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THE SCHOOL-HOUSE INVENTOR'S NEW
MOTOR CYCLE LEADS TO A CHAIN OF
ACCIDENTS! :
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A Splendid, Extra Long, Complete Schoo! Tafe of Tom Merry & Co.

By MA

CHAPTER 1.
A Discussion.
INNER was just over at 8t, Jim's.

Tom Merry & Co,, or the Terrible Three, ns Tom
Merry, Manners and Lowther of the Shell were
ualml]y callad, walked out of the Bchool House into
the Close to join Blake, Herries, Dighy and DIArcy, of the

Fourth Form, commonly known as Blake & Co.

The faces of all the chums wore expressions of gloomy
discontent, for their favourite and invariable reereation on
o half-holiday, cricket, had been expressly forbidden to-day
by Kildare, the school cricket cnptain, owing to the sodden
state of the cricket grounds caused by the heavy rain of the
past few days, g

“Well, this is rotton!" Blake was growling. “Quite a
fino afternoon, a half-holiday, and no ericket! Blassed if T
know what there is for a chap to do. I think Kildare might
have let us play on the lower field, at any rate, though the
ground certainly is a bit sloppy.” : 2

1 should have wefused to play owicket fo-day, in any
cnse, Blake,” remarked Arthur Augustus D'Arey, the swell
of St. Jim’s. “My white boots would be certain to get
mudday. Then there ia tha wisk of a fall in the beastly
minh, you know, deah boy "

RTIN
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“0Oh, rats to you, dummy ! said Blake rudsly,

“ Wenlly, Blake—" & ¥

‘“More rats!"

“T must ask wyou, Blake, to withdwaw that extwemely
oppwobwions  expwession hunmdintui}v,” said  Arthur
Augustus, with dendly coldness, rozarding Blake, who ap-
pearod -quite unmoved, with o fixed stare through his
monocle. * Othahwise; I shall pwoceed to givo you n fonhful
thwashing !"

* Now, Gussy, don't be so quarrelsome,” interposed
Herrvies. ‘I never know such n chap for quarrelling as
you are. Always wanting a fight, and trying to bully poor,
hnvmless chaps, It's an exbroordinary” thing,” went on
Herries 1.lmu$ht-fully. apparently addressing the Closo in
E)onwul.' “* It's an extraordinary ['hin? how fond that e¢hap

"Aroy is of fighting, Ie deals out fearful thrashings like
—like peppermmt-drops !”

“ Wenlly, Hewwies—"

Y Ta, ha, ha!”

‘1 pwotest—"

*“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Nover mind, Gussy, we'll overlook 'it this time,"” said
Blake magnanimously. * Buf you must promise uot to let
it ocour agnin.'

A DOUBLE-LENGTH TALE OF TOM MERRY NEXT THURSDAY.

No. Bl‘ (New Serlos).
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“Weally, Blake——"

* Hallo, you Shellfish1” went on Blake, as the chums of
the Shell came up. ' What do you want? If itla a thick
oar or two, we're always ready to oblige.”

** Heoar, hear I said Bighy.

““Pogee, my children I said Tom Merry, " Let's have a
confab, The t;uest-ion is, now cricket's off, what shall we do
this afterndon? Shall we go for a run round the woods "

“Too worm,” said Herries promptly.

e \Y'e]], n walk vin Rylcombe and Uncle Clegg's tuckshop,

“Too dull,” said Ilerries.

Tom' Merry looked at Ilerries expressively.

“ Look here Herries,” he suid, * perhaps you'll suggest
something yourself instoad of playing the piddy wet:
Llanlket.” ;

“Well, let's have a %nnm with my bulldog, Towser,” suid
Terries, with the air of one propounding a brilliant scheme.
*“One of us might hide smnew‘*.cre—we might put Towser
pcrlx hgs trail und track him down. JIlow's that for o ripping
idea 7"’

“Rotten ! said Tom Morry.

" Pifling 1" said Lowther,

“ Idiotic!"” said Manners. ]

_ “Look here—'" began Herries \\'rsl:hful]ty.

“My dear ass,” said Blake. “To start with, Towser
sowldn’t track down a red herving, much less one of us;
and, anyway, wlo do you think waniz to ba tracked down
by a fearful brute like that? Why, he'd cat you if by
any chance he happened to ran against you,™ .

“Ha, ha, hal” .

“My dog Toweer iz a ripping du;{, and & splendid
tracker,” snid Herries obstinately. “ And 1 think it's a
splendid wheeze o let him track one of us down. IHe'd do
it like one of Major Richardson’s bloodhounds.”

“Ha, ha, ha'!"”

* Weally, Hewwies, I should stwongly object to par-
tigipatin® in eny such game as yvou suggest,' said Arthur
Augustus, surveying Herrics with disapproval through his
monoele. ‘1 wegard Towsah ns o savage beast, with even
less wespeet for a fellah’s twonsahs than my young bwothor
Wally's mongwel Pongo!”

“Woll, that's because you will look at him," growled
Herries. " Towser doesn't like being looked at. It always
miakes him savage,"

“TTa, ha, ha!”

“0Oh, shut up, you cnck]il% fathends!” said THerries
crossly. “T'm going to feed Towser now, anyway. You
oan think of something to do for yourselves, if yon cackle at
a_chap’s ripping suggestions,” and Herries walked off il
high udgecn leaving the chums still cackling.

" YWell,™ un{d Tom Merry, gri:minF, ‘as Horries refuses
to'give us any more help with his valuable suggestions——"

“Ha, hos hal” ;

“T suppose wa must do the best we can without them.
Hallo! Where are yow chaps going?” he broke off, as
throe juniors hurried past.

They were Bernard Glyn, Olifton Dane, and Harry Noble,
the Australion chum; and the three togather formed the
latest Co. ot St Jim's, Cornstalk & Co.

Tho three were study-mates in the new study at the end
of the Shell passage, and ulthough they were all com-
parntively new boys at St Jim’s, they had already proved
themselyes to be a force to be reckoned with among the
School House juniors. = :

Cornstalk & Co. hurried on their way withont taking heed
of Tom Merry's question, or, indeed, appearing to notice
the group of juniors at all. - :

Tom Merey glared ‘after their retreating forms as they
dirappeared in the direction of the school gates.

“ T wonder what those cheeky rotters ars up t0?'’ he re-
marked. ‘I bet they’ve got some wheeze up their sleeve.”

And they had, too! SEamy ¥

“ Now, deah f:oys, pewhaps you will listen to my ideah of
{he best way of spendin’ this affalinoon,” said Arthur
Augustus I rcgl;. “If Tom Mewwy will kindly leave oix
glawin’ aftah those Cornstalle wottahs, nnd altend to m
wemarks, I have a sugfest:or; to make which I wathali thin
will be clinwnctahwised as wippin’.” ;

“Don't trouble to make it, thaugh, Gussy,” snid Lowthor.
 We'll characterise it as *wippin’ without henring it, and
then we can on with something sensible.”

“ Weally, wthah, if you intend that wemark as dis-
pn_wn{;ih’—" ; 2 ; " ;
“0h, I didn’t intend it as disparaging, Gussy!" said

“(ood grocions me, no! Whateyer

1"

Lowther solemnly.
could haye made you think that
“ Ha, ha, hal”
“ Weally, Lowthah—" i ;
“ Oh, let him gob it out, Monty !” gaid Blake, with an air
of resignation, *“It'll soon be gver!"
“ Weally, Blake, undah the cireumstances I shall wefuso
Tae Gex Lisnany.—No. 81,
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to make my suggestion ab alll” snid Arthur Augustus, in o
tone of great indignotion. *‘You have tweated mo wit
gwont diswespect and wuodeness, and I shall withdraw fwom
your pwesenes "

“What, and ruin the afterncon for all of us?” exelnimed
Tom Merry in o tone of pained surprise. “ Leave us to
wander sunk in desporidency sbout a Close that no longer
has any attractions for us, witlhout youn company [

¢ Well, Tom Meywwy, il you put it like that—""

“1 do, Gussy, I do,” snid Tom, with intense solemmity.

“Well, then, deah {soyn. what do you say to us nll getting
our oycles, and havin' some pwactice on the fwack? It is
quite dwy there, while on the woads it is feahifully mudday.

Fo could get Figgins & Co., of the New House, to come, too
and we could get up Iouse waces and things. I gmult{
pass the affahnoon plessantly and keep us in twainin' at
the snme time,'

“Good I

“Good old Gussy!”

““Bravo, Beau Brummell 1

“Why, Blake, Gussy has his uses after all, then?” said
Manners, with an air of grent surprise. “I always
wondered what you kept him in the study for.”

“Wenlly, Mannohs—"" :

“(Come along, my. children,” broke in Tom Merry. 1
presamo that the proposal of spending the afterncon on the
cyele-track is adopted.”

" Rlltllﬂl' !’?

“Then let's get in and change, then. T' just run over
to the New HMousa and tell FFiggy. Ilallo, here are those
bountlers baek agnin !™ e 3

Glyn, Dane, and Noble were sauntering towards the group
from the direction of the gates witli an air of exaggernted
cnrolossness  which ol once arvoused tlie suspicions of the
School Ilouse chums thint o *“ wheeze " of some kind was on,

“ Hallo, you beggars, what have you been up fo?” in-
quired Bloke, when Cornstalk & Co. were within hailing
tiintanne. “\What do you monn by dashing pnst when e
velled fo you, ¢h? You seemed to be in o precious hurry
about something.

Turry? Were we in n hurry, Glyn?" said Harry
Noble, turning to Bernard Glyn inquiringly. :

“Weare we, Danef” inguired Gllyn, turning to Clifton
Dane, the hali-Indian lad from Canada.

ST don’t remember, quite. I'll think about it and let you
know later,” answered Dane. ‘' Ow!" he added, as Blako
grabbed him by the collar. ** Leggo, there I

“Well, what's the little gome, then?” said Blaoke
threateningly, releasing the Liverpool lad's collar.

“Little game?’ asked Glyn innocently, .

“Little game,” echoed Duane. .

. “Little game, did you say, Blake?" inquired Noble, with
the nir of one desiring important information.

“Oh, rats!” growled Blake, looking for a moment very
nlmch linolmed to go for tha bland trio. “Come on, you
ohaps >

“What are you fellows going to do?" asked Noble
blandly, * Mayn't we come?’ he added as the group of
juniors turned grinning towards the School House entrance;
Tom Merry alone sprinting off to the New House across
the Close. - - 2

“Wo're goin’ to spend the'aftahnoon on the eyele twack,*
snid D'Arey. ** We can have House and Form waces; you
know, deah boys: Are you comin’ 1"

“Why, yes;” said Noble, exchanging glances with his
study-mates. “ We'll come if we may, won't we chaps?”

And the “ chaps " answerod heartily

‘* Rather [*'.

]

CHAPTER 2.
Cornstalk & Co. v. Figgins & Co,

QUARTER of an hour Inter, as fine a collection of
athlatic juniors as could be found in any school in
Tngland had assembled, with their machines, at

the fine concreto eycle-track at 86 Jim’s,

Higging und Kerr, of the Now House, looking very sthletic
and fit in their shorts and jerscys, wheeled up on their
tandem, nearly rupning down tho group of School Housa
juniors who were collected on the turf in the middlo of tho

track.

“ Hi, therel”

¢ Yook out, yon asses !

“ Stondy, duffers!” : }
Figging and Kerr jumped off their machine.

< gnrry, you chaps!” said Iiggins airily. “But you
]sjmuld et out of the way, you know. Accidents will
appen.

is .explanation was received with glarcs by the School

Touse juniors. Any more violeni mensures, however, that
might have been résorted to were forgotton in the interest

B
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the glittering machine with interest.

} “ Bal Jove, deah boy, I think I mnust get a motah-cyele, you Know," said Arthur Au{;ustus D'Arcy, examining

created by the arrival of Harry Noble and Clifton Dans,
also pedalling o smart tondein,

“Flallo, there, where's Glyn?” sang out Blake, ss_ the
Austenlian and the Canadian sprang to the ground. *‘Isn't
he coming " ;

“0Oh, yos, he's coming right enough 1 answered Noble.

And Clifton Dane lnughed.

“ Naw, deah boys,” said D'Arcy, “who will aceept my
challonge to & wace twice wound the twack? T am willin'
to concedo half a lap starl to anyone who, thinks himsolf
good onough to wace with me."

And 1'Arcy, looking o picture of elegance in his noat
cycling clothes, wheeleil his magnificant machine on to the
tinok in rendiness to stavt, in tho event of anyono boing so
hold as to aceept his challonge.

1)*Arey et no limit to his powers as a oyclist; and in the
mattor of machines he bad the sdvantago of overy junior
thero. Bub whether he could afford to concede half a lap
start to anyone remained to be proved,

“You had botter get Fatty Wynn to take you on”
romarked Blake. “ He's about your mark, Gussy.”

Patty Wynn waos the Welsh partner in Figginsg & Co., of
the New ITouso, and was more famous for his gastronomio
fents than for ability to ride oycle-rnces.

: NEXT
THURSDAY :

“TOM MERRY'S TRUST.”

S Wenlly, Blaks, I should wefuse to wace with Fattay,"
roturned D'Arcy, favouring Blake with a withoring sfare.
I should wegard Fattay Wynn as a foeman unworthy of
my sleel, you know."

“T rather think Fatty Wynn would * wefuse’ to race with
you just now, too,"” lnughod Figgins. ** When I asked him
if he was going to bring his machine out, after Tom hore
had asked us lo come, he remarked that he had not haod
much dinner, though he had esten onough for a regimant
of soldiers, ond that, ‘anyway, he always got extra hungry
this Soptember weather, mn& thought he would run along
to thoe tuckshop and have a snagk?™

“Hay, ha, hal"

“(Good ofd Fatty I" grinned Tom Merry. “Trust Lim to
be ‘extra hungry’ always, whatever the weather.”

“Ha, ha, hal"

“1 notice that no one has talen up my challenge,” re-
marked Arthur Augustus; “though that is, of course, hardly
surpwisin’, L suppose. Still—"

““Ha, ha, hal”

““Woally, deah boys, I fail to pereeive any cnuse for
mewwiment in that wemark,” said the swell of 8t. Jim's,
in surprise. - “ I do not undahstand what you want to cackle
liko a lot of beastly geese for at nothin'."”

No. Bl.
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“Hun, ha! Why, Gussy, you ass, a blind duck with only
one leg on a bone-shaker could give you fifty yards in a
hundred on your fifteen-guinen racer, and then bont you 1"
roarcd IMigging, slapping Arthur Augustus boistarously on
the bnek., .

* Dw, Iiggins, ﬁou long-legged wottah, don’t be such o
wuff Least, Yon have put me in quite o fluttah 1™

YOh, rats! Stand out of the way, Gussy, there’s a good
dummy. The first itemn on the programme is a roce betwoon
the Cornstalk and Dane on their tandem, and Kerr and i
on ours.”

L (:Uol] 1))

*On the ball 17

And the juniors eleared the track for the struggle between
the two tendem teams, who wern old rivals.

Tom Morry actod as starter.

: Now, then, get level here, you two tandems!” he said.
‘“Blake, you get ready to shove Figgy off, and, Monty, you
start Noble,”

Al right I grunted Blake,
fish, Not so many

‘“Are you ready ¥’

“ Rather I

f“Are you steady? (ol

At the word “Go!” Blake and Lowther frantically started
to run along _pushmi; the tandems, o cnable them to get
undor way quickly., Blake pushed so encrgetically and long
that his feet slipped from under him, and he held on
desperately to the bnok saddle of I!‘lfgmh'» tandem, and
wna'dr‘n%ged struggling along the track.

“Ha;, ba, ha!? %

“Let go, you ass!” shrieked Figgins and Kerr, wobhling
furiously, and nearly coming to a standstill. “ Leave g0,
you shrwkmﬁ dummy 1"

“Ha, ha!” roared the juniora.
winning casily 1

Blake gave a last [rantic struggle to regain his feef, and,
failing, fct go of the saddle of the tandem, and fell in a
heap on the traclk.

“i1a, ha, ha |

“Well done, Blake !

“ Well started, sir, indeed1”

Figgina and Kerr gove a last desperate wabble, coming
right off the track on to tho grass, and then, regaining thair
balance, shot off after Noble and Dane, who, unawara of
their rival's mishap, were pedalling along &t a spanking

ac? by this time, and had gained a useful hundred yarde
ead.

Monty Lowther, who was coming back nlonz the track,
red nnd porspiring from his excrtions, stared at Bluke, who
was silting up in the middle of the track, looking dazed, in
nstonishment. A

“Resting n bit, Blake?” he asked })lonsant]y.. “Th 18 o
bit warm, i=n’t 7 But I should get off the track if T were
you. They'll be round again presantly.”

- Blake gﬁxregl, first at the bland Lowthey, and then at tho
chuckling juniors,
on asses | he growled. “My foot slipped.”

“Ha, ha, hal” . z

“My foot slipped, and—"

* ¥es, old chap, we saw it,”’ said Tom Merry,

“*Wo noticed =ome slipping going on.”

' Ha, ha, hal”

Blake grunted, and picked himself up off the track, and
the rmmnE_ th‘mmru transferred their attantion to the two
tandems, which were now rapidly coming round,

The Cornstalks were still 4 long way ahead, but Figging
and Kerr yere working like Trojans to catch them up, and
looked as if they might do it, teo.

There wns a roar as the tandems swept past.

“Go it, Noble !

“Buck np, Figey !

‘“Stick fo it, New House!”

! Hooray for the School House !

The tandems whirled past, and the juniors followed them
with eager eyos. -

The race wis over two laps, dnd tha teams were both
putting all they knew into it now, on fhe last lap.

Ixoilement: grow fo fever-heat when it was seon that
Tiggins was slowly but surely creeping up to' the leadors,

: “Get on with it, you Shell-
giddy orders, pleasel”

o it, Figgy! You're

Slowly, slowly the two Now ouse juniors, pedalling as if

their lives depended upon it, decrensed thio distance botwoen
them and their rivals.

“Go it, Figgy ! DBuck up, New House !"

The words eame in a terrific yell from the side of the
traok, and all eves wera furned on & fat figure which was
runping frantically towards the finishing post.
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g CHAPTER 3, ;
A Good Race. ?

