to shift him out, though I suppose we shall have to put
up with him in the house.””

“ Rotten!” said Kerr and Wynn.

“It’s just the old game over again,” said Figgins. “ Blake
was at the bottom of planting Marmaduke on us——"

“Oh, I say, Figgy!” said Marmaduke.

“Well, that’s ancient his now,” agreed Figging. * But
you know you were a frightful bounder at the time, Mazx-
maduke, before we reformed Y ;

““But we don’t want that freak here,’” said Marmaduke,
changing the subject. :

“ No, and the sooner we make him clear the better. Hallo,
here he_is!|™

Tom Merry walked in. His face was as merry and good-
tempered as ever, and but for his ridiculous elothes ﬁe
1\{101.1 d not have made an unfavourable impression upen the
chums. :

“ Hallo, freak!’ said Kerr. *“Why don’t you get back
into the monkey-house?”

“ Please I've come,” said Tom Merry.

It took Kerr some seconds io see the point of that remark,
and when he did he furned red with wrath.

A here, you howling spooney——""

“Oh, dry up,” said Tem. ‘ You don’t want me in this

study 7>
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F **Oh, my Aunt Mary Ann J_ac\k.so;; 1" gasped Blake.

““This is simply horrid !
¢rry sit up for this some time!”

Won’t I make that howling brute
(8ew page 14.)

* No, we don’t,” said Figgin & Co., in chorus.

“Then the feeling is reciprocated, for I don’t want to
bon:tﬁ lI;lere. I don’t want to be in your measly old house
at all

The four occupants of the study looked at each other in
amazement. This was decidedly an unexpected line for the
Bew boy to take.

“1 made up my mind fo go into the School House,” con-
tinued Tom i{erry calmly, *I'm going to get back there
pomehow. I wouldn’t be found dead in this house.”

Figgins & Co. gasped. ]

“Yeu'll be found dead in it if you’re not more civil,” said
F iggins darkly.

Oh, rats to you!”?

Fiﬂginu jumped off the table,

“Did you say rats to me?”

““No, I said rats to you.”

Figgins waited for no more. He went for Tom Merry
like & mad bull, and the two gripped i:.nh other and went
staggering round the study in dewSIy strife. It was not in
aceordance with the laws of fair play for the Co. to inter-
fere, so they contented themselves with dodging the com-
batants, who tramped and reeled right and left, first one
way and then another.

The study table went flying, and the bookease was knocked
over on top of it. Figgins kicked the coal-box out of his
way, and ’I%m Merry trampled on the fender. Still, neither
baving gained any advantage, they struggled.

“‘Here, I say, chuck it, the study will get wrecked!” ex-

imed Kerr. “Pull ’em apart, kids!™

Kerr laid hold of Figlgins, and Wynn and Marmaduke
gripped Tom Merry. hey came apart with a tug, and
itoots_ / laring and panting. Figgins was the first to recover

imself,

“Well, my hat!”’ he ejaculated. * There’s more in you
than I ht, Spooney. You know how to wrestle, and
Yyou've flot some muscle, tool”

Tom Merry laughed, L

“Jt’s not my fault that I'm in these clothes,” he said.
“You shouldn’t judge by appearances. As soon as my box
comes from Clavering I'm going to. change into Etons, and
make a bonfire of these silly things.”

¥ Well, in that case F'Il let you alone,” said Figgins mag-
nnni??}ousl]'. “Look here, you helong to the Shell, den’t

o
* "*Yes, m not a kid.”? b T . ;
#1f yoy call the Fourth kids.” paid Figgins, looking war-

!‘:Ike ag”ain, “there will be ruections, Mr. Awfully Clever
Merzy.

' Oh, that’s all right! I’ll call you goats if you like, and
perhaps that would be nearer the mnri," said Tom Merry,
*Now, take it calmly, because I sha'n’t be longer than I
can help in this beastly hole you call a study.”

The door opened and a number of juniors stared into the
room, Pratt was at their head.

* Hallo, Figgy! I hear you've been catching freaks? Ah,
therﬁ,lt is! I say, Merry, are there any more at home like
you?’ -

“Oh, go away and playl” said Tom. * Your face gives
me a paini”

* Well, you funny animal, of all the cheek——"

“Oh, get home "

. And Tom Merry fave Pratt a push that sent him stagger-
ing against his followers, and as they obligingly got out
of the way, Pratt measured his length in the passage. Tom
Merry closed the door.

Now, Figgy, you Ch?s must be quiet,” he said, “Ive
got some preparation to do.””

Figgins & Co. looked at one another. To have a new boy
taking the upper hand of them like this was an unexpected
experience for them, and they did not like it. It looked as
if there would be war again, but just then came a call from
up the passage.

“Fag! Fag-aaag!”

';,',I‘hat beast Monteith!” exclaimed Figgins,

¢}

.And he left the study. Tom Merry sat down at the table,
The Co. looked at him dubiously, and then locked at one
another. Then they left the atudj.;;' after Figgins.

Tom Merry had some preparation to do for the morrow’s
lessons, and the master had told him that he would be able
to borrow some books of Fiﬁgins till his own arrived. He
looked round the study for what he wanted, found the same,
and settled down to work, borrowing pen, ink, and paper
from the supplies of Figgins & Co.

He was busily occupied, when there was a sound of bump-
ing on the stairs, and the door of the study flew violent?y
open. Tom Merry jumped up. Taggles, the school porter,
came_into the rocom with a grunt, carrying a good-sized
parcel on his shoulder. He thumped it down on the floor.

“Which I says,” said Taggles, glaring at Tom as if he
had mortally offended him In some unknown way—‘ which
I says that 1 won’t carry it no further.””

“ Don’t, then,” said Tom politely.

“Which I'm an old scldier, and I'm not going to carry

“I've got to
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that blessed parcel up those blessed stairs to the blessed dor-
mitory to please any blessed kid in this blessed school!”

“M‘yy word!”’ said Tom. ‘“ What a number of blessings
flying about. Who's the parcel for?” LB

“Jt's for Master Figgins,” grunted Taggles. “Which it's
the clothes from the tailor's, and Figgins not here to givo
me a tanner even for my Erouble.”

“Would it do if I gave you the tanner?"

Taggles looked at him suspiciously. ;

“Yes, it would do just as well, sir,” he replied, with un-
usual civility. % 5

““Then, I'm sorry, I've not got one about me,” said Tom.

Taggles stamped to the door.

“Which I says,” he remarked, “ that amy blessed kid who
comes to a blessed school dressed up like a blessed guy, ought
to have his Llessed neck wrung.”

“That’s rude, my dear fellow; here, catch. I haven't a
tanner about me, but I suppose a bob will do.” |

Taggles caught the shilling as it spun in the air.

- ‘%ﬁich you're a gentleman,” he said, *“A real gentle-
man, though you do look like a blessed guy. You're a
gentleman, you are.””

“ Thanks,” said Tom. *“ Who wouldn't be a gentleman at
the low price of one shilling?"”

Taggles looked at him as if he did not quite catch on, and
left the study. Tom Merry stood regarding the parcel with
a twinkle in his eye. His box had net vet arrived from
Clavering, and might not arrive till the following day. The
clothes he was wearing were getting on his nerves, and
seemed to be getting on everybody else’s. Figgins had in-
sisted upon a change at the eztilest possible moment. It
seemed only fair that Figgins should provide the change.

“My aunt Mary Ann Jackson!"” murmured Tom. “It’s
a ripping idea, and if T can get a quick change done before
those bounders come back, it’s a go! Stop—I'll buzz the
parcel off to the Hormitory, I sha'n’t be interrupted there.”

He picked up the parcel and hurried upstairs with it,

At that hour the dormitory was, of course, deserted, and
Tom Merry had it to himself. He laid the parcel on a bed,
and unfasfened the string. He opened it, and disclosed a
lﬁqanc’i-new suit of clothes, made to the measure of the great

iggins.

om’s eyes danced at the sight, With a little squeezing,
Figgins's clothes would fit him very well. They were muc
of a build, ooly Figgins was leaner. Tom unfolded the
clothes, nnd discarded his own, and made the change in
record time.

The nice, new Eton suit really looked very charming.
The trousers were rather tight round his legs, and the jacket
close’ across the shoulders, and the waistcoat met with some
plight difficulty; but the fit wasn’t bad, considering. Tom
Merry was satisfied. Whether Figgins would be satisfied
was another question.

Tom looked at himself in a glass, and was pleased. He
folded up his own clothes and placed them in the parcel,
wrapping ik up very carefully and tying the string. The
outside bore the name of Figgins, so there would be no
mistake about its delivery.

Then Tom descended the stairs to the study. He found
Figgins & Co, in their guarters. They looked up whea he
entered, not knowing him at first.

““Hallo! Who are you?"” said Figgins. “ Why—what—
it's the new kad!”

“Large as life!"” said Tom cheerfully.
change of clothes at last.”

“ What have you done with the others?™
" “Wrgpped them up as a present for a silly bounder I

now !’

“ Well, that’s the kind of fellow they’re suitable for. You
look better—inuch better,” said Figgins, surveying the
changed Tom Merry with a critical eye. *“But, I say,
vou've got a rotten bad tailor!™

““Think so? Well, the chap who made these clothes makes
things for some awfully low cads,” said Tom blandly.

“f dare say. The trousers are like pipe-stems. Must
have been made for a chap who hadn’t any calves to speak
of, I should say.” :

*“Very likely,” said Tom, with a glance at Figgins's ex-
tremities, “In fact, I think you're right. To tell you the
truth, Figgy, these clothes were not made for me, but I got
them for nothing, so I can’t grumble.”

“The dickens! Do you have'your clothes given to you,
then? You seem to be a funny animal, anyway. Still,
they're rotten-looking things, but they're better than the
horrors you've been wearing. Next time you get any clothes
on the cheap, don't take any that were made for a skinny
scarecrow, if you can help it.”

“I'll remember,” said Tom, inwardling bubbling with
mirth at Figging’s unflattering description of his own lanky
person. * You're right, Figgy, I admit, that the chap these
clothes were made for must have been a howling specimen

“I've got &

of a scarecrow, and no mistake. The kind of chap you
wouldn’t see at all if he stood sideways. But I'm glad you
think I'm improved. I attach a lot of value to your opinion,
Figgins—I do, really. And I especially wanted to have it
on _the subject of these elothes.”

Figgins looked at him suspiciously. .

“You seem to be pleased with something,”” he remarked.
*What's the joke?®

“Oh, you'll' know soon, so that’s all right. I say, I see
you're making proparations for tea. Good! Of course, you
want me to join you?" e

“Rats! Still, as you're here, you may as well tuck in."”

“ Figgy, your hospitality is on!‘} equalled by your pleasant
manners.”’ o <

“TLook here,” exclaimed Figgins, exasperated, *“if you
call me Figgy again, LIl stick some of this marmalade down
the back of your neck!”

“All right, Figgy! I won’t call you Figg if you don't
liks being called Figgy, Figgy. But really, Figgy, Figgy it
a pretty name, nnd,gﬁr you don't mind, Figgy—"

That was too much for Figgins. He seized the pot of
marmalade, and went for Tom Merry. Tom dodged, and
the marmalads, instead of going where Figgins had threat-
ene;(.l he should have it, smothered the back of the Eton
jacket. "

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Figgins. “That will improve
your clothes, and no mistake!"

“May as well improve them a bit more,” said Kerr; and
he poured the contents of the milk-jug over Tom’s legs with
a light sweep of the hand.

“Good wheeze!” exclaimed Fatty Wynn. ‘“He can have
some coffee on his waistcoat, too. It will give the thing &
flavour.”

And a coffea-cup deposited its contents on Tom Merry’s
manly chest. %

“Don't leave me out!” exclaimed Marmaduke; and hiz
contribution was a pat of butter, which slopped on Tom’s
trousers. y

The €o. were prepared for war to follow; but, to.their
xursarise, the new boy took the assault in good part, and
could not contain his laughter.

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Figgins & Co. at the spectacle Tom
presented. 1

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom, in reply.

Figgins & Co. were taken aback. _

“ Why, the lunatic seems to enjoy it!" ejacylated Figgins.
“1le must be right off his silly rocket!”
"JHG:E rotting!” said Kerr. “Ha, ha, ha! Hear me
smile!

“Hear us smile!” chorussed Figgins & Co. “ Ha, ha,

=

a!

“Hau, ha, ha!” yelled Tom,

He was wriggling with mirth, and the amazed Co. had
to admit that his mirth seemed quite genuine, and his
e]:idgn]t enjoyment of the situation rather took the edge off
the joke.

“,(’)h, let him cackle!” said Figgins. *“Let's have some
ea

And they sat down to tea, and Tom, in spite of the ter-
rible state he was in, was quite at his ease, and enjoyed the
meal. His occasional chuckles as the humour of the situa-
tion struck him further amazed the Co.; but Figgins was
destined to be enlightened in a way that was far from
pleasant; and Tom Merry serenely anticipated the moment
when the chief of the New House juniors would discover the
terrible, truth.

TEERE

CHAPTER 7,
A Hot Chase.

4 OU'RE in our dormitory to-night, Merry,” Figgins

Y remarked at bed-time. “ Monteith has just told

me so. 1 fancy you're not going to stay in the

New House, after all, or you'd be fixed up with your ewn
Form. For this relief, much thanks!"

“Same here!” said Tom. “Measly, rotten, old place,
this house, isn’t 1t?”

Figgins looked inclined for war at this aspersion upon his
beloved house, but the moment was not propitious. Mon-
teith, the head prefect of the New THouse, was there, td
“chivvy” the juniors up to the dormitory, as Figgins put
it. Monteith stopped at the sight of Tom Merry, and stood
staring at him.

¢ Hallo, you new kid! What's the matter with you?”

“ Nothing,”" replied Tom cheerfully.

“ What haye you been doinito our clothes?"

'.I“om looked down at the sticky, horrible-looking garments,

“Some things got spilt over them,” he replied. * Aoci
dents will happen, I don’t mind.”

The prefect looked at him curiously.

. TOM MERRY % “THE TERRIBLE THREE.” W& NEXT THURSDAY,
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" Age you the funny werchant who came here dressed up
like a baby?” he asked. 'Yes, I see you are. You look a
b but you have spoiled that suit of

it more sane now,

elothes.”
* That doesn’t matter; they’'re not mine.’?
'.‘L‘Iontesth laughed,

1568, you've borrowed a change of clotheés,”
5,

“Well, T hope the owner will be pleased when he sees
2’1?% egain,” grinned the prefect. '* Whom do they belong

Uy

8, ha, ha! Of to bed, now, kids.” 1

Figgms nudged Tom Merry as the juniors went upstairs.”
M“ l;'.? did you mean by telling M;.onteith that crammer,

erry :

**X didn’t tell him any crammer.”

“¥You said the clothes belonged ta me*

! Bo they do.”

Figgins knitted his brows.

o you mean to say that you've collared a suit of my
slothes without asking my permission, you outsider?”

“Yes, Figgy, that’s exactly what I mean,” 5

*“You're rotting. You couldn’t get at them without the
key, and I've got it in my pocket, Lucky for you, too, you
spooney ! : > 2
. Tom Merry grinned. A surprise was waiting for Figgins
in the dormitory.

“ Hallo, Figgy! Here's your togs comel” said Fatty
Wynn, nodding to the parcel lying on one of the beds.
#Taggles has stuck it on my bed.’

Gl (good! ? said Figgins. “I was expecting them to-day.”

He cut the cord of the parcel.