T was Fatty Wynnl The Welsh partner in Figgine &

Uo., on his way from the tuckshop laden with eatables—

' inside and out—had noticed the race, and had taken

in the situation at a glance. He saw fhat Piggins and Kere

were making a great race of ib, und came running up,

waving & bag of tarts over his head in his excitement, to
encourago his study-mates in thoir uphill task.

Falty Wynn dashed up to the qup of juniors at the
winning-past, gasping and puffin, like & grampus.

“Goit!" be ycﬁ!m . “Pedal, Figgy ! Buck up, Korr}”

The New Flouge tandem was very close to the School
Honra toam now, but the winning-post was very near.

Could Figgine do it, or had the Cornstalks still & bit up
thoir sleoves? :

here was a tonse silence as Iigging and Korr, straining
oVOry nerve, erc]pt up to within two tandem’s lengths of the
Cornstallis. -~ Then a roar went up: ns Nobie and Dane,
putting on a desperate spurt, punsodpilm post, still ahead.

““Noble and Dane—two longths ! was the verdict of Tom
Merry, who aoted as judge as well as starter.

There was a roar of cheering from ihe juniors. Tt had
been a great race and an exciting one, and both toams hud
cyolad splendidly

The Cornstalks had made the miost of their lead, and the
Now Housa pair had made n splondid though unavailing
effort to pull off the race. 10 juniors were pleased and
excited at having witnessed such o grout contest, and they
cheered both teams to the echo.

* Brayo 1"

“Ripping race |

“ Hurealy 1

Tatty Wynn especinlly was beside himeali with exeitement,
As the toams dashed over the ﬁnishinﬁ line, Fatty Wynn
yelled and waoved his arms, with the bog of tarts in one
ha(nd, !'r'anuc'ally above his head.

arack !

There wae a tearing sound, and the paper bag of tavis
burst in the air. Taity had forgotten the nature of the
imrcﬂl he was holding in his exeitement, and the paper hod
wrst under the strain of being waved about so wildly.

“Ow! Oh-h!”

“Bererr ! Teh!”?

 Ha; ha, haol"

A shower of jam-tarts of the most sticky kind descended
upon the heads of the tandem teams as they dashod over
the fmishing line. = Tarts raincd upon the riders' heads,
upon the traek, and vpon the surrounding juniors. The
sky positively hailed tarts,

“ My taris]”

“¥ou fat rottor!”

“ Careless porpoige 1”

Y“Oh, my tarts—my nice tarls! Now, they were, with
raspbercy jam in, tool”’ wailed Fatty Wynn. ** Now they've .
all spoiled. My tarts!”

“ Blow your tarts, you fat porpeise!” roared the juniars
i unison.

“Clear that mess of tarts off the track, Fatty, you gor-
mandiser, and shut up ! said Tom Merry. “ We want to
get on with the washing!” -

With many growls the juniors proceeded o serape then-
welves and each otlier as clean as possible from the sticky
tarts, while Fatty Wynn, with many lamentations, clearod
the track of the mossy comestibles, gathering the ones in
the best state of presorvation carcfully into the remains of
the bag for future consumption.

The tandem toams, breathless wilh their exertions, eame
walking their machines back along the frack. They wera
roceivod with pats on the back and handshakes, They, too,
had n few tarts adhermghto them, and these were cavofully
picked off for them Ly the atfentive juniors.

" Phew ! That was a fussle, Figgins!" remarked Harry
Noble, 'm[pmg the perspiration from his streaming face.
“1 was almost afrexd ab onme time that you were going to
cateh us up.” 5 =y

“Bo we did—nearly," replied Iiggins cheerfully, *‘Tf
that nss Blake hadn’t made a mess of our start, we should
have had a walk-over 1 1

“Hate] We had enough up our sleeves to do you in, any-
woy ! We didn’t want to win by too much eh, Damne "

“ That's right,”” said Dane readily. * We didn’t want to
dizcourage you New House kids too much, you know !"

** Why, you cheeky young ratters—"" begnn Piggins:

* Now, then,” interrupted Tom Merry Inughing, “don't
start sceapping, you chaps. It was a ripping race. If
Blake hadn’t started you with unnceessary vigour,
Flgg}“——‘”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” : .

* Look here,” shouted Blake. My foot slipped, you ass,
AR -
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“TTa, hao, ha!”

S1f Blake hadn't fallon aover himself in starting you,
Flgg}'," wenb on Tom Merry, disregarding Blake's protests,
‘you might have won. As it was, though, Noble and Dane
won, and handsomely, too. You'd better make & match of
it some other time again.” 2

“Right-ho! We will?" said both tandemn teams in chorus,

“Good! Now, next man in—I moean, let’s get on with the
washing, chaps,”

“TIf anyone would eare to take up my challenge now, Tom
Mewwy, I shall be Plunsed to wenew it,"" said the swall of St
Jim’s gracefully. * Half a lap start in o wace of two laps.
Suahly someone i sportin' enough to take me on. I am
afwaid it would exhaust me too much to concede more than
half o lap to my opponent."”

‘““Ha, ha! Ring off, Gussy, you ass!’

“ I wefuse to be nddwessed as an ass!”

“Dummy, then!"

*“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“ Hallo, what's that you were saying, D'Arcy?” said a
voige, interrupfing: ‘Do you want to make o match with
someone? Because I'll take you on.*

The voica belonged to Bernard Glyn, who had just
snuntered up to the cycledrack. He was in knickers and
Norfolk jacket, bul had no bicyele with him.

“Yaas, wathah! I'm willin' to concedo two laps in o
waoa of half a lap—I mean half a lnp in o wace of two laps,
denh boy, if you feal capable of takin’ me on.'”

. “Ha, ha! I mean, very woll, Gussy!” said Glyn, chook-
ing himself, “I'll try and give you a good race, just for
the fun of the thing.”

“Good! With Gu
perhaps make a goo
“ 8till, T hae ma doots!"

“ AR said Glyn, shaking his heud with equal gravity.
“Well, D'Arcy,” he added, “what are the stakes? I pre-
sume, 1 o mateh of such importance, we wust put up a good
stake 1"

“Wanlly, Glyn,” said I¥Arcy, n liktle taken dbnck, while
the juniors chueckled. They thought they saw Glyn's littlo
E—]m?,:r;e now. ““I could not consent to wace for monny, deah

oy |

*“Well, race for a feed, then—I mean race for the honour
of not standing a feed. Thal 15, let the loser stand a feed to
all present.”

“Good!" chorussed the juniors hearfily. They could see
themselves benefiting considerably, whichever way the race
wenf., Not that they had much doubt of tho result, any-
way.

“Now, Gussy, that's what I ocall a sporting offer,” said
Tom Merry gruvely. “1I think it's up to you to tuke it on,
OI course, if you're afraid of having to stand the feed—"

“Wats. 1 pwesumo ﬁou do not ntend fo acouse me of
bein’ unsportin’, Tom Mewwy ! Of course 1 will agwee to
vour pwoposal, Glyn. DBut where is your maghine, denh

T

giving you half a lap, you might,
race for it!" said Kerr gravely.

* My father has just sent me a new maching” explainad
Glyn.  “Tt has only just.come, and Toaggles is just finishing
unpnck:qg_ it in his lodge. I suppose you have no objection
to my riding & brand-new bicycle, Gussy? 1t looks a fast
miichino.’ .

“Qortainly not, dear boy!” said Arthur Augustus
promptly, glancing at his own splendid racer. “You can
wide onythin' on two whaels, I wathah think my own
wacah will take & lot of beatin'.”

Clyn chuckled. He looked across at Noble and Dane, and
they chuckled, too. I

It was plain to everyone but D’Arcy that the Liverpool
Ind had some wheeze on. :

“ Right-ho, then ! said Glyn, T won't be a minute. Tl
just go nnd fotch my jigger.'”

And, favouring the company with a ;{rin and a wink, the
Liverpoo! lad van off to the porter's lodge.

The juniors waited with grins of expectation. Glyn was
the son of a millionaire Liverpool shipowner, who had
regently taken s house in the |1m?hbou;hood of St. Jim’s,
and he was allowed money enough to indulge most of his
fangies. IMe was porpotunlly “ messing a out,” as  the
juniows termed ib, with mechanioal and electrical devices,
and the odours he produced wiih his chemioal experiments
had been the subject of nuinerous complainty from his un-
fortunate neighbours and study-mates m the School House.
He was a born engineer, and nover happy except when in-
venting or handling some apparatus or machinery. The
juniors of 8t. Jim'a had been provided by Glyn with a
variety of surprises since ho had come to 8t. Jim's, and never
know what might happen next when dealing with him. Tt
was extremely unsafe to meddle with anything in his study,
however harmless its extorior might look, us 1t was certain
to either fold up, give the visitor an electric shock, or
explode. g

onsequently, the gronp of juuiors on the cycle track
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waited with every expectation of seeing something atartling.

Nor were they disappointed. p

But the St. Jim's juniors, though thoy were looking out
for surprises, were not quite prepared for the surprise Glyn
aatually gave them.

Pop—pop—pop—pop |

The jumors looked at one another. i 1

From the direction of Taggles' lodge, into which Glyn
hiad disappeared, come the muiled sound,

Pop—pop—pop! Bang! Pop—pop!

The juniore stared over towards the porter's lodge.

There was nothing to be seen, and the popping ceased
suddenly. 3

After'a moment’s silence fhers was a yell.

“Here he is!" ;

Glyn was seen to emerge from the little yard attached to
Taggles' lodge, pushing a bicycle. There was a glittor of
bright nickel and enamel, as might be expected from n new
machine,

The juniors looked a little disappointed. They had ex-

goted they kuew not what, and as far as could be judged
rom that distance, thers was nothing very extraordinaty
about Glyn's maclkine.

The next instant there was n general gasp. .

Once clear of the ladge, Glyn was seen to give o little run,
pushing the mnchine along, and then, lénping into the
saddle by way of the pedal, give a few vigorous atrokes of
the padals : S s

Immediately the peculiny neise recommenced, this time
mora sharply and louder.

Pop— 01:—~I]>o;:—[:oi)—1mp! 5

My hat!” velled Blake. “It's a motor-bicyele [

“ Poor old Gussy! Iln, ha, ha!"”

. ““Ha, ha, ha!” ;

“(Good gwacious me, so it is!" gasped the swell of St
Jim's. “It's a motah-bicyelo!"

My hat !

* Girent Beotb !

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

The juniors sumply yelled,

The “iden of 1Arcy conceding, for a wager, half a lap’s
start in two laps, to a motor-cyclist on a brand-new machine,
saemed to them decidedly comie.

CHAVPTER &,
D'Arcy Does Not Win.
~1 LYN rode up to the shouting group with a grin on his
pleasant [ace, and jumped off his machine with
almost monkeylike aﬁllity. 2

“Well, ulmps," he grinned, ‘“what do you think of my
new bieyelo?'

*“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Good old Liverpool I 4 .

The juniors gathered round the Lw_arl.'mnl lad ond bis
machine with great interest, Every healthy boy hus an in-
born: loye ‘for things mechanionl, and Glyn’s splendid new
motqge-cyele would ﬁ:u\:e attracted the aftention of anyone,
whether mechanicnlly inclined or not.

It was a really magnificent mochine, of the best make,
and the juniors examined 1t with curiosity and interest, not
unmingled with envy. = e

“Jove, Glyn, vou were lucky in your choice of
governors |'" oxclaimed Jaok Blake. ‘I wish mine would
send me a motor-hike or two !

“Vos it corbainly was ripping of the goy., to send me
this, I am awfully keen on inotors, and drive tho patar's
in the holidays somefimoes. Dut it will be ripping to drive
ty own mofor now ' '

“ Rather ! y

“Pai Jove, deah boy, I think I must get a _motah-
bicyele, you know,” said Arthur Augustus, examining the
glittoring muchine with intercst, through his monogle, *1
nevah thought of that befouh. I would just like a few
pwactice spins on yours first, howeyah, to see how I like the
s(f?saiion. You would have no objection to that, I suppose,
xlyn "

‘Rather not—I don’t think 1" chuckled Glyn.

< Weally, Glyn, I suppose you do not wank me to get o
motah-bicyele of my own befonh I know whethah T like the
sensation, or mnob!" said Arthur Augustus, turning his
monogle “upon Glyn, ““Besides, I should want some
pwactice, If I_iat' a new machine withont having had any
pwactice, I might fall ovah or somethin' and dumage if,
you see.” L

8o you want to borrow my now mpt'urlcyolq to practise
on, in cese you might spoil yours#” said Glyn, in monsurcd
tones.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Y Cartainly, deah boy.'

“You—you tailor’s” dummy! Wou fearful
What about spoiling my bike ?"” roared Glyn iudigﬁaulé,\l'.
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“Weally, deah boy, I nevah thought of that!?

“You—you shricking lunatic! Let me catch yon ridin
my motor-bike; that’s all! I'd bung you in the oye wit
a sparking plug!” ;

‘“Ha, ha, hn‘i” .

“Weally, Glyn—"

Oh, rats! Now, how about that match?
gama?”’

“T suppose vou do not expect a D'Arey to go back on
his word " said the swell of 8t. Jim's, glaring at the
grinming juniors. ' Of course 1 shall pwocced with the
mateh, se awwanged. But 1 must confess, Glyn, that you
did not lerd mo to suspect that your new machine was a
motab-bicycle! T am not sukh that I ean concede you hall
a lng) start with much hope of suecess undah the cires [

Are you still

I o

x0 haon 17

“Howevah, I am pwepared to make the attempt unless
you would agwee to start level with me. I should say
that would make the match more excitin’, deah boy !

“Ha, ha, ha!”
~“Pway stop that widiculous cacklin’! ¥You will disturh
my nerves with that wow, and I shall not be able to make
a good waeo of it."

“Well, Gussy, I will let you oft the half-lap’s start, and
start level with yow,™ esuid Glyn gravely. “ We want to
have sn exciting finigh, I supposa?”

T wegard that as vewy handsome of you, Glyn, Naow,
cleay off the twack, you fellahs, Tom Mewwy, will you
kindlay start us'

' Right-ho 1

The grinning juniors clesred off tha track as Glyn and
D'Aroy wheeled their machines to the starting-line. The
motor-cyelo gave & series of gueps and wheezes ad Glyn
wlleah.-dy it along, “like a blessed grampus,” as Blake said.

“We are wendy, Mewwy,” said D'Arcy, standing grace-
fully by his machine at the eterting-line, and looking a
picture of elogance and groce: Glyn was bending down
doing somcthing to some part of his machine.

"r#looding tho enrburetter,”” as he explained to Tom
Morﬁ’. preparatory to the start,

*Now thon!" cried Tom Merry:
going to start yon,”

“Wight-ho, deah boy "

‘“Are you ready !

“Wathah !’ 3

' Aro you steady—"

£ Ho!dy on & minute, deah boy!” broke in Arthur
Augustus, just as Tom Merry was on the point of saying

- “go” T perceive my shee-lace is undone. Just tie it
up for me, please."”

Tom Moerry glared at the unconscious swell of St. Jim's.

“¥You dummy!” he said, breathing hard. I thought
you said about o dozen fimes that you were ready !

“1 ovallooked my shoe-lace bein” undone,” snid D'Arcy,
with dignity. ‘I suppose you do not want me to stork
without hemn' pwoperly dwessed ¥ ;

“Yeou—yon ass! Do your shoelace up then, quickly.
Buck up! We don't want to be here all day !

“Weally, Tomm Mewwy, hew can I tie up my lace when
I am holdin’ my bicyele ! Pwu}' do it up for me. You are
keepin' me waitin®, deah boy !

‘*Rats! Do it up ?'oursoif (lummT! I
jigger. But buck up, for gowjmss' snke 1"
om Merry grasped DD'Avey's bioyolo and waited im-
pationtly while the swall of 8t Jim's stared down at his
foot through' his monocle, i

“Pway do up wmy #hoe-lnce for me, Blake,' he said,
after a monent's pauss. y

1 don’t think ! said Blake, with a, gzin.

**Hewwics, kindlay do up—"

** Rats I said Herries promptly.

“ Dig, will you?” .

“More rats!” szid Digby.

0N, you—you unspeakublo ass!' roared Tom Merry.
“Vou fatheaded duminy! Here, hold this! We shall be
here all night at this rate!” And Tom slung the machine
he was bholding over at INArey, and, kneeling down,
rapidly ticd Nip the erving shoe-luce,

*“Ha, ha, hal" ~

1 X:!aa-lly. Tom’' Mewwy—" : i
“There you are, a=s!"” said Tom Merry, spr:ngn;? nP
“ oll‘

“Look out! I'm

‘Il hold your

aganin, ‘' Now Fei roady to start agsin, dummy ! 111
Eﬂ thel death of me one of these dayd, 1 know you will,
usgy 1 L

“Weally—" Y

“Now, are you ready 7'’ called Tom.

“ Vias, wathah !

“Are you'alomii{? Gg!” 3 R ;

There was a yell from the enlocking juniors as the rivals
started, mingled with derisive cheers and remarks.

‘(o it, window-pane!”
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“Go it, puff-puft!”

“ Buek up, both of you!"

“Ia, ha, ha!”

D'Arcy got away first. He jumped gracefully on his
machine and pedalled away in fine style, at once gottin
sitwetr_nl yards' lead of Glyn, who had a different way o
starting.

Glyn, ot the word *‘go," began to run along the track,
puulm:ichis heavy maching.  Having run about twenty
yords reloused a handle on the handlebars of the
muochine, and the engine at once started.

Pop, pop, pop, pop!

When the motor-cyole was well under way, Glyn took a
flying leap info the saddle, nnd started away in - good
oarnest after D'Arcy. As Glyn afterwards explained to the
juniors, you have to be a bit of an athlete to mount a
motor-cycle at all.

When onee Glyn was fairly started, he began to overhaul
D'Arey rapidly. The swaoll of 8t. Jim’s, who was in_reality
no mean performer on the cyele trock, was going well. But
he could not hope to compete with n motor-cycle, capablo
of going, perhaps, at forty miles an hour. .

‘hen the Liverpool lad on his noisy machine was four
or five yards behind D’Arcy, and gaiming at every beat of
his engine, the swell of Bt. Jim’s looked round and waved
his hand gracefully.