*‘Ha, ha, ha!”” shouted Tom Merry. ‘‘Hear me smile!”

Figgins looked at him quickly; then he looked at the
parcel again, and then again at Tom Merry.

* Merry, do you mean to say—-"

“ Hear me smile! Ha, ha, ha!*

Figgins, with a terrible anxiety tugging at his heart, tore
open the parcel with feverish fingers. Every eye in the
dormitory was fixed upon him. The clcthes came to light.

Figgins held up the beautiful velvet knickerbockers, and
gave a howl of rage.

““Hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Pratt. “ Somehody been send-
ing you a present, Figgy? Ha, ha! You'll lock nice in
those—as nice as Spooney himself.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!” came from Tom Merry. “ You’re welcome
to them, Figgy. I wonder if you are §etting SOIry now
about slopping that marmalade over me?”

The full hideousness of the truth burst upon the unhappy
Figging. That was why Tom Merry had taken the joke in
the sludy so cheerfully. Figgins had been spoiling his own
brend-new suit of clothes.

“ ¥ou—you howler!” roared Figgins. “I'll make mince-
meat of you!”

" Ha, ha, ha!
skinny scarecrow,

Fou said the clothes were made for a
Figgins. About right, weren't you,

Fi%gy?”

iggins did not waste breath in words. His feelings were
foo deep for words, and the strongest words ever invented
would not have done justice to them. He simply went for
Tom Merry like a raging bull

Tom dodged and eluded his tackle with the neatness of
& Rugger three-quarter, and went up the dormitory in full
flight, with the furious Figgins behind. The boys stood
round shrieking with laughter at the sight.

Away went Tom Merry, running well; but the augry
Figgins's long legs seemed to move like lightning, and he
rapidly gained ground.

" Leok’ out, Spooney!” yelled Pratt. ‘“‘He's got you!
Dodge over the giddy bed!™

Tom took the hint. He dodged Figgins round and over
the last bed of the dormitory, and started back the way he
had come, leaping from bed to bed with the activity of a
mountain goat.

Ominous creaks came from some of the beds as he
alighted upon them, and after him came Figgins, still in a
white heat of fury.

‘ Buck wp, Figgy!’”

* Dodge him, Tom Merry|”

"Go 1t!”

“Brave!”

* Hurrah!™
. The juniors were in- ecstasies. Tom Merry was fully en-
joying the joke, thoudgh Figging was in deadly earnest.

ey reached the end of the dormitory, and Tom Merry
wriggled under a bed with the quickness of an eel, and
sil;:n;-ll:ed off again before the slower Figgins could get hold
of him.

There was a fresh burst of cheers as the chase went up
the length of the great dormitory for the third lap. In the
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midst of the excitement the chase was terminated by s
sudden mishap, Tom Merry had jumped on Fatty Wynn's
bed, and thence to the next.” A second Tuter Figgins alighted
on Wynn's bed, close on the track; but the bed, though it
had stood the weight of Fatty for a long time, was not built
to stand this sort of usage.

There was a fearful crash, and the bed went through, and
Figgins plumped down in the midst of the ruins.

Figgins gave a yell, and the rest of the juniors gasped ;
and as the loyal Co. rushed to help their chief from his un-
comfortable position, the door opened, and Monteith looked
in.

** What's all this confounded noise about?” demanded the
Erefmt sourly. - ““ Figgins, what have you smashed up that

ed for? I don’t know whose it is, but you'll sleep in that
bed this time. Do you hear? Now, three minutes before
lights out ! }

And the prefect withdrew and. closed the door. Figgins
was dragged out. The affair had to end where it was.
Monteith was not the kind of prefect to be trifled with.
Figgins gave Tom Merry a glare of wrath.

“Oh, won't I make you sit up to-morrow!” he growled.

And he began to put the wrecked bed to rights as well as
he could.

Tom Merry, panting, exhausted, more with laughter than
the running, began to undress.

“Don’t get chippy, old Figgy!” he exclaimed. *You
can’t deny that it's a howling joke, now can you? Next
time you want to stick marmalade on a chap's togs, make
sure he hasn't borrowed your best Sunday suit! Ha, ha !

*Ha, ha!” roared the juniors, who could see the joke if
Figgy could not.

And Figgy’'s face gradually relaxed into a grin,

When Monteith looked into the dormitory three minutes
later the juniors were all in bed; but Figgy's bed was
extremely uncomfortable, threatening to give way every
moment beneath his weight. He had to lie along the edge
of it to secure himself from falling through.

The prefect grinned as he turned out the light.

From the darkness came the cheerful voice of Tom Merry

 Hallo, Figgy! Can you see the joke yet?"

Figgins snored.

SRS

CHAPTER 8.
A Tale of Treacle.

HE next day Tom Merry’s box arrived from Clavering,
and he was able to eﬂ{ect another change of clothing;
which he very much needed. Clad in everyday

raiment, he ceased to be the conspicuous object he had been
on his first arrival at St. Jim’s, but the juniors did not soon
leave off chipping him. But Tom Merry stood all that
cheerfully.

Figgins had decided to take the previous evening's
occurrence as a joke, and to let it end there—a very wise
degision. Tom Merry still found relations rather strained
in the study, but open hostility was gone. Indeed, there was
one member of the Co. who was willing to extend the olive-
branch with all his heart—on conditions, ‘

That member was Fatty Wynn. Fatty was the Falstaff of
the New House. The school meals always left him un-
satisfied, and the feeds in the atudg' seldom quite filled the
aching void he complained of. The arrival of a new boy
was an event of great interest to Fatty, for that event
generally meant a spread of some kind,

And it was with the thought of a study brew in his mind
that Fatty began to show signs of friendliness towards Tom
Merry. "

;Iaike me to help you with your German, Merry "' he
asked.

Tom Merry looked at him with all the dignity of a youth
removed one degree above the Fourth Form.

“A fellow in the Shell doesn’t usually get help from a
Lower Form kid!” he replied. * Thank you, all the same,
youngster

That word youngster nearly dispersed all Fatty’s friendly
intentions to the four winds, but the thought of the
possibility of a feed calmed him again.

‘“All right, Merry,” he said. “I enly wanted to be
friendly. I say, your box has come.from home, hasn't it 7"

“No; it's come from the school T came from.”

“Ah, ves! I hear they're closing Clavering,” said Fatty
loftily. “Not much of a school, was it? St. Jim's always
licked Clavering at cricket.”

* There's a Clavering chap who will lick you if you don’t
be civil!” said Tom Merry.

“Oh, you're not Clavering now; you're a Saint!" said
Fatty. *“No offence. I say, I suppose you have got a lot
of tommy in your box?"

Tom Merry laughed,

TOM MERRY mmielter.
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“Not a giddy biscuit! ¥You sce, I've come suddenly, in
the middle of the term.”

Fatty's face fell.

“Oh, I say, what a sell! What a chancg you've lost of
getting a feed into the school “without those meddlesome
prefects knowing anything about it. Rotten! Do you mean
to say that you can't stand a feed 7™

“I'm afraid so, my fat friend!” _

“Who are you calling your. fat friend? I'm no friend
of yours, Master Tom Merry! The sooner you get kicked
across into the School House the better I shall like it !

Tom Merry laughed heartily.

“Mpy dear kid, if you're so hungry, why don't you make
a raid on the pantry?”

“I do when I get a chance,” said Fatty, becoming con-
fidential again. *‘But they kecp a beastly sharp eye below
stairs. It's too rotten! I wish I was a skinny eel like
Figgins sometimes, and then I could get in at the larder
wingow. Pratt did it once, and passed out a lot of things,

by Martin Cl

-and there was a jolly feed, and nobody ever knew how the

grub went. I say, I saw the van from Rylcombe delivering
a lot of things to-day, and it made my mouth water. Have
you ever started on a big jar of marmalade all by yourselt
with a big spoon?”

**No; I can't say I have.” > 3

“It's glorious!” said Fatty Wynn solemnl% passing his
hand ccsfatically over his bulging waistcoat. *'I've done it,
and if I get half a chance I shall do it again. I saw a big
jar taken in along with—— Hallo, Pratt!"”

Pratt came into the study. 3
¢ “J]'.”auy, Wynn, what's that you were saying about a
ead 77

“There's not r-%rcying to be one,’”” said Fatty Wynn dis-
consolately. “The new kid hasn't brought any grub.
Feeds are off I . s

“Ves; but you were saying something about raiding——"
: {‘.Oh, nothing " said Fatty Wynn hastily. *‘I was only
joking."

Pratt looked at him suspiuiousllvt, and went out of the
study. He inwardly resolved to keep an eye on Master
Wynn. If there was any feeding to be done, Pratt meant
to have a hand in the game. -

A little later Fatty Wynn's voice migﬁt have been heard
on the kitchen atairs, and, in fact, Tom Merry heard it.

“JIt's all right, Mrs. Trotter! 1I—I was only—only—~""

“You get ﬁol‘f with yon, Master Wynn !"

“ All right, Mrs. Trotter, I'm going!" .

Fatty Wynn came into view from the subterrancan regions
with a flushed face,

“Hallo! Where have you been?' asked Tom.

“Sharp old girl, that Mrs. Trotter!” said Fatfy. I
thought she was going out. She hasn't gone yet. The
house-dame i3 away, too, and there's a glorious chance.”

“Chance of what?" E : 2

% Collaring some grub,” said Fatty, lowermf his voice to
s mysterious whisper. I say, Merry, I should like you to
belp me."

“ What can I do?”

“Yf I can dodge downstairs after the old cat's gone—I
mean, Mrs. Trotter—will you be outside the little window
I spoke of to take the things I pass out to you?”

om hesitated.

““Oh, if vou're afraid——"" said Fatty.

Tom Merry coloured. = "

“QOh, I'm not afraid! T'll do it if you like, Wynn.”

“That's right! I like you, Merry; wo shall get on
famoualy if you stay in the New House. I say, what do you
thi.r_n'k og a jar of treacle, and a big one of marmalade—

“Well, I don't know that I should go into raptures over
thom,” said Tom Merrg’. “8till, T'Il do my whack.
Where's the window? I'll be there, anyway."”

“Hallo! There goes Mrs. Trotter. I think I've got a
chance now. Go round to the back of the New House, and
you'll see me looking out of the window I mean."”

“Right-ho !” 2

o Taie s oricket bag for the grub. Mind those School
House cads don’t see you, or Jack Blake will be on to this.”

“I'Il be careful,” said Tom, beginning to enter into the
apirit of the thing. ¥ :

And he went off with the bag under his arm, while Fatty
Wynn, with extreme caution, made his way into the
mysterious subterrancan regions where Mrs. Trotter reigned
suprome. gy 1

Tom, who was new to St. Jim's, was some time in reaching
the spot- required, but the head of Fatty Wynn emerging
from a small window in the rear of the house guided him.

Wynn glared at him. §

“You've been a beastly lonﬁ time, Merry

“Sorry,” said Tom; ‘““but here T -am now.
safe enough?”

»

"

You got in

ey Matua oitrora, o TOM MERRY rnitdisy.

“Yes. That mean beast Pratt was spying around,
though, and I don’t want him to foilow me; he may give
the alarm to some of the maids. Ready?”

Tom looked guriously in at the window.

. Round Fatty Wynn were shelves covered with bottles and
jars, containing all kinds of jams and preserves and pickles,
enough, as it seemed, to é)roviuion the New ‘House for a
a:pie. Fatty Wynn looked round on the tempting array
with gloating eyes. ;

Everything he could see was so enticing that he could not
make up his mind which to take first.

“I say, buck up!” said Tom. *‘Get a move on you!"

Fatty, thus adjured, sighed, and removed a jar of treacle
from the shelf, and passed it out of the window to Tom
Merry. Then he removed the cover from a huge jar of
marmalade, and looked at it lovingly. The jar was much
too big to carry away, and there was nothing else hand
to put some of it in. Fatty was much exercised in his mind.
He adored marmalade, and he felt that it would break his
heart to abandon such a prize.

There was one way, and one way alone, in whieh he could
carry off some. He seized a huge spoon, took the great jar
under his arm, and commenced to wire in ufvon it.

Tom Merry, still holding the treacle-jar, looked in at the
window, under which Wynn was sitti%g.

““What the dickens are you doing, Fatty?”
-m-m-m-um-mum-m-m-m "’

That was Fatty Wynn's reply; his mouth was too full for
8 more articulated one. Now that he had started, wild
horses wouldn’t have stopped him.

“1 say, Wynn, somebody may come! Chuck it!”

-m-m-m-um-mum-m-m-m !’

“Look here, you horrid, greedy bounder, if you don’t
chuck that—"

“f Mum-m-m-mum-m-m "

The next moment Fatty Wynn started in alarm, and the
gﬁoﬂl left his mouth, as the door opened. But it was only

ratt.

“You silly brute,”” growled Fatty, “you startled me!
Made me think it was old Trotter come back. What the
dickens do you want, Pratt? Clear!”

“Sha'n’t!” said Pratt, as the big spoon ladled more
marmalade into the capacions mouth of Fatty Wynn, “I
knew you were up to this game, I'm going to have soma
of that giddy marmalade. Hand it over!”

£ M-n1-m-m-um-mum-m-m-m !

“Hand me over some of that marmalade!” exclaimed
Pratt threateningly. And he advanced upon Fatty Wynn
with a warlike look.

Tom Merry was getting impatient.

“If you don’t buck up, Wynn, I'll chuck this beastly
treacle over you "

But Fatty Wynn did not heed.

“Get away, Pratt, {ou beast! You can’t have any of
thxs! There’s only fourteen pounds of it in the jar,
and—

“Fourteen pounds, you horrid, gorging hippopotamus !
exclaimed Pratt. ‘Look here, I'm going to hg‘:-c some,

-1

4 All right, then ! yelled Fatty, in a rage. “Take it!"

And as Pratt came on, Fatty slapped a big spoonful of
marmalade right into his face.

¢ Ger-r-rer-roch I”* %urgled tho unfortunate Pratt.

The next moment Fatty Wynn gave a fearful yelp. Tom
Merry had kept his word.

With a deft hand he inverted the treacle-jar over the head
of Fatty, sitting just inside the window, and the sticky
;tranm came down on Fatty’s hair and ran down over his
ace.

“Fair play’s a Pewel," said Tom Merry, “You've given
him some marmalade, so here’s a dose of treacle for you.
Ha, ha, ha!”

]fnﬁty jumped up,

M.

elling like a Red Indian. The mar-
malade-jar went to the ground with a ecrash, and smashed
into_a dozen pieces, and the contents spread over the floor.

““Ha, ha, ha!"” yelled Tom Merrpr. “ Hear me smile ™
“ Boo!"” roared Fatty Wynn. *‘ Boo—gerooh—gr-r-r-r!”

““Serve you right!” exclaimed Pratt. *Yah! Beast!
Serve you jolly well right!”

Fatty Wynn could not get at Tom Merry through the
window. DBut Pratt was within reach. And Fatty badly
wanted somebody to punch at that moment. And so ha went
for Pratt, and in a moment got his head into chancery.

Pratt grappled with him and they struggled wildly.  Mar-
malade and treacle mixed in a charming- mass of stickiness
over both of them, as they closed in an affectionate embrace.

“Ha, ha, ha!” shouted Tom Merry in at the window.
“Mind the shelves, my pippins! You'll have the whole
giddy bag of tricks down in a jiffy. There, I told you so!"