“Buck up, deah boy!" he callad. “Put a spwint on!
Wo must make it a good wace, yon know!"

Glyn grinned., Ho touched a lover, and the motoreyele
shot past Arthur Augustos as if he was standing still.

““Bueck up, dear boy " yelled Glyn, as he passed tho dis-
mayed Fourth-Former, “ We must make'it a good rece,
you know! Ha, ha, hal’

An;‘d with a yell of laughter Glyn forged ahead along the
track.

The motor-cycle buzzed along at a splendid rate. Glyn
could not let her ouf at full speed, as the banking of the
track was not sufficiently steop fo make it safe. But he
went at a fine pace, all the sane,

The juniors gave him a rousing cheer as lie came by
them.

* Hurrah !"’

“Good old Liverpool!”

Glyn dashed on. !llc had to complete the two laps to win
the wager, and he meant to try and do so before the swell
of 8t. Jim's, who was riding easily nlong still, had com-
pleted one lap.

“Look out, Gussy!”

‘“He's catching you !

The juniors yellod the warning to D'Arcy, who looked
round. Mo saw at once what Glyn was trying to do, and
took up the challenge immediately.

He put on a termfic spurt, his Fn;:n positively flow round,
and k}iis racing machine secmed to bound along the smooth
trock. '

The juniors yelled delighfedly at the effort.

“"PBuck up, Gussy!”

“You'll do it yot, ald man?"”

In the cxcitement of secing a closo finish, the juniors
appeared to forget thut D'Aroy was one lap behind Glyn,
T[},m prospect of a close race, or what looked like one, drove
all mirnor considerations out of their heads. All theiy in-
torest was centred on the one (l|m:.°;(‘.1cmI whothor Glyn would
catoh D’Arcy the right side of the winning post.

And if the onlookers had almost forgotton the real
positions of the competitors, what of the competitors them-
solves? One of them, at any riate, seemed to imagine that
the result of the race hung in the balance.

Glyu, of course, know ha was safe. But, like a truo sports-
maon, he meant to make the finish ag exeiting &8s possiblo in
spite of that, He put down his head, and sel his toeth, and
ow round the track, gaining on D'Arcy every second.

The swell of 8t. Jim's strained every nerve. It was
obvious that he had totally forgotten that Glyn was a lap
ahend. The expression on his faco, and the gleam of deter-
mingation in his eyes mide that clear, An onlooker might
have beon given the impression that the world's champion-
ship would be decided in the next few seconds!

caror and nearer came Glyn! It soon became obvious
to the onlooking juniors that if ho did not overtake D'Arcy
on the fnishing line, he would do fo within two seconds of
crossing it. And thoy yelled sgain in thoir excitement,

“ Buck up !’

“Btick to 1t!"’

The finishing line was not twenty yards away from the
loading cyolist, D’Arcy, when there was ‘a yell of wrath,
mingled with derisive cheers from the group at the side of
the truck.

“ Oh, the ass!"

“Chucked his race away 12
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“The dummy 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Of course, it was D'Arcy! o

At that orucial point, twenty yards from the finishin
lino and with his opponent not five yards behind, the sweél
of St. Jim's looked round! And it was thia thiat caused tho
simultanecous roar from the onlooking juniors.
* Instead of keeping up his spurt till the last foot of the
race, Arthur Augustus, at the most critical moment, ealmly
glanced round, leaving go of one of the handles of his
machine as he did so, and naturally slacking his pace per-
ceptibly! No one can ride at their fidstest pace looking
over their shoulders towards the rear!

“ Weally, Glyn——=" he began, and then broke off in
dismay as the motor-cyelist passed him with a rush and
crossed the finishing line five yards ahead.

22

CHAPTER 5.
D'Arcy Gets a Bad Shocek

HTE great matoh, which D’Arcy had been so eager to
» make, was over, and D'Arcy had been beaten, aftor
A an oxciting finish, by exactly one lap and five yards.

Now that the race was over, the juniors saw the absurdily
of it again, and as the perspiring ewell of Sf. Jim's and the
Inughing Glyn came wa]kin? their machines back nlong the
track, they yelled with laughter.

s Iiu. ha, ha!”

“* Weally, deah boys!" a.\'lpaatulaiad Arthur Augustus lan-
guidly, fanning himsplf with a handlerchief, "I fail to seo
the slightest cause for your widiculous cacklin’, I am feel-
in' vewy fagged aftah my close wace with Glyn, and suahly
it is not my fault bein' heaten by five yards by a motah-
bicyele I

““You ass, you were beaten by one lap five yards!”
shricked Blake. * Glyn had been round once bafora you'd
atavted nenrly! You were hopelessly beaten to the wide,
wide world, you fathead!”

“Bai Jove!" exclaimed D'Arcy, with an expression of
utter dismay on his face which was almost idiotic. ' Bai
Jove, you know, I nevah thought of that!"

“Ha, ha;, ha!”

‘ Nover mind, Gussy!" grinned Glyn. “I'll take you on
another day, if you like, and give you another chance. I'll
trouble’ you to stand that feed, though, old deaxr !

“¥aas, wathah! We will all assemble in the woodshed
at six o'clack this evenin’," said D'Arey, wsvimi his hand
round in a gracoful gesture, which embraced all the juniors
present. will pwovide a wepast with pleasuah, I will
certainly take you on again some othah time, Glyn, deah boy.
I was feeling a little off my form this aftalinoon, nnd pewwaps
was not able to do mysalf justice, you know ["

“ Ha, ha, ha!l”

Following D!Arcy's great match, thera wora several more
very interesting races. The scratch race of one lap was won
by Tom Merry, who beat Jack Blake by fen \\'nrds or 8o,
and the handicap two-lap race was won by IDighy, of the
Tourth Form, after a very exciting struggle with Monty
Lowther.

Glyn did not enter for any imore of the races. But he
want round the track once or twice, at the urgent reguest of
the juniors, ot a spanking pace, and proved himself a very
skilful rider,

His machine was immensely admired, and he had to give
a little lecture, explaining the working of it, fo the group of
jun}il{_)rs, who gathered round and fired innumerable questions
at him.

His machine was a 34-h.p. Imperial—one of the best
makes. and it was equipped regardless of cost, It was a
machine snyone might be proud to own. 3

“You sae, kids, this is the evlinder—it's a single-cylinder
engine, you know. Gas is drawn into the cylinder—""

“What's this?"" nsked Blake, pointing to n kind of closed
metal-cup, with several pipes running from it.

“Wait o minute, ass! I'm just coming to that.
you chaps, gas is drawn—""

‘I say, what's this?”

- i‘ihut up! Gas is drawn—"

(13 SIL}"’—"

“Will you asses stop interrupting ?"’ shouted Glyn wrath-
fully. * How the dickens can [ explain if you keep on in-
terrupting ! Blessed if I'll explain at all to such a set of
fatheads!'

“ Get on with the washing !"'

fWaell, gas is drawn into the cylinder from this metal cup,
which isl l.helcu.rl-uri:t-ter. by the suction-siroke of the piston.”

* Go hon!"

“The gas is compressed into this space here ab the top of
the oylindar—the combustion.chamber, it's called—and then
ignitadl by an electric spark from this sparking-plug here,
set in the top of the eylinder,”

L]

Now,
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“Bai Jove!" y !

‘“The gas oxplodss, and drives the piston downwards, re-
volving the pulley here, which is connccted, as you ses, by
a rubber belt to fhe back wheel! And there you are. This
little machine here is the magneto, 1t is & little dynamo,
you lknow, mally, and makes the electric spark which
explodes the gas.’ r i

‘Bai Jove! You know this is weally vewy intewestin’,"
said D'Arey, surveying the motor-cycla attentively through
his monocle. “* But whore is the electric spark, doah boy 1"
GI“You can't sce it, ns, but you can tell it’s there ! said

lyn.

“Dni Jove! How ecan yon do that, deah boy?”

“T show you!" gnid Glyn, with a lurking grin, as a
sudden thought struck him. He jacked up the motor-cyels
on ifs stand, and got into the saddle. . L

“ Now, take l:o’fd here, where this high-ension wire is
connected to the sparking-plug, and watch me curefully 1"
he snid.

As D’Arcy obeyed, with o look of expectation on his
aristocratic countenance, Glyn, with a wink to the grinning
{unia'rs. who had tumbled to his idea, began to pedal the
ack wheel round. ;

T don’t sse anythin' | Ow—wow—ow—ow ! Yow—wvow !"
velled D'Arcy, leaping up in the air, and dancing about
wildly, shaking his fingers, in which he had reccived a
shoek from the full force of the magneto machine.

“ Ha, ha, ha !’ roared his chums in unison.

“You—you wottah, Glyn!” said the incensed swell of St.

Jim's. *‘I am severely nq[unlaed! My arm feels all numb
{)ram the bonstly shock! wegard you as an unfwiendly
enst " 1

“ Sussorry, Gus!'" gasped Glyn. “Ha, ha, ha!”

“ You shwiekin' ass! I shall be compelled to dwop your
acquaintance in the futuah!"”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“Ho, ho, hol”

“T shall immediately cease to wegard all you unfeelin'
and oacklin’ wottahs as my fwiends ! went on tho u_l(ll%nn.nt
Avthur Augustus. “ Kindlay wemembah to wefwain fwom
addwessin’ me in futuah 1" : 2
_ And' with a finnl freezing and furious glare at the velling
juniors through his monoele, Arthur Augunstus wheoled his
machine off in the direction of the eycle-house, 3

“ My—my hat! What a prize fathead you've got in your
study, Blake !” gasped Miggins, who lookad affer the retrent-

'F: & ffg he'd been in the New House we

ing ligure of D'Arcy.
should have quictly suffocated him years ago/l" 1
“Oh, well, he saves us going to the expense of buying a

gramophone to amuse us!” replied Blake airily. :

“ Lopk here, you chaps ! said Tom Merny, with a twinklo
in his eye. “You've gobt to remember that Gussy has
announced his intention of coasing to ‘wegard us as
fwiends? Consequently, if; by any chance, he provides a
banquet for us this evening—in the woodshed, for instance
—if would be imposs, for us to go. We can't food with a
chap who has dropped our acquaintance, I suppose?

“Ha, ha! Rather not!"

“Then let's all meet in the field—not too far from the
woodshed, though—at five minutes (o six, and we can go for
a stroll round together, unless, of course, Gussy likes to
apologise. What do you say, chaps?”

“Ha, ha! Good! We'll be there!" grinned the chaps.

And the gronp moved off with their eyeles to the cycle-
house, thence dispersing to their different Houses.

_ Blake, Digby, and Horries, the chums of the Fourth,

made their way to Btudy No. 6, in the Fourth-
Form  passage, ocomposing their foces, as they went
in, into expressions of owlish gravity. They onterqd
the study quietly, nnd proceaded remove their

oyeling shoes, studiously tuking not the slightest notice of

Arthur Augustus D'Argy, who favoured them with a chilly
lare through his monocls, as he passed out of tho study in
is stockinged feet; on his way to the bath-rooms.

_ As the door closed behind his dignified form, the three

solemn juniors broke out into chuckles.

“What a giddy iciele it 151" chuckled Jack Blake, “But
come on, wo must get a sluice down and change. ero's o
quarter-past five just striking !" )

The three chumd left the study, and made their way to
the bath-raema. D'Arcy was already splashing about in one
of the baths, and they passed him by with the same solemn
faces ns before. !

Blake, Dighy, and Herries did not hurry. They wanted
to let D'Arcy keep ahead of them, bub it was exasperating
work, The swell of St. Jim's was so fenrfully particular
about his toilet: that he took more than twice as long as any:
one elsa to dross, But nt last he was finished—he was
quicker than usual, as a matter of fact—and left the dormi-
tory.
I{is three chums waited five minutes, and then went along
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to the study sgain, to find, as they expectad, that D'Arcy
was nab there, 3

* I suppose Gus has gone to get the feed ready I’ grinned
Digby. ** He couldn’t fail to stand it after promising like
Lhat 1"

It nust Be o bit of a strain on the D’Arcy politeness,
though ! chuckled Blake. *“But I have no fear of our
Gussy not coming up to the serateh.”

“1 hope not, anywnay |” said Herries, picking up o copy
of the current week’s * Magnel. “*I'm jolly hungry, for
one, and we have missed tea in Hall now. If we don't
get that feed after all, 'l brain Tom Merry !’

And peace and guietness settled down on Study 6 for a
guarter of an hour or so. :

Al the end of that time, the three chums of Study 6 re-
paired fo the playing-fields, and found the rest of the juniors
in the plot already assembled.  All were there, each one
loalsing fresh and neat after his rub down and change. And
by the number of clean collufs in the party, ene would
almost have imagined that they were prepared to attend
it i'efad. imstead of to'finmly refuse to nceept an invitntion to
one.l

As the chums of the Fourth joined the group, the whole
party moved off, as if going for an evening sfroll round the
lields, The circumstance, however, of there being such a
number of ‘them together, and the air of extroine innocence
and unconeern which all tried to adopt, attracted the atfen-
tion of many of the fellows who were walking about in the
playing-fields,

! Bhure, an' is it a mothers’ neetin® yere'e aiter hould-
in' " inquired Reilly, the Irish junior. *““Or is this a pro-
;es_&_iﬁr}? 1'see ye've washed yere faces, some of ye, any-
ow !

Some of the juniors turned pink, but they all walked on,
pretending not to hear Reilly’s pleasantries.

Tom Merry kept up o desultory convorsntion with Blake
about the wenther prospects, and Tigging and Noble were
having & somowhat hented argument on crickot questions,
but the rost of the juniors maintained n solemn silence, Tho
whole affnir was very unlike an ordinary evening stroll.

As the clock in the old tower struck the hour of six, the
figure of Arthur Aupustus D'Arey emerged from the School

ouse door, and advanced towards the group of juniors
The swell of 8t. Jim's was dressed like a }uﬁhion- alate.
From-the crown of his new topper, the glassiest at 5t. Jim's,
to the toes of his natty pntout-!nnl-iwr boots, he was o perfect
picture. He advaneced towards the solomn party of juniors,
with an agreeable emile wrenthing his avistocrntic face.

It was evident that ho was prepared to let bygones be

b{gonas, and re-admit the erring juniors to his salect cirele
of acquaintance. Having given his word, he was bound to
stand the feed in the weodshed, and he was determined to
do it with as good grace as he could.

“Come along, deah boys!” he zaid geninlly, as he came
up to the party. ‘I have pwepared the wepast in. the
woodshed, and—"" Hg broke off suddenly, as he hecame
aware of the chilling silence with which his words wero
being received,

“Who 3= this person, Blake? Do you know?" said Tom
Merry, halting, and looking at I’ Arcy curiously. * He seems
i bit Eamiliar for a perfect stranger, don't you think so?”

“1 do, Merry,” zaid Blake gravely—"T1 do! I think he
is thrusting himself forward in o most unseemly mapner,”

“Weally, Blake——"

“ Ha, bo !—ahen !—T mean, quite right, Blake. e hasn't
t-\'}e]n_tl.?;d us his name yer” put in Pigging, " Bad form, I
call it.

“Weally, Figging, I must wequest you to—""

“Run away, ﬁ’ittlc boy, we're busy,” interrupted Blalke.
“We don't know you here; you must have mistaken us for
friends of yours, IYsuppnsc,“

“Wenlly, Blake, don't be such a woltah!
pwetond you don’t know me '

T used to kuow o chap something like you," sz2id Llake
thoughtiully. “D’Arcy; his nome was. An awful ass, too!
But Tla dropped my ncq‘unintunca some time ngo.”

** Weally, Blake, don’t be so widiculous! wis acting
undah extweme pwovecation when I dwopped your ne-
quaintance, and, undah the cires,, I am now willing to
wonow it again. 1 fwy to keop my circle of acquuintances
ealoct, not to say swoggoh, so I am obliged to be wewy

How can you

careful, you know. But dwop ull this wottin' now, deah
borvs‘ and come along to the woodshed.” ¥
n response ta this appeal, Fatty Wynn, of the New

House, who was present with the other monbers of Figgins
f Co., was observed to drag at Pigging's slecve, and murmur
'aomot'hing about the jolte mmni gone far enough now, He
voted that they went in fo tackle the feed at once, ns he
was suro they must be all very hungry. He himseli way,
anyway, ns he always got extra hungry this September
weather. 4
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There was a slight titter al this, which was, however,
mstantly suppressed, and Fatty Wynn was reduced to sileince
by combined and concentrated glares.

My dear chap,” said Blake, in a tone of patient ex-
planation, ** you can't expeet us to nccept invitutions to feed
with total strangers. You say you are willing to renew our
acquaintance. The point is, though, it scoms to me, whether
we con inelide you i onr cirele of acquaintances, which wd
endenvour to keep select, not to say swagger, after having
beon dropped in this light-hearted way."

‘“Hear, hear!”

“But weally——"

M Of course, if you choose to make ample apology for
the way you have treated us, we might possibly consider
whether to come and ecat up your feed—ch, kids?” went
on Blake, with the resigned air of one making n great con-
COs51010,

““That's so!"” chorussed the ' kids."

“ But weally, Blake, I am pwovidin' the feed, and I was
cortainly tweated with gwoss diswoapecb by yon wottahs,
and now you expect me to apologise!” exclaimed thoe Swell
of 8t. Jim’s plamtively.

Oh, well, just as youn like, of course, Mr. D'Arty!”
replied Blake, shrulggmg his shounlders, *' Come on, iids;
we can't spend the whole evening talking to perfoct
strangers like this”

*“Weally, Blake, if you put it like that, T will consont
to apologise, 1 suppose. I apologise, then, to you wottahs,
though 1 pwotest that I do not see the nocessity for it.”

“Cnn_we accopt an apology couched in those ferms?”
ssked Blake doubtfully, turning to the juniors. Ho was
willing to bring Arthur Augustus more complotely fo his
linees, if he could do o without fear of losing the feed. °

O course, if you fellahs don't sce your way o acceptin’
my apology,” remarked Arthur Augustus carclessly, as n
sudden brilliant idea struck him, "I dare say T cun wake
up m'a,augh fellahs fwom the commen-weom to finish up the

eed,

“YWe'll nccept it all right,' Gussy,” said Blake hastily;
and the juniors joined in with a yéll of laughter and assent.

“Rather | .

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Goad gracious, Blake gasped Fatty Wynn, as the
langhing crowd of juniors ran off fowards the woodshed,
with the good-natured D’'Arcy beaming in their midsf.
“Good gracions, you made me fool quite bad! IF vou'd
cansed us to misa that feed for the sake of carrying a jape
too fer, I'd have—I'd have—"

And words failed Fatty at the mere coptomplation of such
an overwhelming disaster, »

The feast in the woodshed waes a very morry one, and
lastad till the bell summoned the feasters to prep., when
the jolly party broke up in high good humour, unanimously
voting IArey “a jolly .good fellow.”

141
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CHAPTER 6.
Lowther Has a Brilliant Idea.

L HAY, vou chaps!” said Tom Merry, 68 the chums of

H the Shell entered their siudy in the Shell passagoe

after morning school on the following Wednesday,

which was a half-holiday ot Bt Jim's, “1I say, you chaps,

l{m‘c vou heard anything about a whele holiday next Sator-
day ¥’

i Why

“What's that?"’

“ Deaf P! inguired Tom pleasantly., 1 said, have you
heard a rumour about a whole holiday for the whole schuoal
next Saturday ?’

““Why, no, of course wo haven't, ass, or we should have
mentioned it said Manners. ' Have you hcard such a
ruiour £

“Poopuse if eo, why the dickens didn't you tell us
hefore " added Lowther wermly., “If it's true, fathead,
tell us, and we'll yell about it s

“T only just heard Kildure mention to Knox that it had
been propoged, yon asses, so how could 1 mention it before,
or know whether it’s true or nol, duminjes?”

“What's it for, anyhow, if there is one?”

“Why, the viear of Ryleombe’s great church hazaar is
coming off on that dote—you kuow he is making gront
cfforts to raise enough money to restore the old “parich
church—and I supposo ho thought it would be a good wheeze
to get us a whole holiday so that we can go down thers
end buy & lot of things we don't want, shall never use, nnd
would rather be without.” 7

“Ha, ha, hal” .

ST afraid if we did get the whole day off, not many
of us wonld ge to the baznar' grinned Lowther, *“Wo
should all play cricket, or go out somewhere for the day.”

“That's just what I was thinking,” said Tom Merry,

B
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“TIt is a bit warmm, isn't it? But I should get

ol the track il T were yon.”

| “IResting a bit, Blake?" asked Monty Lowther pleasantly,

“The Head could not force us to po dowr and buy the
Iot of gimerack things—work bags und babies' shawls—
usually sold at bazaars' :

“Tn, ha, Lal"

“Well, I hopo wo do get the whole day off, anrhow,”
said Manners. “Bubt in the meantime, what -hall we do
tiis afternoon "

“Why, wo must cycle over to Highfield Flall, of dourse,
to sea the Firat Bleven play Colongl Lacy's house-party.
It's not 8o very far, and we aro bound to back up the Heliool
team,"” said Tom.

“That's all very well, but it's a beastly hot day,” objected
Monners, “and Iighfiold Hall's over fifteen miles Gway.
It will be o bit of a grind getiin‘g over tharg,'

T %“Posh ' aaid Tom Mearry. “If you can’t cycle fifteen
milos, Manners—"

“TE's thivty thore and back, ass!”

‘' 5Voll, thicty, or Gfty, for the malter of that," said Toni.
“You must be in '6[&' bad training, that’s all. Perhnps
vou will ba too tired to ploy in the next junior Mouse mateh
against the New Housoe rottors?"

“You as3, of courss 1 sha'n't! If vou leave me oul of
that, T'll-I'll suflocate you! But—""

“ Lool heve,” broke in Lowther excitedly, struck v a
sudden idea, ** why shouldn't we cycle ever theve '

NEXT
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*“That's what we've got to do, ags!”

“Wait & minuta!l Why oan’t we cyele over there withou
wdnlling?  We'se got [roe-wheols, haven't wa? Wo can
}reo-wheei all tho way."

“What a brilliant idea !"" commented Manners sarcastic-
ally.  *““The only drawback is that we shouldn't get on very
fnst, as it isu't downhill all the wayv. In faot, it's moslly
uphill.  How do you pronose to firee-wheel uphiil, vou
lunatic "

“ Tasily I'"" said Lowther calmly.

What !

“You nes, I beliove vou've gone doffy I said Tom Mevry,
storing at Lowther. **1 suppose it's the sun. Ilere, lie
down a bhit, old chap.”

* What prieo Glyn?" said Lowther, in a tons of triumph.

“ About cighteonpence, I should say. But what'a that got
i'n“dn.wit'n iE]‘!" asked Morries, staring.

1y ——
« ““Thore, thero I snid Tom Merry. *“Lio down a Lit, old
chap, jnst—-"

“You nss!' shouted Lowther.
hang on to his old puff-pulf '

“Hunrrah! Why, of coursa!"

“Good old Menty 1"

And Tom Merry and Manners rushod st Lowthar, and
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sgizing him between them, waltzed him round the study, to
the Fmat‘ detriment of the furniture, which went fying in
all directions.

“Ilere, chugk it, you two lunatics!” gasped Lowthor, as
the three brought up against the wall at Jast with a bunip
that shook the room

“Wodger playing at? Leggo!”

« Tom Morry and Herries relensed their gasping chum so
suddonly that he sat down with a bunp.

“Ow-wow ! You shrieking asses, what did you do that
for?" yelled the unlucky Lowther.

You told us to.”

“ Youf_}'pu dummies! Blessad if I'll fell vou any more
of my brifliant ideas! Why, I—I fecl as if I'd beon through
a mangle 1" growled Lcwtgur.
~“Ia, ha! Never mind, ‘old chap.
find Glyn." ;

And fthe Terrible Three marched oub «f lhe study and
down the 8hell passage arm in arm (fowm-da the end study,
whare the Cornstalle chums lived and had their teing.

Thore was no ono else in the Shell passage, and fhe
Tervibloe Threo wore marching cheerlully along, when sud-
denly one of the study doors was flung violently open, and
the form of a skinpy youth with o pair ¢f enormous spec-
tnoles. perahed on his huge forehmu.l! was procipitated mto
tho passage, and Innded with o terrific bump cght at the
feol of the startled chums. The next second a heavy volume
came hurtling through the door after the skinny youth, and
then the door was closed with o violent slam.

“\Why—what—who—— Ha, ha, ha

The chums of the Shell burst inta a laugh. They could
qot help it. The sight of the skinny youth, with his ritire
wvery much disordered, and his huge spectagles 1erched nll
awry on his bony forehead, sitling atm-in% at the ceiling
with an expression of almost idiotic bowildsrmnt en his
face, was enough to move the proverbial cat to merriment.

“It's—it's Skimmy !’ gasped Tom: Merry sf last. “Do
you u.l::’t,\:;' lcu:{:a your shm{y like that, ﬁli_ir{{un,\;? Or are

ractising doing o qui it in ca ire 1"
w}‘lliu, h:‘. li?a!‘(‘: g o quicl exit in o B_c ol {

It was Skimpole. Skimpole was a junior who was imbued
with @& vory much inflated idea of his own brain-power, and
he took up Socialism, Determinism, and every other “ism "
undor the sun with & defermination worthy of a better
cause. Skimpole was always ready to deliver a twao. hours'
aration on any of these grent subjects, but he was not
always fortunate enough to find anyone who was ready fo
listen to it, Consequently, his harangues were often un-
apqrcciutod, and there was trouble for S8kimpole,

At tho present moment he was very uncertain as fo
whethor he was on his head or his heels. e blinked up at
Tom Merry with a mildly indignant expression.

“ Really, Merry, this laughter is unseemly and heartless.
Y hurt.” )

“Ha, ha! Never mind, Skimmy!" said Tom Merry
cheerfully, “ You have the consolation of knowing (hat we
aren’t—not in (he slightest,”

“That is vory little conselation to me at present,” suid
Blkimpole, who was never known to see a joke. ‘‘Flease
help me to my feet, my friends, Gore is a benst. It secms
ngnt. Jany appenl to his higher nature is utterly wasted upon

i,

Tha Terrible Three grinned as they helped Skimpole to
his feet. (Gore was the cad of the -"%hu{f, and his temper was
nover of the best, and Skimpole had the felicity of sharing
a study with him. The chums of the 8hell guessed that
(Gare had had somethiug to do with Skimpole's hurried exif
from the study. Nor were they mistaken.

“ Yoo, went on Skinpole, with an aggvieved air, “I
invited him to discuss Socialisin with me for an hour or so,
in_the hope of converting him to the great cause, but he
vefused with some rudeness, However, observing that he
Was only engaged uH_on the trivial task of writing a German
imposition, I proceeded to read out to him some of the pithy
ohservations contained in Professor yon Dummkopf's mag-
nificent volumo on ‘Determinism.' e interrupted me
savera] times, but as o true Determinist, [ ignored his
ignorant vemarks. I had just gobt to whore the professor
conclusively proves that every effect is the inevitable result
of & cause, which is in its turn produced by an offect, when
Gora 8udd0n!i’ arose, and, laying violent hands on me,
ejected me inthe rough and rude manneyr witnessed by you.”
" Hn, lia, ha'1” shouted the Terrible Threa. ;

“Really, I see no cause for lnughter in anything I hove
snid,” remnrked Skimpole in mild surprise. ‘‘ Gore’s conduat
to me is inexplicable. But I suppose I must pub it down to
the combinad influenco of heredity and envitonment.” =

“T suppose so,” Prinned Lowther. * But Gore's conduct is
not absolutely inexplicabla to me. How anyone could do n
Gorman impot., with you gessing your rot at the same time
I don't know.” :

* Really, Lowther, ¥you would force me to believe that your
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intellect, which I know is not great, is of an even lower ovder
than T have always imagined. Dut T suppose such gross
stupidity must be it down to the influence—""

“Bhut up,” roared Lowther, "' or I'll put you down, you
babbling nss!"

And the Torrible Three went on their way down the pas-
sago grinning, and leaving Blkimpole staving after them with
a prieved expression on Ins face.

On reaching the end of the passage the chuins of the Shell
knocked atb the door of the last study, which was occupied
by Cornstalk & Co.

*Don’t trouble to come in!’ said Harry Noble's voice.

The "Lerrible Thyee looked at one another, and, opening
the door, put their heads into the study.

“Hallo! Glyn thero?” inguived Tom Merry pleasantly.

*¥Yes, I'my here,”’ said Bernard Glyn, looking up from a
test-tube, in which he was boiling some greenish liquid over
a Bunsen burner.  '""Want anything 7"’

“* No-o, not exactly, We only wanted to know——"

”“ Thought yon didn’t want anything!” grinned Clifton
ane,

“Rais! We're poing to cycle over to IHighfield Hall to seo
the First Eleven maich this afternoon. We were just
wondering whether Glyn was coming.”

*Ves we're all going over,” said arty Nobla,

““ Are you—are you going on your motor-cycle, Glyn?"”
inquived Tom Merry denurely.

“ Certainly "' answered Glyn, looking hard at Tom's inno-
cent foce, * Whyt”

*0Oh, nathing! We thought it would be a nice spin for
you, though, that's all. So long "

And the Terrible Three withdvew their lieads and shut the
study door. :
Outside they exchanged triumphant grins.

*That's all right, then !’ grinneds Lowther.
shall have a pleasant ride this afternoon.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!'

At the end of the passage the chums of the Shell walked
right into a group of juniors who were just entering it.

“Hallo, Blake! Fancy meeting you!! said Tom Merry
to the leader of the party, who were the ocoupants of Study 6
in the Fourth Form passage. '“What are you doing in our

assage? Coming to eall on us, I suppose? You can run off
home, then, 'cos we're ont.”

“Rats! You aren’t the only people in the Shell passage,
I suppose,” =aid Bloke, '‘ unless you have bou{;ht. it up ,unct
avicted all the otlier cfx_nps? Stand aside; Shell-fish, and let
{onr gents pass!’ ¢

" Yans, wathah! Kindlay stand aside, Tom Mewwy 1"

And the chums of the Tourth stalked on.

The Terrible Three looked inclined to go for the calm in.
trudors in their passage, but they were unly three to four,
and prudence bade them hold their hand, They sniffed and
walked on out into the Close.

U1 wonder where those Fourth Form kids were goingi™
romarked Manuers. * Hallo, hullo! What are you New
House loafers doing here ™’

Pigging, Korr, and Wyun, the New House Co., sauntored
up with ngreeable smiles on their faces. The Terrible Three
snw at once that they had nof ‘come with any hostile intent.
As & mntter of fot, Figgins & Co. were particularly anxious
to avoid n row just them, as they hud important business
on hand in the School House—in the heart, ns it were, of
the enemy’s country. 'There was constant, though perfectly

ood-humoured, warfare between the juniors of the rival
Tousos at St. Jim'’s, ¢ 5

“1¢%s all right! We haven't come to lick you!'' exclaimed
Iiggins amiably. “It's pax! We're just going to call on o
chap in your old—in the School House, that's all. No rows 11

“1 hope we
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“There will e rows ynless you are move respectiul Lo your
betters " said Tom Merry darkly, ** You kids have got fo
try and behave yourselves on our side of the Close, you
know !

Figgins & Co. chuckled and walked on, while the Terrible
Throe sauntered on towards the gates, .where the First
Tileven was just embarking in the %mkc which was to take
thein over to Colonel Lacy’s place for the afternvon mateh.

CHAPTER 7,
A Siudy ' Scrap

o ONDER what those chaps were driving at!" grunted
W Bernard Glyn, as he tuened' to his test-tube again
on the departure of Tom Marvy & Co.

“Ha, ha! Protty plain, I think!” grinned Harry Noble,
“I should say they have got some scheme of lotting your
motor-bike tow them over to Highfield Hall this afternocon.
Of course, they'ro slightly off the track.™
““Of course " nssented Glyn, still busily watching the green
liguid beilivg in his test-tube.

*“Because, as & matter of fact, you are going to tow Dane
and I over,” {)llt’dliﬂd Noble calnly. * That's understood.”

fCertainly 1" said Dane,

“Rats! I never anid—"

“* No, but you meank it, my son.’

“More rats! I can't turn the motor-bike into a giddy
traction-engine! I—— Hello! Get out!”

The latter remark was adidressed to four heads which mada
thieir npl[mnvnncn suddenly round the study door. ]

 [allo, my sons! Nice weatlier, isn't it?" sang out Jack
Blake pleasautly. ;

*Ripping day for oyeling 1" said Diglhr. :

** Especiully motor-oyoling I'* added Herries.

“ Yaas, wathah " wias D'Ares's contribution to the, as yet,
somowhat one-sided conversntion.

“Did yon take all tho troublo of coming herve to tell us
that?’ asked Harry Noble grimly, ** Because if so, now
you've told us, we'll excuse you. Git!"

“ Half a mo, my son! Don't be so impetuons !’ grinned
Blake, “We just looked in to let Glyn know Lhat we're
going Lo cyels over to Highfield Hall this aftornoon to see
the Iirst Tleven match, and to know if he's coming.”

‘Noble, Glyn, and Dane exchangad significant glances.

“You'll be pleased to hear,” said Glyn deliberatoly, “ that
T am going over to Highficld Hall this afternoon to see the
Firat leven mateh, and, moreover, I'm going on ny motor-
<:|_r,:|'.>{t.\é Is there any other information I can supply you
with?'"

¥ Not just now, I think, thanks!" rejoined Blake coolly.
g[ihhin!‘; we'll trob along now. Glad you're eoming, Glyn.
S0 long 1"

“So long! Glad you're going I said Glyn, as the chums of
the Foiirth closed the study door and walked away down the
passage, very well pleased with themselves.

Half-way down the Slell passage the chums of the Fourth
met with Figging & Co., of the New House. The Fourth-
IPormors at once threw themsolves into a warlike attitude,
under the impression that tho’presence of the New House
juniors in the Bchool House could menn nothing else than
n raid. Figgins & Co., however, advanced with their hands
in their pnrﬁm!ﬁ and grins on thetr fnces. §

“J¢'s all right! It's pax!" said Figgins amiably. *‘Don’t
be afraid !" :

‘¢ Afraid, you long-legged woster! We'll wipe the ground
witl you for iwo ping, pax ot no benstly pax!” shouted Blake
wrathfully, ©OI all the nerve! You New House votters
take the giddy bun! Coming into our House and tolling us
not to he afraid !

** YVaas, wathah, Figgins! I wegard vour wemark as a base
insinuation, caloulated to wouse our iah!’ put in Arthur
Augustus D'Arey, surveying IFiggins with an expression of
extrenie disapproval,

[ sorey you should regard it in that light, Gussy,”
aaid Figgins, with unaceustomed humility. © And pray don't
axoits yoursell, Blake. We are not looking for o row."

“Vau'd better be a bit morve carveful how you address
Fourth-Formers, then,” said Blake darkly, “eclse you'll get
what you aren't looking for, Where are you going, any-
way "

“ We'rs jubt going along to call on & friond of ours," snid
Figgins blandly. “Any objection, Blakey?”

“Nrus, T object to New IHouse wasters being in the Sohool
Houwse at alll” growled Bluke, secretly wondering whom
Figeins was so anxious to see. It was plain Lis business was
mmportant, as ho was so obviously nvoiding n row, * How-
ever, I suppose it’s no business of onvs. Come on, kids|"

L
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Aqpd the ahwme of the Fourth Form strolled away and oub
on to the oricket {ield,

Figgins & Co, went on their way down the Shell passage
auite unrnflled. They were determined ko aveid a vow ab
all cost—at any rate, till their purposo was accomplished, and
so for they had been very successful without having lind to
eat any undus guantity of humble pie. They falé quite proud
of themselves,

They walked jauntily along to the end seudy; and knocked
politely.

f Comoa in, fathead!” voared o voice, aud the New House
chunis cautiously opened the door and looked in.