Fatty, with a tremendous effort, hurled Pratt backwards.
Pratt clung to him, and they went against the shelves to-
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ther. There was a fearful crash. Botitles and jars came

wn in a shower, mostly smashing as they fell, and over
them the combatants trampled furiously,

**Cave!” shouted Tom Merry, * Look out!”

The warning came too late. Mrs, Trotter, in bonnet and
shawl, arrayed for going out, had been drawn to the nether
reg:]ons byhbhe din, and now she burst upon the scene, scarlet
with wrath.

“You dreadful boys! My jams! My pickles! My pre-
gerves! )

“Oh!” roared Faity, as the stout matron caught him a
terrible box on the ears. And “ Oh!” came from Pratt the
next moment for the same reason, A h

“My pickles and preserves! My jams!"” cried Mrs.
Trotter. ‘‘ Take that, and that, and that!”

Commeon danger made the foes make common cause. As
the stout lady blocked the way of escape, they charged her
together, and Mrs. Trotter staggered out of the way. The
two juniors raced away for the stairs. sy

The incensed lady was after them in a twinkling, & broom
in her hand. Fatty Wynn yelled as he received a crack
across the shoulders, and Pratt gasped with the shock of a
dig in the small of the back. en the head of the broom
caught in Wynn’s legs and he tumbled over.

Mrs. Trotter had hold of him in a moment.

“Rescue!” shricked Fatty, as the good lady commenced
to spank him with all the force of a muscular right arm,
and a hand slmost as large as a pancake. "Hel}», Pratt!”

o

But Pratt was flying upstairs as fast as his legs could
earry him. !
“Rescue! Don't! I won’t do it again, Mrs. Trotter!

Oh, crikey!”

Slap, slap, slap!

om Merry heard the sounds of strife and woe. He could
not come to Fatty’s help, but he thought he could cause a
diversion. He leaned in at the window as far as he could
and began to knock the jars off the shelves. Crash on crash
followed with a terrific noise; and Mrs. Trotter, hearing the
havoo among her treasures, left Fatty and hurried back
to see what was the matter, z

Fatty was off like a shot, and as soon as he caught sight
of Mrs. Trotter’s excited face, so was Tom Merry. Five
minutes later he entered Figgins's study, calin and smiling
as ever, Fatty was there, squirming and rubbing the injured

arts of himself, and smothering treacle over everything

e came in contact with, ]

“Ha, ha, ha!"” Tom Merry locked in at the door. ““Hear
me sml}l?‘! This is going to cost two or three weeks’ pocket-
money !

And then he departed. Fatty Wyno was not quite safe
at close quarters just then.

et

CHAPTER 9.

After the Feast the Reckoningl—Rivals, but Frieads.
R. KIDD, the master of the School House at St.
Jim’s, sniffed suspiciously. He had entered the
study in the new wing of the School House, which
had been assigned to Tom Merry, and which Miss Priscilla
bad insisted should be his domicile. The Head had Patmntly
acceded to Mise Faweett's wishes while the good lady was
at St. Jim’s. Hub -had no intention of altering his ar-
rangements to pleate the old soul’s whims, :
Tom Merry had been put into the New House temporarily
till his old goveriiess was gone. The Head had asked Mr.
Kidd to look avar the new building and see if there was any
ground for Miss Priscilla’s uneasiness. N

Mr. Kidd vxﬁa&toam after room, but there was nothing
wrong to be debentod nntil he came to the study that was
to be Tom Megry‘se. Then hé stopped and sniffed. He
eniffed again in & very suspicious way. There was certainly
a very strange &hd unpleasant odour in the room, one sug-
gestive of dead rats under the floor, or rotten vegetation
m_a cupboard. )

What could it be? There seemed to be nothing wrong
with the room, and that it was pot due to the drains was
certain from the fact that the smell was confined to the
one room. The housemaster noticed that it was strongest
when he stood in the centre of the room, and, a thought
striking him, he jerked up the corner of the square of
carpet. Then he sniffed again; and a smile broke over his

ace,

' A trick. T thought as much.”

He could sec the carbide of calcium whick Jack Blake had
distributed so carefully now. He let the carpet fall with a
laugh. The smell was certainly bad, for the calcium was
not of the improved kind which has only a faint smell.
It was the old shocking kind, and Mr. Kidd did not wonder
that Miss Fawcett had been alarmed. Naturally the old
lady was not a cyclist, and knew nothing about the chemical.
But Mr. Kidd koew.
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“Ha, ha! Evidently the juniors did not want Merry in
the School House. is smacks of Study No, 6. I must
speak to Kildare.”

Mr. Kidd left the room, and on his way back to his
own quarters, looked in at Kildare’s study. The captain
of St. Jim’s was there.

. ‘' Kildare, I suppose you know whether any of the juniors
in this house uses an acetylene bicycle lamp?”’ said tho
housemaster.

: “Yes," said the captain, looking surprised ; “ Blake
oes.

““Blake! I thought so.,”

And the housemaster continued his way to Study No. 6.
The docr was ajar, and the cheerful voices of the four
chums could be heard.

I saw the boundah to-day *—it was D'Arcy’s voice—** and
he weally lovked quite décent, don’t-cher-know, He had
changed his clothes,

. “Time he did,” said Blake. “'Still, we don’t want him
in the SchoolfHouse. He’s too funny a sort of fish for us.”

“Right-ho!” chimed in Herries. *The New House is
nearer his mark. He's a funny merchant, though I admit
he looks all right to-day. I saw him in the quad, But
there’s a leok in his eye that shows there would be tronble
if he came into the School House. My opinion is that he’d
want to boss.”

*“I'd like to see him doing it,” said Blake. * Things
are looking Like war already. Some of the chaps in the
Shell think they ought to take the lead in the tussles with
the New House, and think the Fourth Form ought to be
glﬁd to follow their lead. Which, of course, is all rot!”

Rather! We know the Shell is a step above the Fourth.
But, bless you, they haven’t got our brains! And how many
are {iixergdoi themz]” oy ; L

iy 1dea exactly! We're not going to take a back seat
for anybody, if I know itl So, if that's the kind of kipper
the new kid is, it'll save trouble for him to be stuck in
the New House. He—— Hallo! I didn’t see you, sir !”

. A cough had interr_upteg] Blake. Mr. Kidd was standing
in the oorway, looking into the study with a smile upoa
h:§‘ face. The four juniors jumped up uickly.

I want to speak to you, Blake,” said Mr. Kidd, as it
he had heard nothing of the discussion, though the juniors
knew he must have heard most of it, " I believe you are a
cyclist, Blake?”

“ Yes, sir,” said Blake wonderingly.

“What kind of lamp do you use?’

‘** An acetylene one, sir.”

“ Have you lost any carbide of calcium lately ¥t

Blake understood at once.

*“ No, sir,”

“ Perhaps you have mislaid some?™®

“ No, I don't think so, sir.”

_““Then, I suppose it is your usual custom to keep your cal-
cium sprinkled over the floor under the carpet in a new
boy’s study?” asked Mr. Kidd blandly.
lake coloured under the housemaster’s keen eye,

*No—yes, sir!” he gasped. *‘I—that is— >

*I have just found some there,” said Mr. Kidd. “ It con-
veyed quitc an erroneous impression to a lady who was
lookmg'over the School House, leading her to suppese thas
the samta? conditions of the building were not exactly s
they should be. Of course, when you placed your calcium
carbide in that safe and handy place, you didn’t foresee
nnythmg of that kind.”

Blake's blushes deepened under the housemaster’s banter.
Fc:r once in his life he did not quite know what to say.

‘The study is about to be occupied, as the new scholars
are coming over from Clavering School to-morrow,” went on
Mr, Kidd, still quite blandlf. “It is therefore necessary
ch? gol‘.x, to find some other place to keep your chemical in,

ake.

¢ Yes, sir,” stammered Blake.