The three juniors in the study met the three new-cowmers
with fevocious glares, f

“Heva's some'more idiols eome to tell us that ie's suitable
weather for eyeling,” observed Huarry Noble, with heavy
sarcasm. EHl'JECillﬁy for motor-eyeling I

“ Lot 'em oll conia ! inurmured Clifton Dane,

Glyn meroly glaved. Ile emptied lis test-tube into an acid
bottle which he took from a shalf, and extinguished the
Bunson burner, It seemed useless to him to attempt to con-
tinue his experiments with so many intsrruptions,

Piggins & Co, staved at Cornstulk & Clo. in genuine nstonishe
ment. Being New House fellows, thay Im(‘r not expeeted a
gront show of warmth from the ocoupanis of the School House

study they iwere honouring with a visit, bub such depth of

fealing ns Covnstilk & CUo. wora displaying sstonished theni.
“Anything the matter with you cliapst” asked Figgine
plensantly, * You don't seem us plaasad to ses us as you
might be."
“Wa aren’t! Geb ont!” roared Harry Noble.

“ All in good time, my son!” said Figgins blandly, * Wa
just went to know something first. We'ra c‘yeling over ta
Higlifiald 1Tall this afternoon, and we want to know——""

S Bunk 1" roared Noble again, picking up a ruler.

“We want to know—"" continued Iiggins, keeping &
wary eye on the ruler.

“Gab ! shouted Glyn, seizing o orickeb stump, * Seoot!™

“ Whether Glyn's coming?’ finished Figging, uchesding.

“Yes, ass, I am, and now yowrs going!' roared Glyn,

leaping up and making s rush at the importunate Figging

with tho oricket stump. Neoble mads a rush ob ths samo
fimo, braudishing his ruler, and Cliffon Dans, who was
rinning broadly, hurled a Latin dictionary. at the thres: Nuw
Touse heads.

Figgins & Co., having found out what they wantod. saw
no reason for dallying any longer. They slamwed ke door
to and bolted incontinently down fle passage, chuckling to
themselves as they went.

Glyn and Noble avrived ut the door togetlier, jusb as it
was slammed to in their faces. They bilfed against each
othar and rolled over on the floor, while the Latin dictionary
crashed against the doov and dropped nght on to the
strugeling mass of wildly waving avms and legs.

HOw!l Wow!"

S ¥ow! Wowil!

“You~-you ass!"

“You fatheaded idiot!"

Noble and Glyn sat up and glaved nt each othsr, Whair
clothes were dusty and their collars torn. Their lair waa
vumpled and their fies awey: aud albogsther they prossutud
a very dishevelled appesranca.

To Clifton Dane they also seemed to presant a very conical
appearance, for that youth sab on the sdze of the table amd
yonred and ronved again with laughter as he looked at them,

The incensed wvufortunatss loocked expressively from one
another to the hilavious Bane ns they slowly and pantully
roso from the floor. And az they eudeavoured to adjusi their
attive somewhat, their thoughts sesmed too deep For words.

G Blessed if 1 knew T was shoring & study with Bwo howling
Tunatics before,!! vemarked Nobie at last, in measyred lones,
“ But of all the sensaless dummios—"'

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Dano.

“Or all the shrieking idiots, wvou twa are alout fthe
shrickingest,” growled Giyn. ** Blessad if I sse how chaps
onn be snch shrigking {atheads "

““Ha, ha, ha !'* shrieked Dans.

Noble and Glyn exchangad glances.

Txasporatod as they wara with ench other the laughter of

Cliftan Dane, who was by this time quite helpless with
mirtl, wes more than they could possibly stand. Both
canp to the conclusion that their difference with each other
could wait till this common annoyunce had been disposed of.

Noblo and Glyn advanced upon Cliflon Dane with grim
looks. But as fhey pubt out their hands Loﬂgrnb him and
bump him on the foor, Iane suddenly lefk off laughing and
skipped off tas edge of the table vound to the opposita ails

of it.
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“ Here, keep off, you chaps!” he said, looking a little
alarmed. ‘“Hold on! What are you going to dof”

*“We are going to bump you till all desire to laugh at us
Ias left you, together with most of the breath from your

l&ody,“ said Noble grimly. ““That's what we're going to
0-'

'""We are,” said Glyn.

Y“Oh, rats, you chaps!" protested Dane, dodging ner-
vously round the table, as the fwo closed inexorably round
bim. It was only a joke; besides, you did look funny
sitting there glaring ab ench other—— Ha, hp!—h'ml I
mean. I pincerely sympathise with you. Ow! Leggol"

His two study-mates seized him fiemly, one by either arm,
.and led him to the centre of the study wheore there was a
little floor-space. There they solumnlf proceeded to bump
him, in grim silence, till the unfortunate Dane had no
breath to protest with.

When' thoy had finished with him, he sat in the centre of
the study and gasped for breath for o full minute. By this
time he was looking considernbly more dishevelled and
faolin% considernbly sorer than the two who had originally
moved him to such paroxysms of mirth.

* You—you rotters |’ he managed to gasp at last. ** What
—what did you do thnt for? I—I feel as 1f there had been
an un.rthqur&w, or a tidal wave, or something. very bone
in my body i broken!"

‘“Ha, ha, ha "

It was the turn of Noble and Glyn to laugh. In the safis-
notory disposal of their common enemy, they had for-
gotten their own differences, and all sense of enmity be-
tween them was now gone. In tho greater disconifiture of
the once-hilarious Dane they could afford to smile at their
own little mishop. It was only another illustration of the
old seying:

““Te laughs loudest who laughs last.”

“ Iunny sensation to sit down on the floor hard, isn't it,
old man?” grinned Noble. “ Hear us smile. Ia, ha, ha!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” echoed Bernard Glyn.

‘““Don't sit there gasping all day, old chap !" added Glyn,
holding out his hand towards the seated Dane. “Up yon
get! That's it!"

Dane grunted, and gasped Glyn's outstretched hand, and
pulled himself up. He looked round him in a slightly
dazed way.

‘* Nice mess you lunatics have made the study in, I must
say ! he grunted. ‘‘Looks as if a tornado had dropped in
to see us. I suppose we had better start to clear up a bit.”

‘T suppose so,” assented Noble and Glyn, a hittle ruefully,
yurvoying the study, which was, indeed, in a state of con-
siderable disorder, “Come on! Let's get it done before
dinner.”

And the thres chums sef about getting tLings to look a
little more shipshape and orderly. They worled with a
will, and in perfect good humour with onz another. Thoy

d occasional “seraps™ among themselves, kut all in & per-
feotly goodmatured way. It was not the way of the juniors
of 8t. Jim's to hear malice. It was give.-and-take and no
ill-feeling with them, as it should be with all decent and
right-minded British boys. Only here and there, maybe, o
"Eud egg” was found, who nourished ill-feeling and re-
yen ofuf thoughts, thus cuusing himself {o be cordially dis-
liked by the mnjority of decent fellows. Such o one was
Gore, of the Shoi!; and Mellish, of the Fourth Fori, must
ulse Be mentioned in this connection. But there are blnck
sheep in every flock, and 8t. Jim's wane no exception to the
rule obtaining, unfortunately, in all other big publie schools.

But if 8t. Jim’s had its share of black sheep, it also had
its share or more than its share of the kind of boy who is a
gredit to his school and his up-bringing. Juniors such as
Tom Morry & Co., Blake & Co., Figgins & Co. |
& Co., witll)lr many another sound, hen!bhy-mmdcri boy, wera
n‘u}:.'l.‘.rI likely to do anything fo disgrace themselves or their
school.

Glyn and Noble only reckoned that they had *got their
own bnek” on their chum for lnughing so heurtily nt their
rsfortunes, and Dane himself viewed his somewhat severe
bumping in the same light.

It was somewhat rough reckoning, perhaps, bul ona easily
understood by schoolboys, and perfectly in accord awith their
own code of laws. It never erossed the mind of one of the
three that there was ¥nything to excite permanent :11-feaim;.i
in the incident, which was taken as being, as it were, al
in the day's worl, ;

Glyn, Noble and Dane worked with a will at putting theix
study straight, .and to such good purpose that when the
dinner-bell mng, the little apariment was looking almost
iteelf again, and not, as Clifton Dane expressed it, “as if o
tornnda had dropped in to ses them."”
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CHAPTER 8.
Some Unexpected Meetings.

MMEDIATELY dinner was over st Bt. Jim's this fine
Wednesday afternoon, thero was o rush of juniors from
the Hall to their studies to prepare for the cycle ride

oyer to Highfiold, Nearly all the juniors who had
bioycles—and these were the great majority—had conceived
the idea of riding through the pretty country lanes to
Colonel Lacey's fine old country house, to see the [irst
Eleven play the House-party. It was considered bnd form
at St. Jim's not to turn up and support the School Eleven
from the houndary flags at near matches. Besides, how
could the pleasant summer afferngon be better spent than in
reclining on the green turf under shady trees after a protiy
cycle-ride, and cheering on the champions of the old school
to great feats of derrving-do in the grand old gnme? What
Tinglish boy could resist the ?n\ver ul attractions of such w
prospect ¥ Certainly not our friends of the junior Fovms nt

. Jim’s, Keen ericketers and nthletes ns they were, they
meant to tnrn up at Highfield in full fores.

There was a grest bustle throughout the old school.
Parties were being made up, chaff was flying about in all
direotions, and laggards were being hastened by their re-
alscctwo parties by yells of * Buck up!" ‘“Get a move on,
there I" and other similar exhortations; not always conchied
in the most polife langunge.

Theve was a constant strenm of juniors riding or wheelin
their eyoles aeross the Close towards the school gates, anc
with this stream Tom Merry, Lowther, and Manners, who
had been rushing about appavently labouring under eon-
sidarnble excitement since :Sirtm':r, soon found themselves
and their machines carried along.

n arriving at the gates, the Terrible Three wheelad their
machines aside from the throng of outgoing juniors, and,
leaning on the handle-bnrs, remnined waiting and watching
the erowd with anxious expressions on their Exceu.

Presently, howover, Monty Lowther gave a growl.

“Where is the beggar?! he exclaimed impatiently. I
suppose he's coming, He said he was.”

‘Give him a chance, Monty," laughed Tom Merry. It's
early yef, you know. Tallo!" le added suddenly. *“I
wonder what those wasters fire waiting there for?”

Monty Lowther and Manners followed the direction of
Tom's glance, and saw Blake & Co. on the opposite side of
the gate. The Fourth-Flormers, like the Terrible Three,
were lenning on their bicyoles, and intently watching the
gotes, seanning every face in the crowd ns it streamed out.

**Like their cheek! Why don’t they buzz off I growled
Manners. ‘“ Hallo, there goes Figgins & Co. !”

Pushing their way in brenthless haste through the now
rapidly thinning crowd, came the famous New House Ca.,
Ifatty Wynn gasping and pufling like a grampus as he has-
tened along in the wake c? Piggins and Kerr,

Seven pairs of eyes, namely those belonging to Tom Morry
& Co., and Blake & (t‘o.. followed the New House juniors as
they pushed their way out through the gntes Bud, mto the
wide rond, There Figgins stopped, and looked round. FHig
eye at once noted the two parties of juniors waiting at oppo-
site sides of the gate, and n lurking grin overspread his
ruggad features,

gomayhinﬁ seemed to amuse Figgins.

He signed to Kerr and Wynn, and the three of them
wheeled their cycles over to where Bluke & Clo. were still
silently regarding them.

Figgins gave gm Fourth-Formers a pleasant nod.

“Hallo, you chaps!" he sang out cheerily, ‘“All the
t’um%y here, 1 seo. Nice doy for oricket, isn’t it 1"

“Very,'" answered Blake, staring hard at him.

“Wao' shall have a goutl ride over to Highfield, too, T
should say 1" continued Figgins, carclessly affecting not to
notico Blake's fixed gaze, and coming to a halt with Kerr
and Wynn, who proceeded to lean on their bicycles and
compose themselves for a wait.

AR said Blake, still staring at the unconcerned
Figgins.

‘* Hallo, you beggars!

All here, I see,” said Tom Merry,
strolling up with

anners and Lowther. “Iine weather,

isn’t it 7" :
“I'ine weather? Of course it's finc weather! We aren't
blind! We onn eea it's fine weather without a lot of fat-

heads buzzing round telling us sol” snid Blake, o little
warmly, tmns[crriqg his stoadfnst gaze to Tom Merry, who,
likawise seemed quite unmoved by the cireumstance. ** This
long-legged New IHMouse waster has just besn drumming it
into nd that it's fine weather. We know it's fing, and we
don't want o lot of lunatics coming round cackling fo us
about it."”

“1Ceop your wool on, Blakey, old dear I'" said Tom Merry
Blundly. " Don't let your angry liftle passions: vise. I
fuppose you're going over to Highfield this afternoon, ch?
And you, too, Figgy 1"
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“ Yes," said Blake shortly, beginning to watch the gates
azain.

b“CUrluinTy " said Figgins blandly.

There was o short pause. All the juniors looked at each
other, and then towards the gates, which were now almost
desorted. :

“Well—er—are—aren't you going to start, then, Dlake,
old man?” said Tom Merry at last, in a somewhat diffident
tone.

Blake turned his gaze on Tom Merry azain in a stony

slare.

“ Cortainly,” he said coldly; “aren’t you?"

“ Er—yos, yes, certainly! Of—of course we are. We're
going to starb, aren't we, chaps?" sbammered Tom Merry,
in confusion.

“Certainly we are!" said Manners.

* Of course,” assented Lowther.

“Well, why don't you, then?" demanded Blake.

« Wall, why don't you?” retorted Tom Merry with apirif.
“Whnt are you hanging about for, eh?"

¢ Oh—er—wo're—we're just waibing a bib, you know I’
said Blake, turning rather red. * We're—we'ra going very
soon now,"”

* And what are you hanging round for?' demanded Tom
Morry, suddenly turning round on Iiggins, who had been
careful not to tuke any part in tho foregoing conyersation.
hero ¢ suppose vou're going over to Highlield Hall this after-

noon?
_ “Oh, yes, we're going !" said Figgins nminbly. * We're
just waiting to ses yon and Blakey off, you know. We

thought wo'd give you n good send-off beforo starting our-
selves,. We want fo do the proper thing by the School
House, you lknow.'”

Tom Merry sniffed.

“ We don't want you hianging round spoiling the scenery,”
he snid.  ** 8o you can get on. We'll give you a shove off,
if wou like.!

% Not at all,” said Figging with a gentlo smile, “ Affor
you, Tommy. Children fivst.”

* Look here——"'

AW iazadh .

0h, ratse! T—— Halle, hero he 5! And Tom Merry
hastily wheeled his Licycle on townrds the gutes. All the
assembled juniors immediately trooped after him,

Glyn, Noble, and Clifton Dane were just coming through
the: gates. Noble and Dane were wheasling ordinary bi
cyolos, while Glyn was pushing his motor-cycle, puffing and
gasping a3 it went, 3

Nable had & coil of thin rops slung on his handle-bar.

Cornstalk & Co., viewed the approach of the ten jumiors,
led by Tom Merry, with anything but cordial looks. They
had purpesely delayed their departure, in order to lot most
of the crowd of cyclists get on. DBut t_fw_v had not reclkoned
on fhe ton juniors’ detormination of purpose. ¥acl one of
the ten was frmly determined to allow Glyn’s motor-cyala
tn do all the work of transporting him and his oyels over to
Highfield Hall. :

The viows of the honeful ten did not accord in any way
with those of Cornstalk & Co., though. :

“\What do sll vou cripples want?" asked Noble, eyeing
“the crowd with disfavour. “Clear out of the way tharel
Wa want to get off 1" o

¢ [allo, Noble, is that you?" said Tom Merry, with ap-
perent surprise, “ Why here's Glyn as well, and Dane.
And, I doclare, Glyn's got his motor-bicycle with him! Just
faney that now, you chaps!”

“Cjust faney I chorussed the ©chaps.”

“Mhat’s vory fortunate,"’ pursued Tom Morry, with en-
thuainsm, disregarding the ].gr:m Inoks of Clornstalk & Cou
“Yeary fortungte, indeed. hope the machino is in good
going ordoer, Glyn?" he added politely.

 Tixoollent, thank vou! And so are we,”
grimly. *“So kindly let uahgo." X

“(ortninly,” said Tom Marry amiably, al the same fime
making n sign to the juniors, who promptly closed rounds
Cornstalk & Co., so that further progress was impossi Jo
for them. * Cortainly, Glyn! What's that coil of rops on
your handle-bara for, Kangaroo "

“ Never mind I grunted Noble, 3 o)

O, all right, old chap! Bub I was jusk thinking that it
would he the very thing for mo to tie on to Glyn's mofor,
so that he could tow mo along by it," said Tom Merry, as if
struck by o sudden brilliant idea,

& You were, ware you, you—you cheaky bounder?'' roared
Noble, *“Just you let me catch you frying that game onl
This rope’s for Glyn to tow me over: to Highfield with.
Don't you make any mistake aboub that '

replied Glyn

“Ti's you whe are making the mistake, old man,!” said
Tom Merry, in a tone of patient espostulation. © Glyn's -
going to tow me over."

“«yWell, of all the: nerye!" gasped Noble, * You—
you—"

NEXT
THURSDAY ;

“THE GEM" LIBRARY.

“TOM MERRY'S TRUST.”

One Penay, 13

¢ As n matter of fact, Tom Merry, Glyn’s towing me over
to Highfield this afternoon ! said Blalke coolly. **Me and
Harries, and Dig, and Gussy. So you're making a mistale,
too." .

“Vrpas, wathah!” assented Arthur Augustus D'Arcy.

< (Oh, rats to you, Blake!” Dbroke in Figgins warmly.
“We're boing towed over to Highfield by Glyn this after-
noon, and—"

“ Rata to you, Figgins "

“ Loolk here »

# More rats!”

“ What I say is—"

i "

"%uuily, deah boys!"

“ Rats and rot!"

The argument was growing decidedly warm now, and was
being joined in by all the ten juniors one after another. Ik
looked as if fsticuffs were imminent when therc was a
sudden roar from several voices;

* Look out!"

 He's got away "'

CHAPTER 9.
A Terrific Smash-up.

ERNARD GLYN, finding the nrgument was distraot-
ing ottention from him, had been quictly fumbling
: about with the mechpnism of his machine for spme
time. Now, secing an opsning in the erowd of juniors
froit of him, he made o sudden dash, ond, running along-
side his machine, dodged the arms outstretehed to stop hin,
and jumped into the saddle just as the engine began ifs
pop—pop—pop. i
n an instant all was confusion. Tha juniors sorted them-
splves oub in furious haste, and made a rush for thaiv
machines, Huarry Noble, who had besn stonding all the
time roady to mount, was firgt away. Ela leaped into the

saddle, and pedullod vigorously on atter Glyn.