“8o you will please remova it, Blake! Every bit, mind,
so that there is not even a smell loft behind. © Have you
noticed that it smells somewhat strongly?” £

“I—I believe I have, sir.”

“Good! I have noticed it, too. The room will probably
want scrubbing out to remove the smell, and Mrs, Clyne will
give you some”samtnry soap for the purpose.”

‘I am sorry if you do not like the task, Blake, bul you
must admit that it is due to your carelessness in selecting
such a strange place to keep your carbide of calciuny. You
won’t forget to see to that to-day, will you??

““No, sir,” said poor Blake.

the Long, Complete Tale,
Pl grd.ot.
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The chums heard him
Blake looked the

“This,” he said, lookin round, ‘‘is absolutely rotten!
Oh, my Aunt Mary Ann_Jackson! Fancy scrubbing out a
rotten study! What the dickens are you laughing at?"

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared the three.

“ Yoy silly, cackling geese—""

“Ha, ha, ha!”

«Oh, you make me tired!” said Blake erossly. ': Who's
going to help me get that beastly study cloaned out?’

“ You must really excuse me,” said Herries; “TPm afraid
1 should get housemaid’s knee.” 9

“1'd do it like & shot,” said Digby, ‘' but I’.ve promised
to play fives with D’Arcy directly after school.”

« And I'd jump to do it, weally,” said D’Arcy, “but I've
pwomised to play fives with Dig immediately aftah school,
deah boy."”

Blake grunted. :

“Iice lot of chums:you-are. for a chap to have. There’s
rothing nasty in just scrubbing a floor, It's good exercise,
really;, and-will save you the prouble of whisiiing about the
Indian clubs or punching the ball.” N i

« Right-ho! It's a good exercise, and good cxercise is
just what you want,” said Herries. * We wouldn't deprive
you of it for worlds, would we, chaps?”

“ Not for continents!” said Digby, grioning, “T've been
rather overdoing the exercise business lately, but you want
some to keep you fit, Blake. Go in and win, my boy!

“QOh, go and eat muffins!” said Blake. i 2

“t Ha, ha; ha! Suppose you ask Percy ‘Mellish; it was his
idea, yoa know.”

“ By Jupiter! So I-will!”

And immediately after afternoon school, Blake button-
holed Percy Mellish as he came out of the Fourth Form
class-room. i

“1 say, Mellish, old chap, I want to speak to you!" he
said, in an extremely hearty way. ;

“Well, there’s no law against it that I know of” said
Percy suspiciously. He was always suspicious, especially of
Jack Blaks. Blake was not usually so cordial.

“Of course not!” agreed Blake. “That was a ripping
idea of vours the other day!” 4

“ What idea?” asked Percy, he%mmng to thaw. :

“You know—about stickin%' that calcium carbide in
Merry's study, so that the old lady would shift her darling
boy into the New House.”

%&rcy grinned. -

“Yes, jolly good wheeze, wasn't it?”

“ A wiully good, old chap! Ha, ha, ha!” "

“Ha, ha, hu! Bué reaﬁy you thought of the calcium
yourself, Blake. I only suggested making out that some-
thing was wrong with the p ace,” suid Percy modestly.

“(Oh, no, T won’t have you denying yourself the credit in
{hat way, Mellish. It was your idea, from start to finish,
and a jolly, rippinF good idea it was, and no mistake !
Ha. ha, hal” giggled Blake. ¥ :

“Well, of course, it was redlly my idea,” agreed Percy.
¢ Funny, too! Ha, ha, ha!" . =

“Buf after (he feed comes the reckoning, you know.

“How's that? " said Percy uneasily. :

“YWhy, Kidlets has smelled the carbide, and he wants it

_cleaned up.”

“ Oh. he does, does he?” , x

“tYos I didn't let on to him that it was your idea—"

“ Look here, Blake, o

“OFf course I wouldn’t :

«That's all very well, Blake, but— :

“In fact,” said Blake heartily, ‘‘as soon as old Kidlets
began to talk I made up my mind that T would help you
clean up the stuff.” i 2

“Did you?” said Percy rebelliously. “Well, let me tell

ou——"

o Oh, don’t mention it! You'd do as much for me, I'm
sure. The house-dame will give us some sanitary soap and

a pail of water. Come on, old fellow !"

*1 tell you I'm not going to—"

“That's all right! Coine along!” : :
And Blake linked his arm in Mellish's, and hurried him

off, willy-nilly, to the house-dame’s room. But at the door
Percy Mellish, having waited _till Blakg had Lknocked,
twisted himself loose, and darted off like llghmn?ﬁ;

Blake turned to pursue, but the door o ned. e house-
dame smiled at the sight of Blake. Evidently she knew all
about the matter from Mr. Kidd. ’

“ Ah, you have come about the cleaning, Master Blake?”

“ Yes, ma'am,”’ sajd Blake, inwardly boiling. * Mr. Kidd

I have told

' And the housemaster left the study.
chuckle as he went down the passage.
picture of dismay.

ive you away’.’”

wants me to do it, and I don’t like to refuse.”
" “}-;{n, ha! Molly will give you the things.
er.
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““THE TERRIBLE THREE.”

next
Thursday,

Molly was smiling, too, when she handed Blaka a pail of
steaming water, & scrubbing-brush and seap, and a broom.

Blake took the pail in one hand, the soap.and broom im
the other, and let the scrubbing-brush float in the pail.
Thus accoutred, he marched off to the room.

Percy Mellish had mischievously s read the news, for ha
knew pretty. well how matters stood, and a big crowd of
juniors had collected in the passage to watch Blake come.

The chief of the School House juniors turned as red a3
fire as he saw that he was to have an audience.

“Bravo!"” exclaimed Mellish. “It will be funny to see
Bl{lkg doing some washing. He hates soap and water as &
rule.

Blakn set down his burden inside the room.

“1 suppose you like it, Mellish?" he said, as he picked
the floating brush out of the pail of steaming, hot water.

“ Yeg, rather. I—""

“TThen, take some!”

A slop of water from the brush -went over Percy Mellish,
and he jumped back.

“You beastly rotter, TI—I'l—"

Splash! A second dose cut short Mellish's threats in the
mi dl«:, and he thought it better upon the whole to beat &
retreat,

Herries, Diiby. and D'Arcy looked in at the door. Blaka
had turned back the carpet, ‘and was sweeping up the
sprinkled calcium. X

“ Getting on all right?*" asked Herries, grinning.

“Rats!" said Blake.

The chums laughed. Under ordinary circumstances they
would have taken a hand and helped Blake, but. they made
it a rule to let their leader bear the whole weight of his own
failures. The idea had been his, and he had oarried it out,
and it was fair play to lat him pay the piper. That was
one of the responsibilities of a leader.

i said Digby.

“Qlud o see you're getting on, Blake!”

“T'd help you, really, only I want it to be a lesson to you.
A giddy chicf has mo 1ight to have silly . ideas that get
people into fixes. Better luck next time!”

#Go and eat .coke!”

“ (iood-bye, deah boy!"” said D'Aecy, taking a very in-
terested survey of Blake through his eyeglass. “Join us
latah; as soon-as you can; but don’t come with any of that
beu:;]tllgj':‘hnm-w'id smell ¢bout you, deah boy. I don't like it,
weally.

“See if you can get used to it, Adolphus," said Blakey
and he liffed the broom, and jerked a ‘cloud of dust and
chemical into the face of the swell of the School House,

D’ Arcy jumped, and began to sneeze and con| violently.

“Oh, yon howwid boundah! Ow—oh—ow—o e

“Hyu “ha, ha!" giggled Herries. ‘“That’s funny! Yah,
you horrid beast!”

The broom had whisked into his own countenance, and
he began to sneeze and snort, and the joke did not seem
half so funny as before.

Blake turped towards Digby, bent upon fair play all
round; but Digby had taken warning, and was going down
the corridor at full speéd.

Herries and I’Arcy, coughing and snorting, followed him,
and Blake returned with a chuckle to hia work.

He swept up the dust, and took it out of the room, and
then rolled up his sleeves for the scrubbing. He was dusty
from head to foot, and getting tired. He had always thought
that housemaids had a pretty casy time of if, but he
changed his opinion now. :

The smell of the calcium had grown more pronounced,
owing to the disturbance of it, and though Blake had
openod the window wide, the rcom was hardly endurable.

‘The task which the housemaster had so genially imposed
npon the offender was about the best punishment he could
have devised. Blake was not likely to sprinkle carbide of
calcium about for a long time to come.

Down went Blake on his knees, and he slopped a splash of
water on the floor, and began to soap and scrub. He waa
pot used to that sort of work, natuml?y, and it was surpris-
ing how easy it was to slop water accidentally over his knees
and up his sleeves, and to get splashes of soapy foam in his

eyes.

“Qh, my Aunt Mary Ann Jackson!’ gasped Blake.
“This is simply horrid! Won't I make that howling brute
'Merﬁ' sit up for this some time!"

“Hallo!" said a voice at the door.

Blake looked up grumpily, Tom Merry, cheerful and
smiling, as usual, was looking in at him. Blake took a
tighter grip on the brush, Tom Merry locked at Blake in
gmazement for a moment or two, and then burst into a ring-

ing laugh.
g“ﬁl'njl:fg, Bluke! Didn't know you had turned houses

“Oir, get home!”
““What's the game, anyway? Don't chuck any of thak

9%~ NEXT THURSDAY.
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water at me, or I'll kick all this giddy dust into the room
agein, and give you the job over agaml]?

‘* Here, I say, don’t be a cad!”

*Right-ho! Then make it pax!”

‘“Pax it is,” snorted Blake. *Now you can clear out!”

““But what does all this mean? What makes the room
niff so of carbide? My hat!” exclaimed Tom. * Nurse
made me go into the New House because of the smells here.
Was it you playing a little game with that niffy stuff?’?

Blake grinned.

“VYeg, it was, kid!”

“ And now you've got to clean the ghastly mess up! Ha,
ha! Well, it serves you right!”

“Oh, go and cackle over in the New House!” said Blake
crossly. *‘ Anyway, it's a cheap price to pay for getting
rid of you.”

*“Ha, ha, ha!™

“You're fixed in the New House now, anyway, and the
School House is rid of you,” snorted Blake, “*so it ain’t so
bad, after all.”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“What on earth are you cackling about now?”

" Nnthmg," grinned Tom; “only I've come back.”

“What?” howled Blake,

“ I was only put in the New House temporarily. I've just
been told to come back here. I’'m a School House kid now,
old son.”

Blake sat down on the half-washed floor, and groaned.

““ Well, of all the rotten, horrid sells!”

““Hear me smile! Ha, ha, ha!”

““Oh, shut up! So you're coming into the School House.
Rolten—beastly! Hang-—blow—bah! Of you put on those
gxdrllgg' clothes I shall take you into the garden and kill

ou |

“Oh, that's all right. They're gone for ever. I've given
'em to Figgins.”

“‘ Eh—what’s that?”

Tom Merry explained. Blake chuckled .over the story of
the joke on Figgins, and he began to look upon the new-
comer with a more kindly eye.

“Well, T suppose we shall -have to put up with you in
this house,” he said. ‘' You don’t seem such, a silly cuckeo

88 you did at first, I admit; but, mind, you'll have to learn
your place, and keep it.”
“Good! TI've learned it already, and I mean to keep it.”
“What's that?”
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“ My place is leader of the School House juniors -against
the New House,” said Tom Merry innocently. ** Of course,
you goung&terﬁ will be glad to follow the lead of a chap in
the Shell.”

Blake fairly bristled all over with wrath.

“Ah, yes, I don’t suppose!” he said witheringly. *‘If
that’s your idea in coming into the School House, Merry, I
can warn you to look out for trouble.”

Tom Merry smiled blandly.

“ That’s what I thrive on,” he replied. “Anything to
malke things lively. But we needn’t start rowing each other
now. We're rivals in private, but shoulder to shoulder
against the New House. And now let me lend you a hand
with that scrubbing.”

His jacket was off and his sleeves rolled up in a moment.
Blake, who was tired, willingly took a rest while Tom
Merry slopped and scrubbed.

“Well, you're not a bad sort,” said Blake cordially. *“I
dare say we shall get on all right. And—and you're welcome
to the Schuol Fouse.”

The next day Monty Lowther and Manners, and a good
mary of the Clavering boys, arrived. Tom Merry was glad
to see his chums again, and they quickly fell into the new
state of affaire.

* Btudy No. 6 are awfully decent fellows,” Tom remarked
to Manners and Lowther; * but, of course, they've got to
follow our lead. I fancy there will be ructions.”

At the same time Blake was speaking on the same subject
in Study No. 6.

“Tom Merry is an awfully decent chap, kids.,” said
Blake; ““but, of course, these new fellows will hare to
follow our lead. I shouldn’t wonder if there were ructions,”

Tom Merry and Jack Blake were both guite right. There
were ructions—with perfect good feeling on both sides, but
distinctly ructions. Matters had always been pretty lively
among the juniors at 8t. Jim’s. The prospect was that they
would be livelier still now; but of that, with your permis-
sion, we will tell next weelk.

THE END.
(“The Terrible Three!"' is the title of next Thurs-

day's Long, Complete Tale of Tom Merry's Schcol=
days. Please order your“Gem"” Inadvance.)
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Stormpoint

stoke-hole.

Jim and Bob Pay a Visit to Rex.

“ Which shows you the doc. is practical,” observed Jim.
“I shouldn’t be surprised if he has muzzled Rex to prevent
him eating any food we send in to him. Btill, he’s a down-
right jolly old buck. I consider he treated us in the most
lenient manner.”

“Couldn’t have done better, anless he had asked us to
have cake and wine,”’ declared Boh. * But then, you can’t
expect a fellowsto ask you to have that when you've rammnied
sausages in his mouth, and smashed scalding bot pork-pies
over his noble neddle. Did you notice he never insiructed
us to tell the other fellows what had happened?”

“Yes. But you can bet they will never learn, Nob that
it’s anything against him. I wouldn’t like anyone o know
that he had been treated in an undignified manner; although
it was an accident. No. He has be%mved like a brick to us,
and we have got to behave decently to him.”

DON'T MISS

by Martin €
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“ A School Tale. By MAURICE MERRIMAN.

Rex Allingham, Jim Fisher, and Bob Bouncer are three well-known chums at
ollege. Hal Trebearn, the captain of the school, favours them;

they are bullied by Jardon and Symes, two Fifth-Formers.
borrow cookin|

t
X One day the three chums
utensils from Jardon’s study, and have a good ‘' feed " in the school
ey are surprised by the two Fifth-Formers and Parker, the school

porter, and a general fight ensnes. Dr, Andale, the Head, stops it, and bas Rex
fut into the school hospital becanseof a very bad cut on the head. Jim and Bob
ower a pork-pie and some sausa,
Uafortunately, Dr. Andale put his head out of the window and received the pie on
the head. T Ee i

ges from the roof down to Rex's open window.
chums are not punished. (Now go on with the story.)

Which showed that Dr. Andale understood the natures of
boys,. and how to appeal to their feelings; but they would
have been rathe# surprised had they known the doctor and
Mr. Salmon had bad a geood laugh at the unfortunate
incident.

For the next few days Jim and Beb were really model
boys, and now the doctor let them see how Rex was fairing.