Glyn was not far away. e only had n few sagonds’ sbarb,
and his machine was not yet properly under way. But ho
was gradually getting up speod.  Af present, however, Noble
was gaining on him rapidly. Inside of half a minute the
Australian’s hand was grasping the shoulder of the Liverpool

ad.
“ A, would you!" he said. ** You don't get away from
me, niy lad !"

%‘ r’rf-??h.‘t |
&
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A Complete Tale of this Charming Chum
of Jack Talbot's appears in
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And, settling his hand to o firmer grip on Glyn's shoulder,
[larry Noble free-wheeled and was drawn along by the
motor-cyele. 3

A vory littls way bebind Harry Noble, came Clifton Dae,
the half American-Indian lad ~ Scorcely was Noble's grip
fivinly established on the Liverpocl Iud’sl shoulder, when =
hand grosped his own shoulder, end Cliffon Dane's voice
exalaimed breathlessly : .

“Good! T've got you all right! You ean go shead now,
Glyn, as hard as you like !V

Glyn grunted ﬂx[]n-essivaiy, andd moved his levers slightly,
and the motor-cyele bogan to move o little faster, But
G'&‘!"‘ burden was not yet quite complate. £

lifton Dane, who had now settled down to a comfortable

free-wheel, nearly relensed his %np on Noble's shoulder ns

d hand fell suddenly and heavily ‘on his own, and a voice
gasped in'his ear: :
ot you, my heauties! Now, off we go!”

Tom Mcrrls: liad joined the ‘“tail "

And now, like the oysters to the walrus and the car penter,
“Thicle and fast they came ot last, nnd more, and more, and
more.”

The juniors had sorted themselves out by this time, and
were now scorching alang in a erowd just behind the motor-
eycle and its tail, which were moving at an EVar-inereasing

pace,

;Jaclk Blake was tho noxt to cateh up, and he fastened o
viceliko grip on_Tom Merry's shouldor, jush ns Fig[g'lns
seized his cont-tail, nearl pu*]mg Juck off i]le saddle of hia
cycle on to the buck mudguard,

* Gottim ! breathed Figgins, un_n tone of great relief,
shifting his grip to Bloke's shoulder, and free-whesling
along at his ease.

”gau— ou ass! You nearl
waster | Nice bust up thare!
Blake heatedly. ©
grizzly besr's, too!”

“That's all right, my son! Don't worry !
oW, d Ft_ggms‘ cheorfully.

had me off, you long-legged
have heen then ' exclarmed
our clutch is about ns gentle ns o

I'm quite safe
thanks ¥’ sni HOwi fm added
aud_tfen[.y. “Oh, help I And he gnve & despernte wobble.

Kerr, who was pedalling along behind almost at his last
gasp, made o frantic clutch at his chum, and just managed
o catoh hold of the back of the saddle, {hus upsetting
Fl]ggun}’s balance, and nearly bringing him over.

igiring gave a fearful wobble, and only just managed to
save hiwself by dint of bearing very heavily on to Eﬂakc.
who, in turn, wobbled in what seemed a highly-perilous
manner, X .

There was n foarful yell from five throats in unison, as
fhe wobble communicated itself to each one of the line in
tl;rgn down to Glyn on the motor-cycle, who wobble® worst
o g

“Who the—""

“What the—"

“Why the—="

“Where the—"

" What the dickens are you playing at?”’ roared Blake, as
the line righted itzelf i what seemed an almost miraculous
mauner. ! : o L A
go, there, you asses! Tive in & Jine is quite

““Rats I retorted Figging and Kery together.

* We're hera for keeps, my buck!” ’

*“And try not to wabble so, Blake,” added Figgins, in a
tane of severe reproof. ‘““Blessed if you don’t want some
l)’m{clo lassons I 0

Bloke's only reply to this cool remark was o grunt, which
was, however, very expressive.

At this point Manuers joined tho hnr‘py throng, fastening
hig grip on Kerr's shoulder like o leech.

After him in furn eame Fatty Wynn,
Herries, and, nt the end, D'Arcy,

Glyn's motor-cycle was not going very fast hﬁ this time.
But the task of pulling twelve bicyeles with their OWnors
“up,” was noti too much for it. It was a powerful machine
and, being new, was, of courso, in perfect order. It puffed
and popped, but it struggled gamely on, and soon ##a string
of thirteen juniors was bowling down the road at quite o
fair pace. 3

The high rond running ')sst the gates of 8t. Jim’s was
perfeatly stroight and level for about a quarter of a mile,
anid as the twelye bicycles ran very easily when once {hey
wore well under way, the motor-bicycle train was travelling
ot some fifteen miles nn hour by the tiune it reached the
rather bad corner in the rond 'on the way to Rylcombe,
where the foolpath short.out to the villnge Logins,

Digby, Lowther,

My hat!” said Tom Mcrr’y, over his shoulder, to Blake,
18r

as the line of juniors approached the corner at a gradually-
mereasing pace. “My hat! This is npping! DBut that
cornor "

* Yos, ny =son, you're right I grinned Blake.

Tue Geua Ligrary.—No, £

*“Thak corner ! Look out for squalls in about another two
seconds.  I'm blessad if I'm going ta let go yet, though !’

The same thought wos in the niinds of all the juniors.
Hoch was wondering what was going to ]111.1)1)&11 at the
corner, but one and all were determined not lo let go until
the lust possible moment. : :

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy nearly brought disaster to the
whole train before they renched the corner at all.

“1 say, Hewwies!” Ym_ cnlled to Herries, whose shoulder
he wos gripping. “I think Glyn is goin’ too [ist, ns thero
i o cornah comin’ vewy soon. I think T will jom on my
bwalce 'ag hard as I can to twy and slow him down a bit "

“Youass!" ronred Merries, lr}ukmg%round so quiclkly that
he nearly lost his balance. **You'd better not do anyt.lungf
of the sort, Why, yowd pull the lot of us over, dummy!
And lis glared ferociously at the amazed swell of St Jim's, |

“Wenlly, Hewwies, .l’Y am surpwised ab your violencs,
snid Arthur Augustus, with dignity. “I also wegard the
oxpwessions ‘ass' and ‘dummay,’ ns u{gp\\'obw:guu and
vulgah, and T must wequest you to immedintely withdwaw
them, othahwise, 1 shall have no wesource but to adminigtah
o fenhful thwashing immediately on our nwwival at High-
field IMall.” 3

For answer Herrvies gave his shoulder n sudden, fremen-
dous jerk, nearly upsetting himeelf us he did so, and causing
Lm\:tf[mr in front of him, to give vent to n how! of protest.

The offeat of the jerk was to cause Arthur Augustus to
losa his hold on Herries' shoulder exactly as Herries in-
tended it to. - :

The swell of St. Jim's gave a yell.

“You wottah, IHewwies! What did you do that for?
Heah, your hand, deah boy, quick! You uttah wottahI"

Instead of stratching out a helping hand to D'Arcy, who
was struggling to keep up, Ferries shrunk nway from him,
drawing himself as nenr to Lowther as he could, and thus
keeping out of reach of D'Aroy’s clutehing hand, The swell
of g’xb. %im’s fell behind out of reach, and Herries resumed
his normal place with a satisfied grin.

He looked round over his shoulder at D'Arcy, who had
given up the futile chase;

“Bee you at Highfield, Gussy !” he called,

“You uttah wottnh ! .

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled Horries.

And then the erash eame, 3

Glyn, with clenched teoth, and elinging to his handlebars
like grim death, had just managed to take the corner, and
almost on his right side, too; but there, erawling on its
wrong side munfthe gorner, came the little trap drawn by
the sleepy old pony of the liu_\f. Septimus Short, the short-
sighted old viear of Rylcombe. z :

slyn geve n gosp, which was echood from behind him.
Thera was no chance of stopping, for the weight behind him,
and the impetus the train of cyeles was giving the motor-
cycle, made that 1mpossible. i,

“Let go!" yelled Glyn to Noble, and Noble, seeing it was
the only thing to do, let go af once. Glyn went plunging
on, gave o violent wui)l.!lc._ Just grazed the wheel of the trap,
and finally, afler an erralic coreer of n few more yards, ran
into the bank nt the side of the road, and collapsed in a
heap with his machine. . -

Noble, as soon as he had let fo of Glyn's shoulder, jammead
on hig brakes ns hard #% he daved; but it was too late fo
save o collision. Fle charged the vicar's frap nmlt}shlrgs.
and was shot rvight on to the seat of it, landing with his
arms clasped round the astonished little vicar.

“Good gracious!"” gasped that gentlemun, too astonished
to do anything but gasp, “ Good gracious me! We shall
all be killed ! .

And he clung to Noble, who was clutehing him round the
waist in o desperato embrace. without realising inl the
slightest what he was doing. i

The rest of the juniors hud come to grief in Various wiys,
Most of them, on Sﬁl‘illF the tmr in the middie of {fhe
“corner, lind immediately let go of the shoulder in front, and
clutched thie handlebars with both hands; but, in spite of all
that brakes and skill could do, there were some alarming
collisions, Blake, Figgins, Manners, Kerr, and Fatty Wynn
all ran into one anather 1 their efforts to avoid or stop short
of the trap, and riders and machines went to earth with &
devastating crash, raising a cloud of white dust in the
romd.

Digby and Monty Lowther had to turn their machines
into the side of the road in order to avoid running full tilt
into tho medley of waving arms and legs partly visible in
the dust-cloud, and they took the bank with o couple of dull
orashes and shocks swhich javred every beno in (heir
respective bodics, Tlorries, by o series of desperate wobbles,
managed to avoid tha fallen riders and the bank as wall,
and, by jamming en his brakes hard, just succeeded in
Stopping short of the pony's head.



Byery Thursday,

S THE GEI‘VT” LIBRARY. One Penng 15

AR 9 e
k.:::‘" w#@' W

\ W :
A\ "\l .lul
¥ I.\ VA ‘ '|I i
- : \ W : ! ”:l '\\n‘
5 ¥, e v “\'\-\ A,
fk AV A
’ Arthur Augustus D'Arcy would have given a good deal to haye changed places with Bernard Glyn.

CHAPTER 10.
A Lucky Escope.

LINTON DANE and 'Tom Merry had, fortunately,
been hble to avoid the trap mte which Noble liad
chinrged with such force, and, just missing Glyn

and his fallen machine, had stopped themselves some twenty
yards down the road.

They immediately jumped off, and leaving their bicycles
in' the road, ran baeck to the trap and went (o the pony’s
head just in time to prevent its bolting, which ovent might
have imtl serious consoquences. The pony was not o youn
ong, and it did not look at all underfed. In fact, it looked
decidedly overfad. It was also, appavently, moro than half
asleop when the eyclists rounded the ‘corner on thoir
orratic courso.

But such o succossion of startling happenings as ocourred,
one upon the other, in the short space of time between
Glyn's first appoarance and his disappearance to the rear
of the trap, was enough' to ul!sut the equanimity of any
equine mind, and the vicar's old pony wo&m up with gront
stlu:dnnesa, and began to prance and shy like a two.yenr-
old. ;
The vicar, though he was too dazed to know what he was

really doing, mechanically kcgt hold of the reins and fried
to check his aged pony's exhibition of fecling until Noble's
sudden arrival on the seat of the trap.

Thon, however, partly to prevent himself from being
shot headfirst into the rond, and partly in the desperation
of his bewilderment, the Rev. Septimus Short lot go of
the reins with' both' hands, and clutched Noble, who was
embracing him round the nock, as if he had been his long-
lost son.

The pony, freed thus from all control, began to friek
moro vigarously than ever, and had just seriously made up
his mind to make & bolt for it, and get out of the dust and
noise, when Tom Morry nnd Cliffon Dane arkived, and
induced him to alter his mind in the nick of timo.

By alternatoly conxing and tugging at his head, they had
reducad him te a much more seftled state of mind, when
Ierries, by coming to a standstill suddenly some two feot
from the pony's nose, mude him start so vielontly that Tom
Mearry and Dane were necarly pulled off their feet, nnd
Noble and the Rev. Seprimus Short nearly fell over {he back
of the trap.

Herries allowed his machine to fall over sideways, and
dropped to his fect with a gasp like escaping atcnn}:}. :

o. Bl.
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My only hat!" he said. * What a bust un!*

“Mind, you ass! Vou nearly had us over then!” panted
Tom Merey. “Got out of the way. Can’t you sco you're
fri¥htemng the pony 7" i )

* How could T he [lr it, duffer 2! said Herrias indignantly,
propping up his machine against the bank at the side of the
moad. ““Blessed if I don’t think I'm lucky to be alive at
all. My only hat! What o bust up1”

By this time some of tho fallen juniors were beginning
to sort themselves out. Scveral dusty figures staggored to
their feot, drng‘gn;g dilapidated-looking oyclos with them,
which they surveyed rucfully.

Noble and the Rev. Septimus Short, in the trap, had
rolonsod onch other mow, and were looking round them
wifth dazed expressions. g

“Bloss my soul!” gasped the vicar, mopping hia brow
with a lnrge handkerchief, “Good gracions me! What
an extremely unfortunate occurronco! I hope none of the
boys aro hurt much. Dear, denr! This is unfortunate!”

And the kindly old vicar climbod out of the trap with
Noble, and appronched the group of juniors who wero just
struggling to their foot.

TFortunately no one was hurt—at least, nob seriously—
though complaints, loud and varied, were sounding from all
sides.

The dusty and gasping juniors seramblod up out of the
road slowly and painfully. As they did so, a well-known
voiee inforrupted their groans, and D'Arcy rode slowly
up and alighted gragefully from his machine

“Iallo, denh boys!" he exclaimed. ““IHave you had an
:_?adc,:‘nt, or what? You look feahfully dustay and un-
iday.

“1 dare say wo do, ass!"” grunted Figging flercely, “So
would anyone after what we have been through.”

“Dat what have you boen doin', deah boy?”' asked
D’Arey, with an air of intorest,

* Doing 1" howled the exasperated Figgius, * What have
we beon doing, dummy? Can't you see, lunatic? Isn't it
plain that we haye just becn practising dismounting when
Fomg.nl gixty miles an hour, fathond? Don’t you seo we
inve just alighted here for refreshments, ass?"

The dusty juniors chuclkled.
shing and Dbarked knees and
audibly. 3

“ Weally, Figgins!"” said Arthur Augusrua. recoiling a
paco or two from Figgins's vehomenge. ** Kindloy westwain
your violent and gppwobious wemnarks. I wegard you s a
wude person. I was woally sookin® for infermation.”
oﬂ:‘p\'Vel]. now you've gak it!" growled Figgins, ‘“Buez

In ai:itc of their bruised
Lknuckles, thoy chuckled

Any retort from Arthur Augustus was prevented by tho
voice of the vicar of Rylecombe, who oame up at that
moment, broaking in on tlie conversation.

My dear boys, I sincorely trust that nona of you are
injurcd. This is a most distrossing affaiv! A most unfor-
tunnfe oceurrence!”  And (he little vicar took off his
spectacles and wiped them vizorously with his large hand-
korchief, X

“No, I think we're all right, sir,” said Blake cheorily,
El:nomg round him at the grimy crowd of juniors, which

wiher and Dighy had now joined. ““We're a bit dicty,

and wo've got o few bumps and bruises, I dare say, but it's
nothing serious, sir, Wo're used to things like (hat.”
. U Woll, my boys, I am vory glad to hear it—very glad
indesd. I think it is o matier to bo thankiul for. It
loolked atb one time as if tho accident must bo attended with
serious consequences. Ah, my lads!" he added, turning
to Tom Merry and Clifton Dane, who lind just brought the
pony trap up et a sedafs wall, “I am very much obligod
to you for your promptitude in running to my pony's hend.
He would cortainly have bolted otherwise, T am afraid,”
continied the little vioar, still vigorously polishing lis
glasses—*T am afraid that I did not keep my hend quite
as I ought to have done under the trying ciroumstunces,
A‘Elso I may not—er—ahem I~have been exactly on my right
sido—

Here the juniors oxchangoed glances in which more than
one smile lurlkted, Tho smiles instantly died away, how-
over, as the Rev, Septimus resumed his remarks.

“T may, as I say, boys, not havo been oxactly on the
vorroet side of the road for tvaffic going in my direction,
andl T am much to bo blamed for my nogligence. The
truth is, I was so engrossed in my thoughts, which wore
running on my projocted church bazaar, that I—er—
soarcoly observed which sido of the road my pony was
taking. A6 the same time, my dear boys, I cannot help
thinking (hat! you scarcely scemod fo hove your machines
under sufficient control when appronching such o comer;
in lEa_let. yvou appearad to bo proceeding in a ‘most rockloss
faghion.”

The juniors coughed a little uncasily,
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NEXT
THURSDAY :

““TOM MERRY’S TRUST.”

" You—you seo, sic—'' began Tom Merry,

“ Yos, my boy?” said the little viear inquiringly.

* You—you 4

** Yos, you sco, sir,’”’ said Blake. ““We—"

“That's it, sir! We—er—we——""

“Woll, my dear boys, procecd!"”

! You—you seo—-" g , >

‘“As o mattah of faot, sir, wo were bein'—

“ Yes, that's it! Woe—""

“Pway allow me to explain to Mr. Short, Tom Mewwy !
As T was sayin’, sir, we were boin' towed by o motah-
cycla—that is, siv, these kids heah wore——" ;

“Why, so were you, Gussy!” put in Herries. “You
know you wero!"” c

“Yaas, but I suspected there would be an accident or
somethin’ of the kind, so I bwoke off fwom the tail, you
son ' anid  Arthur Augustus, an  air of lofty
Bllperiorit-y. _ 3

“Why, you know I—" bogan Herries excitedly.

““Pyway don't intewwupt, Hewwiesi” said the swoll of St,
Jini's savaroly, looking at Herries through his monogle with
o frown,

And Horries, with o gasp al D'Aroy's coolness, subsided.