“Tt's the funniest system you ever heard of I’ exclaimed

x, who was eating roast fowl in the little private sitting-
room. “‘They just give me whatever I ask for; in fact, they
ask me what I’ll have, and if it suits their faney, I have it.
I believe if I wore to ask for roast turkey to-morrow I weuld
get it. I say, don’t say a word about what happened. I
wouldn’t like the dos. to get laughed at for our fault,”

“'We agreed that straight away. He 1s jolly good!™ ex-
olnin’-ied Jim, “But, look here, Rex, when ar¢ you coming
out.

next
ursday,
TOM MERRY mmafad
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“I'm free of the medical man to-morrow. He is going‘ to
pay his last visit, I'm thankful to say. There’s been
nothing the matter with me, but he has made up his mind
that I've been awfully ill, and if he gets an idea into his
head, you can’t possibly drive it out, though he is a decent
old chap. First of all he nearly starves you, then he says
‘feed him up,” and they have been stuffing me just as if
I were a chicken waiting for table. Look here, custard-
pudding coming up now. You fellows had better lap that
up, for I can’t. That’s the worst of etting well. Take my
advice and don’t get a crack on the ge'nd like I did—7"

“I'm not going to, if I can help it. But when are you
going to get well?”

“I'm perfectly well now. I'm getting up to-morrow. It's
the birthday of the doctor’s daughter, and she is inviting
some of the chaps to -a spread. She has got one or two
lady friends coming as well. She wrote me a note, and I
have written back asking her to invite you two. The worst
of it is that bully Jardon is coming, so is his chum Symes;
but as the doctor and his wife will ge there, the two beauties
won't dare to upset things. I rather fancy he has invited
them to force them to make friends with me, and show
them the error of their wafrs.'

Jim and Bob were not allowed a very long interview, and
they, went away looking forward to the morrow; but when
Jardon and Symes learnt from the housekeeper that the
chums were coming, they arranged a charming little plot
between them. 5

About ten minutes before the invited time, the two bullies
went across_and waited till Porker was out of the way;
then, while Jardon kept watch, Symes slipped into the lava-
tmp', which was on the ground floor. .

5 ““It's all right, old chap. My eyes, there will be some
uni’

‘“Did you turn out the gas?"” inquired Jardon anxiously.

‘It wasn't lighted, and—ha, hal I've shoyed some soap
into the burner, so there’s no chance of it being lighted.”

“All right! Leave the rest toc me. If we don't make the
meek little villain look an idiot it’s a caution!”

When the chums entered the room, Mrs. Andale and _her
pretty little daughter Lily were there to receive them. Lily
was a year younger than the chums, but she reccived them
as though she were two years older, while Rex spoke to her
as though he were her elderly uncle. This annoyed her
rather, and she became particularly friendly with Jardon
gud S_\]'imes, glancing at Rex from time to time to see how

2 took it.

The guests soon arrived, then they all went in to supper,
All went well until Rex used his serviette, and then he got
a black smudge on his face. No one appeared to notice
it at first, but before they had Eot far through the supper,
Rex’s face got into an extraordinary state of smudginess,
and it made Lily smile.

“I say, Rex,"” growled Bob, across the table. “ Have you

by Martin C

been sweeping chimneys?”
“Can’t say I have.
Why Lo

T thought you had, by
the look o? your face; and <

the Tons, Sompiete. Tl TOM MERRY Thiuraday,

“Go and wash it off, old chap!” growled Bob. * You

look like a piebald white rat.”
. “I fail to see how a white rat could be pisbald, Bouncer,”
observed the doctor,

‘No, sir! Burprising things do occur. You would never
have thought Rex would get into that state of smudge.
Now, if it had been me; well, I ain’t so particular with my
personal appearance as fRex."

““No; and I fear you are not quite so grammatical, Just
wash your face, Rex,”

Rex went into the lavatory and turned on the hot water
tap. He needed no light because he knew the place well,
and he could feel where the soap was. Having given his
face a scrub that he felt confident must have removed the
black smudges, he went into the hall, and Porker, who was
bringing in some glasses, nearly dropped them, ¢ he
burst into roars of laughter. Rex, considersbly surprised,
entered the rcom, then a shout of laughter ﬁurat forth,
Rex’s face was as black as midnight. He had besn washing
it in a bottle of ink, with a little warm water mixed with it.
He had merely turned on the hot water, and when he found
it c{:d not run away, had commenced his ablutions in the

dark.

:‘I.u there anything wrong?” he inquired calmly.

“Wrong!"” roared Bob. -He felt sorry for his chum, but
he was in such an awful state, that it was impossible to help
laughing at him. *““Just look at your dial. in the glass.
Ha, ha, ha!”

Rex did so, and would not have known himself, tha} ink
made him look so extraordinary. He had looked funny with
the black smudges, but now that he was black all over, ha
looked funnier still. Most boys would have rushed from tha
room, or have flown into a state of fury. Rex did neither.

“ Look at that, now I"” he exclaimed.

“Ha, ha, ha! It’s worth looking at!” roared Jardon, who
laughed with the rest now.

“1 think it is a shame!” declared Lily. “Father, you
won’t allow tricks like that?”

“ Certainly not, my dear! Come Rex, sit down and finish
your supper!”

" Well, sir,” exclaimed Rez, “I would have liked to get
this off, but I rather think it is ink, and if that's the case
it isn't likely to come off for a day or so!”

* Please don’t go, Rex!” exclaimed Lily. *“It's a shamsl
I think boys are horrid. They are always playing tricks.
Come and sit this side, and then you won’t get any blacker.”

“ Well ’" exclaimed Rex, atilfvgasing at himseli in the

lnss‘.” “I really don’t think I could get blacker about tha
ace!

“ Jardon will change places with you.”

“But I don’t want to get black, Miss Andale,” said
Jardon,

““ No one will play such a trick on you,” said Lily. “ May
Rex sit here, mother?” ;

“Certainly; my dear. It is your party, and I am only
sorry at what has happened.”

“It doesn't matier,’ said Bob. ‘“‘Rex won’t mind. 1
don’t suppose he likes it, but you can't upset him. You don’t
look pale now, old chap. he ink has given you a better
colour than the doctor could bring to your face. It's lucky
you haven't got very curly
hair.”

Dr. Andale had left tha

ou look as if you had
ieen sweeping them with
your head.” .
Rex rose and looked in

room to investigate
matters, and he soon re-
turned with a very good
idea of what had occurred.
Jardon looked rather un-

the glass. 2 comfortable, especially
“I1 wonder how I did when Bob referred to
that, now?"' he exclaimed WHO TO WRITE TO: The Editor, l Rex's injury. The fact i3,
“M'yes! Seems to be on <5 \ A #GEM ” Library, 2, Carmelite House, Bob made a pretty shrewd
my serviette.” / i Carmelite Street, London, who will be guess as towho had played
“You twill‘ ﬁ?}n]i &lgme X i Plensed to hear from you. the fri}c;k, and moﬁ'e than
warm water in the lava- ~ once he saw the two
tory, my lad,” said the ies exchan,
dnon, Suibes, althoceh “THE TERRIBLE THREE!" Th v gt
he had no idea it was a As | said Inst weeok the tales of the popular away with the guests with
joke. “Lily, my dear! TOM MERRY perfect calmness; while
Lily was laughing, but Bob would keep referring

Jardon, who sat next to

have met with such tremendous success thatl have

to Rex's accident, as ha

her_,l dne\'erA so much ﬁ < rosolved torun a series of them g:c!llcd it, Er}ld escih tinré‘e h:
smiled. nyone - wou : so, Lily glanced a
have thought he was con- EVERY WEEK ! Jardon, whose fg;ce flushed

cerned for Rex, and the
doctor was rather pleased
to see it.

“Thanks, if you will
excuse _me, sir, Fimn
where I could have got it
from, too!”

on the next & pago.

As Tom says, “How do you like 'em done ?”
Picase drop me a postcard criticiem, and also deo
me the favour of complying with my modest request <

. with shame.

(To be continued In
next Thursday's “Gem,"
Please order it In

THE EDITOR.
ie advance.)
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