*The motah-cycle was towin' us—or, rathor, these Iids,
gir—as [ was sayin’,” continued D'Arcy; “and, well, sir,
tlml twn.i.n of cyeles was not yowy onsy to contwol, you see,
and— :

“Tho fack is, sir,” broke in Tom Merry, “we wore get:
ting round the corner all righl, and wo did not think of
nnlything being in the way. Directly I saw you in your trap
I knew thero would bo a smash, sie. It was our ‘E:m‘lt. sir,
ontirely,” nddod Tom frankly, “and I hope you will for-
Give us for giving you such n fright. I hope you aron't
hurt at all, sir?”

“No, my Iad; thank you, I am quite unhuvt, fortunately,
and I do uot think the pony ot trap have suffered much
damage either. I thought I' heard a strange noise as you
n](apmnuhcd, and now you mention it I think it soundoed
lilie one of these mofor-bicycles. So you were being towed
by one of thoss noisy, dangorous things, were you? Most
dangerous, my dear boys—most dangerous!” And the good
old reetor shook his head solemnly. “And where,” ho
ar.lde!d’—-“ where s this—this cngine of destruction, so Lo
aponl?

with

| S

CITAPTER 11.
An Ignominious Home-coming.

HI juniors logked at ench other blankly, Where was
Glyn and his machine? They had beon foo busy with
their awn troubles, which had been sufficiently pross-

ing, in all conscience, to think of what Glyn's [ate with
his heavy maching might have been. The Liverpeol Ind
was not in sight, and the juniors stared at one another in
momentury dismay, -

“T expect he's just round the bend, or a little further on,”
snid Tomy Merry,” in. a somewhat apprehensive tond, how-
ever. ‘*I hopo he isn't hurt at all.”

Two or throe of the juniors duried forward towards tho
bend, which hid the road some fifty ﬁurds down the hill
from whore the group was standing; but befors they had
moved forward many steps, a puffing and hissing sound
bocame audible, and round tho cornor came Bernard Glyn
himelf, accompanied by his chum Harry Noble. Both wera
pushing away to gol the heavy motor-cycle up the hill, Glyn
was looking a bit gloomy, and his clothes were dusty aud
torn, and he walked wifh a bit of o limp. But his appear-
ance wos walcome to the juniors, who had suddenly becomo

* Hallo, lids!"” ko sung out, with a wry smile. “ 8(ill
alive, sll of youw! My onllv Aunt June, what a bustup !
Oh, 1 beg your pardon, siv!" he added hastily, obssrving the
vicar in the group, and colouring slightly. T liops you
aren’t hurt at all, sir?” : :

“No, I am guite unhurt, thank you, lad,” said the
Reoverend Septimus, loaving off polishing his spectacles, and
pubting them on his nose, m order to get a better view of
the dishevelled Glyn. “*So you nre the possessor of one of
those—thosa infernal machines? Why, it's young Glyn, of
Glyn Housoe, is it not?”’ oried the vicar; in n changed tono
of voice, as a look of recogmtiml came into his oyes.

“¥Yas, I'm young Glyn, Mr, Short,” said Bernard quiotly.
fAnd I'm very glad fo see you are not hurt, sir. We wero
fool—foolish fo come round ‘that corner like that, sir; but,
?f course, I hopod there would be nothing in the way, you
cnow.'"

“Well—wall, it can’t be helped, boys! Accidonts will
liappen,” said the vicar, * But I'm afraid you are hurt,
Ma};tcr Glyn, are you not?” he added, in a tong of solici-
tudo.

filled with auxiety concerning him.

B
MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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The vicar, who was an exceedingly kind, good-natured old
gentleman, was more disposed than ever to pass over the
aceident now that he had recognised Glyn as the son of
the millionaire ship-owner from Liverpeol, who had recently
toleen @ house in his parish, and had proved himself fo be &
liberal subscriber to all the viear's numerous charvities. And
now that funds were so urgently meeded for the restoration
of Rylcombe Puarish Church, the Rev. Sepfimus Short
spocially desired to keep on good terms with all his wealthy
parishioners. 7 ;

Ag o matter of fact, before he had known the identity of
the gwner of the motor-cycle, the Rev. Septimus had been
disposed to consider him as responsible for the accident.
Ife had a great objection to mofors, and more especially to
motorcycles, and he had infended to administer a reproof
to this happy-go-dncky motor-cyolist. The appearance of
Glyn, however, eaused the worthy vicar to forget all this,
and he was quite ready to find excuses for the juniors now,
though their conduct, as a mutter of fact, had been anything
but excusable.

I have twisted my ankle a bit,” said Glyn, in answer to
the vicar's inguiry., * And I have a few ocuts and bruises.
But it's nothing at all serious, sir. What I was thinking
about more is my poor motor-bike. It was guite new, you
knaw, and now it's looking decidedly worse for wear !'

It certninly was, The pedal-eranks and foot-rests were
badly bent, and one of the pedals was off. The handle-bars
were also knooked out of shape, and the front wheel was
slightly buckled. And all over the onece-glittering machine
large chunks of enamel had been cliipped off.

“Nover mind, old chap, there's nothing scrious the
muafter with the bike, either,’” said Harry Noble consolingly.
*The engine is not damaged at all, and it will go all right.
Aftor n weok in a repair shop, you won't be ahle to tell it
from new again.”

S Well, my lads, T think we are all very fortunate to have
got so well out of what might linve been o serious accident "
said tho viear. ** And, now, if you are sure none of you anre
seriously hurt, T will leave you, as I have to nitend n meat-
ing of the bazaar committee this afternoon. I should advise
you all to go straight back to the school for liniments—
sticking-plaster. I shall not say anything of this to your
head-master. Make your minds ensy on that score. Good-
bye, my lads " i

And the kindly old gentleman climbed into the little trap,
stirred the old pony up with the whip, and drove off at quite
n fust trot. The juniors waved their ‘caps, and sent a hearty
chear after the little trap, which the Rev. Septimus acknow-
ledged with a smile pnd 2 wave of his whii).

'*What o ripping old sportsman he is!” exclaimed Tom
Merry, with enthusigsm, replaeing bis cap on his head. “1
;:'_is_h we could show him, in some way, what we think of

im.
that, and the old gontlnmnn might easily have made an
awlul ‘row about it.'

“Still, he was nbsolutely on his wrong side,” put in
Lowther. * And he wasn’t looking, either. DBuf, of course,
it was all our own fault,”

“OFf course,” assented Figgins.
got it in the neck rather.” ;

There wos a chorus of rueful assent to Figging's remarl,
and the juniors all fell to examining thair iic_\r'cles. The
machines all looked vory dilapidated, but when the damage
was swnmed up, it was not very serious, after all. DBent
pedals, broken mudguards, and here and there a buckled
wheel congfituted most of the damage, and most of the
mughines, after a little tinkering, were onpsble of being
ridden, at least ps far as the school.

It was soon seen, however, that Monty Lowther, Digby,
and Fatty Wynn wonld have to walk back, as the wlmeﬁ of
their machincs were too badly buckled to allow of their
being ridden., TFatty Wynn's machine was domaged worst
of all, due, as Monty Lowther explained, to Fatty having
fallen on top of if, and flattened it to carth.

Tatty Wynn did not seem to mind much, He drew a

acket of squashed sandwiches from his pocket, and seating
Bi:tm'_flf on the bank at the rondside, proceaded to take n
snack,

“T'm sorry I did not bring any more sandwiches, you
chaps,” he murmured. * There's really not enough here for
me, You should have been more thoughtful, and brought
somg of your own. Cyeling in Sepfember dlways gives me a
gooﬁ appetite, and necidents always make me oxtra hungry,

“Ha, hay hal? .

 Well, FPatty,” said Tom Merry, with a laugh, “T don't
know how long you are going to sit by the roadside guzzling.
Pereonally, I am going to toke the viear's advice, and make
a break for home; that is, for 8t. Jim's."”

“And 1.

“And L.” -

All the juniors elected to go straight back fo St. Jum's.

“PBut our jiggers have
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Indeed, to go on to Highficld, now that themselves and their
bioycles were in such o state was not to be thought of. Glyn
snt on the saddla of his motor-eyele, and was sﬁ'oﬂd alon

v half a dozen juniors till the engine began to fire, anc
then he popped slowly along. His ankle was paining him a
Eﬂcd denl, but he said very little about it. That was

ernard Glyn's way. The rest of the juniors also mounted
their machines, and rode slowly back ftowards St Jim's,
with the exeeption, of course, of Lowther, Dighy, and Fatty.
They walked slowly along behind, half-pushing, half-carry-
ing their damaged bicycles.

And so the procession wound slowly along, in a manner
very different to that in which they had started out.

Just as Glyn, who was about a hundred yards ahead of
the other eyelists, was ahout fo turn into the school gates;
he suddenly looked up, and gave s gasp of dismny.

Coming out of the gates was an open carriage, and Glyn
knew that carrviage.

It belonged to Dr, Holmes, the Head of Bt. Jim's! ;

Glyn gesped sgain the next minute, as he saw that his
worst fears were renlised. Dr. Holmes was in the carringe
elone, doubtless on his way to the cricket match at Iligh-
field ITall, and now he was looking straight af Glyn.

“* Dear mo " he excloimed, staving hard at Glyn through
“Thnt looks like Glyn, of the Shell. And on a
motor-cycle, too! Good heavens! What next, mdeed! And
—why, goodness gracious, whot has the boy been up to?
Iere, William—William, stop. & moment, plonso!"

_ William, the coachman, who had also been staring at Glyn
in amused astonishment, pulled up at onece. The doctor
leaned over the side of the carriage with o frown on hia
brow. Glyn stopped his machine reluctantly and slipped to
the ground onhis uninjured foot, and raised his cap politely.

“Fero's o go!" he breathed to himself.

“Why, Glyn, what is the meaning of this, sir 7" said Dr,
Holmes, rogarding him and his El'mttm:ad-lu_akiaf motor-
eyele? " And how do you come fto be in this disg
state, sir? Iixplain at once !

HI—T—T've had a bit of an accident, sin!” stammered
Glyn. “ Nothing serious " ho hastened to add, ns the doctor
gave a start. “Only a bit of—of a sinll, sir.”’

“ But—but what are you doing with that—that machine,
Glyn?" asked the doctor, hiz amazement getting the better
of his sternness,

“Plogse, sir, itls—if's mine!” stammered Glyn. “ My
father sent it to me.”

“T's yours | Do you mean to say you keep a motor-cycle
at the school without my knowledge, Glyn? Survely you do
not imaging for one moment that I would allow such a
thing if I knew it” And the doctor’s brow became very
stern ngain at the mere thought of anything so preposterous.

“T didn’t know there was nny rule agamst if, sir,” snid
Glyn -:lcmurelg'. recovering his presence of mind. ©It—it's
: bicyole after all, sir.”’

The dogtor coughed.

“Really, Glyn,™ he began, and then broke off in absolute
astonishment, He hod just caught sight of the group of
downenst, dusty cyelists, who had just ridden slowly up
knowing there was no escape for them, and silently raised
their ciaps.

For a moment the doctor could only gaspl :

- Wh_\_.'—w]mt—'%ond gracious me! What's all this?" he
enid ot last. * What in the name of fortune can possibly be
the menning of all this!” And he stared at the abnshe
juniors in absolute dismay,

If %-_[911 please, sir, we—we've had a bit of a spill,” v
tured Tom Merry., “Wa were going along, and—and w

ad a bit of a spill, eie!” g

8o I see,” said the doctor grimly, recovering himself.
“ 8o I observe, Merry. But I shall require more informa-
tion concerning this affair later. There scams to have been
an extraordinary, 1 may say, nmnzm% number of spills this
afterngon. I frust none of youn have hurt yourselves.
Apparently not. ¥You had better go on in at ouce, and
ramove the very noticeable marks of your—er—spills from
your persons. I shall want fo seo ?'ou all "—and De. Tolmes
ran his eye over the group—* ull, pleass, in wmy study at
half-past seven this evening. All mght, Willinmn, you can
drive on.”

And Dr. Holmes leant back in the seat of the carringe.
adding a_curt '“And you, tool” to Lowther, Dighy, and
Wynn, who arrived at that moment with ti:eirglmtmmd

machines,
CHAPTER 12.
Tom Merry Has a Bright Idea.
T H]"}S.E' were thirteen very disconsolate juniors who

raeeful

drifted into theschool grounds, wheeling dilapidnted-
loukm@i bicycles, as the doctor's carringe raitled away
down the road in a clond of dust,
They felt that their return thus early was ignominions.
Aftor starting out so gaily for Highfield Hall, here ghcy
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wore back again alrendy, having only gob about o quarter
of w mile from the school gates. To addito their troubles,
too, there woa an interview, likely to be a painful one, with
the doctor looming up in the near future. Well might the
juniors be downcast. J

Fortunatoly, the school grounds were practically deserted,
and the thirteon juniors were spared the remarks which
obherwise would certainly have been lovelled at them by
their unsympathetio school-mutes,

Tho only witness of their discomfiture, beaides Dr. Holmes
and William, the coachman, was Tnﬁglas. the school porter.
Taggles had heen standing ot his lodgoe-gates during Dr.
Holmes's interview with the doughty cyclists, and he had
heard all that had passed. On the deparfure of the doctor,

nggloa stepped forward to indulge in a little wit at the
boys' exponso.

‘Lot’s see,” he observed thoughtfully. ““’Arf parsb
seving, 'e snid, didn't 's? Ah, T *specs 'e wants to get up
a good happitite for 'is dinner by w little *ealthy hexoroise,
I alwuys says as ’ealthy hexercise is a wonnerful fine thing
to give a cove a happitite.” : -

o you really, Taggles?” snid Tom Merry, with an air
of intercst. “Then I suppose you must take a terrific lob
of exercise, judging by your appetite for gin and water: I
Al q§om il's exercise maiaa your nose so red, too—eh "

“Which I dunno what yer mean, Mastor Merry !” growled
Taggles, nob velishing the turn the conversntion had taken.
“‘}*gr.nr twenty mortal years 'ave L bin a stric' testotaller, aa
eviry honest, ‘ardworkin’ man should be, A glarse of
lomingnnde of an evenin' is wob I allows myseli. As I
says fo fhe missus, I says, ‘ Drink is tho cutse of this ‘era
notion,' I says, ‘And don’t you never give way to it,
Maria,’ T says!’

“Ha, ha, ha!” e ;

1o expression of virtuous indignabion which had come
over Taggless red and bloated faco strucl the juniors as
extremely funny when they took into consideration tho
amount of %m and water he was kuown to consume. DBub
tlm,ul-" laughter had the effect of annoying the porter very
much.

“Young ripa!"” he growled. “ Young himps! A-mookin'
of n honest man! A good 'iding's wot they want, And I
'opes as they gets it, too!” : 4

And the porter, growling; turned back to his lodge agnin,

“Ha, ha, ha! Taggy will bo the death of mo one of
thesa days!" enid Blake, *f Any referenco to gin and waker
or red nosea always deaws him.”

“In, ha, ha 1"

And the juniors moved on in a bod
house, where they stowed their battore
shoved his motor-cyele in as well,

af here, you chaps,” said Tom Merry thou ht[ullf'.
“T'vo got an idea. Let's ask the Head if wo can’t holp old
Septy's bazaar on in some way—get up a oricket-match with
the Grammarians or somathing. I think it's up to us to
show him that wo think he is an old brick for not making
any fuss about that acoident !

Good I

towards the cyole-
mounts, Glyn also

“ Ripping idea !""

* You gee, my iden is that we want to got up sontething
that will attract the chaps from St. Jim's and the Grammar
Sohool as woll, perhaps. TIf tho Head gives us a whole
holiday, ns it T8 rumoured, most of the chaps will go off
for a wholo day's excursion, or somcthing, it there isn’t
some  speoisl abtraction for them at  the bazapr.
Now, if we could get up a cricket-match or some sports or

something with those Grammar ecnds, and make it o regular.

intor-sohool affair, tho chaps would roll up in hundeads to
back us up: If we churged o small entrance-fee, sny a
tonnor each, to include admission to the bazanr and the
mateh or whatever it is, the chaps would Asck in, and when
thoy wore ouce inside, they’'d ho dons; the stall-holdors
could sell 'em anything they liked."”

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

“Jolly good whooze "'

“Well, whon tho Hoad has—or—finished with us this
evening, let's put it fo him.” :

“Right-ho!” nssentod tho juniors heartily., And tho
group, broke up, and the juniors wended their different wuys
Lo their House and thence to their studios.

Glyn was helped up to his study by Noble and Dana, Flis
anklo was now very painful, and it beomuno obvious that it
wanted proper trenfment at onco. Noble had slready
sotflad that point in his mind.
R k here, old chap,” he snid seriously, as Glyn sank
mbo a chair in the study with a whits face.  “T'm going
along to the House.damo at once, and %et hor to look at your
ankle. You'll have to lay up for o bif, that’s certain,”

“Oh, rats, I don't waut to lui.' upl T by
minute. It's only getting up those benstly stairs gave me
beans. Besides, you ass, if I go in to the House-dame she'll
want to know all about it, and then the whole thing'll have

Tur Ges Lisnary.—No. 81 -

NEXT
THURSDAY

e pll right in &

THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY R~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3" LIBRARY.

“ TOM MERRY'S TRUST.”

KOW 0
SM.E.H

to como out. There'll be an awful row, and wa shall all
get a licking. Don’t be an aza, old chap !

1 don't care," suid Ilarty Noblo vesolutely. *I'm going
to the House-dnme.” y

*“Hero come back, you duffor!” shouted Glyn; az Nobls
openad the door fo go out. ““Don’t be an ass !

“ Rats 1

Y Come back !

“ More rats!"

And Noble went out and shut the door.

“Silly duffer ! growled Glyn, ““I don’t wank to Fot tha
wholg lot of us licked. But I espect that’s what’ll happen
now.

Dane made no remmrk. Mo thought that Glyn was
pmbahl]y correct in his supposition, but all tho same, he
thoroughly agreed with Huarry Noble that Glyn must have
inmediate attention. He would have gone for the House-
dome himsell had Noble not done so.

In a fow minutes the door opened, and, the House.dama
bustlad in, followed by Noble,

*Doarie me!"” she exclaimed. *“What's this T hoar,
Master Glyn, you bad boy? Dear, doar!! sha ndded, feel-
g and examining Glyn's ankle. ‘“It's quite & nasty
sprain.  You must come down to my room, and I will bathe
gforairou. Will you carry him, Master Noble and Mastor

ansi™

“Cortainly !"" said both juniors p_rcnnpt!ﬁ. And they
irpa;md Glyn’s chair in a poworful grip.  “But I sny, Mrs.

limms, that's all very wall, but—

, don't make a fuss, there's o

“Now then, Master G ¢
good boy," said the kind Iv House.dame soothingly, intor-
rupting Glyn's protests. **We'll soon get that foot well if
we take eare of it for a day or two.”?

[ But____'l

8hut up, old chap; vou've gok to come,” grinned Harry
Nobla. o you may as well come quietly.” And he and
Dane gave n powseiul heave, and awung the chair easily
betwesn them.

“Steady on!” growled CGlyn, resigning himssil to tha
inovitable,

“ Righi-ho!"

And Noble and Dane bore their chum slong to the House-
dame's little room, Mea, Mimms herself following anxiously,

“That will do, thank you, young gentlemen,” she said, a3
the two heavers set Glyn's chaiv gehtly down in the little
room.

Aud, with a ;‘)m-tim-; arin_at their chium's woa-begouo
countenance, Noble and Dane departed.

CHAPTER 13,
An Interview with the Head.

UST bofore half-past soven the whole of the party which
had set out for Highfinld Hall so Tmi}' i the after-

_ moon, met in the passage outside the Head's study.
Their faces wers all a little gloomy and anxious, as they
ware very uncertein as to what fate awaited them on the
othor gicde of the Tload's gire,en baizo-covered door, The
fact of Gilyn being in the hands of the House-dame made
their outlook very gloomy, as.if was probable that the Head
would have henrd the whole story by now., The juniors
feared, too, that Dr. Holmes would ba more likely fo talo

‘8 sorious view of the esonpede now that it had been shown

that its consoquences were not altogether frivial. 2

A whisperad conversnfion was in progress as Piggins &
Co., who weors the }nst to arrive, oame up,

Afraid we're in for it,' Jack Blake was saying rue-
fully. T wish I'd brought a copybook or two with e
now. A copybook bofwaon you and the cane's a useful thing
to have.”

“¥os, And T don’t soo how we could have the nerve o
suggest having a ericket-matoh, or anything af the baznar, if
the HMoad rags us much, either. It would menn asking for
u. whole holiday for us, anyway, whethor the whole selinol
geb ono or not. I don’t sap how we could ask for that under
tlie cives."

“You would do well to leave that to ms, Tom Mewwy.
It would ba n dolicate mattah, but I wathali think o fellah
with tact and judgment could put it to the dootah as ono
gontloman to anothsh, so that he could not wefuse our
waguoest." § ;)

“Couldn't he ! said Tom Merry. “He probably would,
and give you n worsa licking than ever into the bargain,
you nas, Gussy 1" .

“Weally, Tom Mewwy, I should absolutely wefuse to
woeeive a worse lickin' fhan ovah,” rotorted f)'A-rc;,', with
dignity. “I wegard the suggest. ns widic. in the extweme.”

“Lot of good your * wofusing ' would malke to the Head,”
grinned Blake.  As o mattor of fact, Gussy, the less you
say, the botter. You would only mess tho whole thing up.”

“Waonlly, Blalia—""
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' Took here, Gussy,” said Tom Merry suddenly.  “What
didd you come here for at all? You weren't in the accident
ab all, Cat baclk! The Head only wants to see the chaps
who were i what he called a fdisgraceful state’ As a
matter of fact, when ho said that, you were looking na neat
as—aa o tatlor's dummy, as nsual.’

“Weally, Tom Mewwr———'

“Why, yes; that's right enough, I never thought of that
till now. OF course, you aren’t wanted here, Gussy. Clear
off I"" maid Blake. Y

“Weally, Blake, if you think that a D’Arcy gould clear
off, and }eu\:e his comwades in such a doogid awkward
sosish. as this, you are mekin® a gweat mistale, I abso-
utely wefuse to clonr off.”

“Bunk, you ass, while thera’s time "

“1 wefuse to bunk 1"

'‘Seoot ! Skedaddle I"

U1 weluse 1o scoot or skedaddle 1

“You—vou ass!” said Blake, half langhing and half

vexed: “What do you want to come for? You aven't
wanfted." -
“Wats ! I—"

Half-pust soyen boomed from the clock-tower as D'Arc
was spoaking, causing him to lenve his sentence unfinishod,
Blake gave up trying to induce him to make his escape,
and there was a genoral movement towards the green-baize
door lending to the Head’s study.

The juniors held their brenths as Tom Merry knocked
firmly on the door, :

“Come in!” said n deep voice. And the fwelve juniors
shuffled qunmly into the presence of Dr. Holmos.

That drénded personage, however, was quictly reading a
book. Ile raised his cyebrows somewhat at seeing s0 many
forins crowding into his slu-:[!ly.

- '_‘t\XFII, my boys,” he said, in a pleasant voice. * What
ig it ?

The juniors locked at one another and gasped. The Head
had actually forﬁottun all about them and their misdeads,
while they had been tormenting themselves with thoughts
of what he had been preparving for them all this fime.

They gasped, nnd then expressions of relief camo over
their faces. Perhaps the Head was not going to take such
a serious view of the matter, after all.

“ Plense, sir,” said Tom Merry boldly, “ you told us all
to come to you at lm]f-,'msl- seven.'

! Ah, yos, of course!l” said Dr. Holmes hastily, frowning
slightly and lnying nside his book. 1T intended to have nn
explanation from you; buf, ns a matter of fact''—and a
#light smile flitted across the grave face—'T am already in
passession’ of the full facts. I have had an intorview with
Glyn, and also with Mr, Short."

The juniors looked at one another in consternation, but
the Head appuerently noticing nothing, continued :

“1 met the latter gentleman at a meeting at Rylcombe,
und by chanee I mentioned to him tho—the extracrdinany
sight 1 had seen as I drove out of the school gutes. To m
astonishmont, mwy friend Mr. Short appesred to know all
about if, and proceeded to desoribe whatl scems to me fo
have beon on alarming acoident, cnused, I regrel to say,
by the extreme and gross carslesaness of some of the juniors
of 8t Jim's. I made up my mind,”’ continued the Head
aternly, *to give those boys good cause to regref their reck-
lessness immediately I returned,’” and the Ilead's eye
travelled towards the corner where @ ioudly pile of long,
limber canes rested; ‘“but Mr. Short begged mo to over-
lack the mutter, and finally persuaded me fo promise not
to—ah—proceed fo extreme measures.”

The juniors sighed with relief. They had thought that
the storm was about fo burst about their devoted hends—or
persons, rather—and they were mightily rolieved to see it—
for the time, at an])' rnto-—-:.lvt\rtpd:

“T1 could not, however," continued the Head, “allow
sugh rockless conduct a8 you have been guilty of to go on-
tirely nnpunished, T shall require each of you to write two
hundred lines of Livy, to be shown up fo me by this tims
fo-morrow evening, T must add, that” had it not been for
Mr. Short's kindness of heart, nothing could have sdved
you from severe punishment. 'fhe accident might have been
attended with vcr[v serions consequences. As it is, Glyn has
sprained his ankle badly. Such reckless tricks are quite
inexcusable on the public road, as involving danger to other
rond users, a8 well as to ourselves.’ ; 2

The juniors hung their hdads. When looked al like this,
in eold blood, as it were, their action certainly appeared in-
axcusable, :
k_NtI:!t-iuing their penitent looks, the TMead went on mora

indly.

“Of sourse, T am sure that you all ncted without reflec-
tien as te the possible consequences of your nction. Your
ohief fault was thoughtlessness, of that I am convinced ; bit
thoughtlessness ‘cannot be considered an excuse 'in such
matters. However, I nm sure nothing of the Tind will
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Linppen again., I have forbidden Glyn fo keep Lis mofor-
ovole at school. It was very wrong of him to. infraduce
sich o machine into the school without my knowledge.
cannot have my boys—at any rate, the juniors among them
—onreering over the country in such a fashion,” snid Dr.
Holmes heatedly, indignant at the thought of such a thing.
'11'.11011 e went on more ealmly, and, with o slight twinkle in
Ais eyo:

“1 have said nothing to Glyn about punishment, as yet,
We will leave that question ever till he is about again. At
present T think he has been punished enough. You muy go
now, boys.” .

‘“If you please, sir,” ventured Tom Merry. “If you
please, sir, would yon—" .

“Pway leave this to me, Tom Mawwy,”
ID’Arey. I wathah think that I—" 3

“@hut up, ase ! whispered Blake, dragging the swell of
St Jim's back.

1 wefuse to shut up, Blake,' said D’Arey loudly, tear-
ing his sleeve out of his chum’s grip. * Pway allow me to
pul it to Doctah Holmes as one gentleman —" .

“8hat up, idiop!"” hissed Blake, catching hold of his
chum’s sleave again.

“ Weally, Blake—""

“Silence D'Arcy, if you please!” said Dr.
sharply. “ Well, Merry."

“ ut, sir, pway allow me——""

“ Rilence !  Another word, D'Arcy, and I will cane you!l
Go on, Merry, at ornce!" §

Tom Morry, who had been glaring at the swell of Bb.
i]im"{ﬁ, who now at last subsi(les, took his courage in both
hands.

“IF you please, sir, I—T wondered—that is, we thought—
er—would you allow us to organise n orickef mafch, or—or
something to—to help on Mr. Short's Church Bazaar, sir 1™
be burst out. *“ We should like to do something for Mr.
Short, sir, and it wounld attract the fellows to the hazaar,
espeeially if—if—"

I what, Merry? Go on!” said the Head kindly.

“ Y f—if—er—if—"

“Really, Merry, 1 can sce no cnuse for this diffidence,’
said the Hend a littlo testily. * Please go onl”

“ [f—if the chaps—I—I mean the fellows, sir, had a whole
holiday on Saturday.”

« Ol 1" said the Head, a little taken aback, ‘‘I—I see!”

“ Vou see, sir, we could challenge the Grammar School
cad—I mean fellows—and make an inter-school affair of it,
and that would bring the follows from both schools to the
bazaar, sir!" 5 .

“\Vell, well, Merry; this is a—a somewhat bold request
for you to malee at the present time, but I appreciate your
motive, and I think it does you credit. As a matter of
fact,” continued the doctor, 1 waa thinking of giving the
school ' whole holiday en Saturday, in order to give the
boys an opportunity of supporting the Church Bazaay, as it
deserves to be supported.  However, it has struck me that
many of the boys might—er—might possibly make use of
the holidny in some other way, in which caso the whola
holiday would defent ifs own object. Your iden of pro-
viding an attraction beyond the—eér—usual features of such
brzanrs is certwinly a good one, and I am inclined fo
allow you to carry it out. Yes, you have my permission
ta organise a cricket match or other contest swith the
Grammar School lads, snd I have no doubt Dr. Monlk,
their head-mastor, will regard the matter in the same light
as I do. Bub I must remind you, bioys," and Dr. Holmes's
voice had & warning note in it as he ;Elapccd over tho
dozen juniors, ‘‘ there muat be no kind of riof or disturb-
ance at the bazaar. I shall regard anything of the kind
a5 a most serious offence.” oy

The juniors looked virtuonsly indignant. Thoy locked at
ench c:t].h i i

interrupted

Holmes

¥

er in grieved amazement as who should say, “Can
anyono possibly suspect us of 1]01:1% likely to make any kind
of riot or disturbance?" Bt Dr. IHolmes did not seom
impressed. He looked at them o little grimly, though there
was n latent twinkle in his eyes, and waved his hand to-
wards the door.

“Vou can go!” he said shortly.
lines.”

And the twelve juniors trooped out of the study.

CHAPTER 14.
A Study Mzeting.
ﬂ TTER leaving the Head's study, the juniors had no

“Pon't forget those

time to discuss further details of their plan to give

Mr. 8hort's bazanr n “leg-up ™ that evening. The

visit to the study had intervupted preparation, and

the juniors had to return nt once o their respective quarters

in order to finish it before bed-timo. They had time, how-

avor, to nrrange to meob in Tom Merry's study after morn-
ing school on the fallowing ‘day. =
0, .
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. Punctually at 12.30, therafore, on the Thursday, twelva
91-9“"?”’ assembled in the somewhat confined space of the
errible Three's study in the Shell passage. Glyn had nok
besn: into school that morning, us he wes rést‘iniz his anlle
on o sofa in the Mouse-dame's little room, a0 lie was not
nbls to be prosent at the meeting. But Noble had promisad
im a full report of the proceedings afterwards, Thoro was
a buzz of conversation in the little apartment, which was
orowded to sufforation. The juniors had balen up positions
whera thoy could. The conl-locker, (he table, the hook-
shell, and the windew all had more than their full comple-
ment of roosting juniors
om Merry, who by right of being by common consent
vhairman of the meeting, was oceupying 4 chair, banged on
th? table with o cricketstump,

fOrdsr, order, gentlemen, please !’ he velled, making his
voica heard with difficulty sbove the din. “Order, you
ngges !’ -

He prodded those gentlemen mearest to him with the
orickebstump in order to furthor attract their aitention.
and this measuro at Inst bogan to praduce somo effeet. The
din quietaned down, and thosa juniors who had had fhe
henefit of Tom Merry's ericketstump, loft off their hosted
arguments, and turned wrathfully to the chairman,

ol oub, you utter dummy !’ roared Blake, who had
been nngng{ecl i a fierce controversy with Kerr, of the New
Houss, ““Tf yon jab that stump into my ribs wgain, you
Sh?ll-ﬁsh. P'I=T'II jump on ,vou“' -

 Xans, wathah,"” put in Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, who
hed been loudly remonstrating with Monty Lowther nhout
something or ot.lwr, and hod beeun the reoipient of some
of Tom i‘:‘!qrw 5 prods. “I comsidah yow nre & wuff
‘boundnh, Tom Mewwy. ¥You have pwodded me till I am all
itk Auttal, donsidah you have excesded your authowity
48 chatrman of this meofin’, and I put'it to the moetin',”
continued 1’ Aroy, raising his voice—" T put it to the meefin’
that Tom Mowwy be weauired to wosign fwom the chair,
his place to be taken by Arthur Auzustus D' Arcy, Fsquire,”
ey Bats I anid Tom Marry, flourishing the ericket-stumy,
“I'm chairman of this meeling, and TU'm going to stay
o};[s”;-",‘ﬂﬂ of this mooting. Now—hallo! What's the matter
now

Tom in flourishing the stump to give emphasis to his
declaration had cauglt D'Al‘tjy a gounding orack over the
lenuckles, and the swell of 8t. Jim's had instantly given vent
to a fiendish yoll. ; ‘

Dt:f?}s‘! Wow! Ow!l You shwiokin' duffah! Oh—ol |
“Borry! You should got out of the way, though, when

o chap's talking, Gussy,” snid Tom calm ¥
tlamen, to business, plensa "
¢ You howlin' wottah—'

Ring off, Gussy, pleass; you'ro interrupting,” said Tom
Morry, looking at D'Arcy soverely. “If you oall it good
manners to come into a chap’s own utudi- and’ interrupb
u\'ar{; word he says, 1 don't,”

& T
£ R‘

“ Now, geu-

anlly, Tom Mewwy—"'

W off ! Now, gentlemon—""
i\ “But T mugt pwotest—'""
' = Ring oft!" howled eleven voices in unison. And D'Aroy
boiling with indignation © rung off.”

“ Now, gontlomen—"" resumed Tom Merry,
i Hear, liear ! 2
' We havo met togother to consider how best to give Mr,
Short's bazaar n leg up—'"
. “Hear, hear!”
{ “In recognition of his being a—a—an old sport "
+ “Hear, hoar!"
i '"“Let the proceedings proceed ! .
b AT pro[posu that a message be sont to Frank Mouk, the
ilender of our estesmed friends the juniord of Ryloombe
-,Gga‘smuw.iri_Schop[, challenging him to & cricket match,'
4 ood I'
¢+ Wo will esplain the ciroumstonces of the case to him,
{and ask him to got the clmgs from the Grammar School to
;eome in crowds. He would have to get Dr. Monk's por-
i mission, of course,'

“It must be o regular,
Jnateh, !
“ Rother.”
“Wa mizht just mention what the Fead said about
(Tagging, too; in case he gets up to any of his little games,
i You remember the rotters ragged us on our own ground
Jwhen we played the Grammay eads—I mean our esteermed
. friends—not so very long ago."

“Ha, ha, ha'l CGood wheezo!"” } i
i Now, tho question is, what elss shall e challonge thom
ita? We might arrange o boxing-match, ns wall."

aocond that suggestion,” said Jack Blake. “T'll be

properly-arranged, inter-school

j‘plaamtv:l to mept Monk, or any éther Grammar School

junior, with gloves or without.”
i “We don't want o prim-fiﬁht. Blakey "
Tae Gy Lisrary.—No. Bl.
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Y Who's falking about n prize-fight?"" said Blake indigz
nautly, e

{5 &,el[, if we wanted to charge tuppence admission to sca
you and Monk serapping without gloyes—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” L ; '

" The Reverend Septimus Short might not lilee the idea,”
spid Tom Merry. hut we might arrange for you to hox
any one of the Grammar roftors they chooss. ™ We could
gel o sonior to rof_orae. and aveanige it properly, nnr]_chr_l.rga
a little extra admigsion. Butb it must be a praper, dignified
contest, not a desperate scrap.’

** Hear, hear |

Well, put e down for a
“T'll take the beggors on!"

¥ (Good ! That's setilod, then. Now—— d

SEEAL qhnllenqﬁ any one of 'em to & bout of singlo-sfioks,”
b in Dighy. “T've heen praclising a good bit Iately, and
![ rather think I'm protty hot stuff at it,"

“ Well, if vou any so yourself, Dig, I supposc it's all
right I romarked Tom Mekry, ¢ Nothing like being modest,
you linow.!

*I1a, ha, ha!"

“Well, look here,” bezan Dig, warmly.
on, and—""

“Rats! You won't! Al right then, we'll put you down
for a bout of singlo-sticks, Dig, We'll jam that in with the
boxing without extra charge, then Perlmps we shall get a
fow fathends to gomo in and watch.'

' Ha, ha, ho !" L ;

“ Look hore—"" bogan Blalke and Dighy together, with
equnl heat.  Both considered it a distinet reflection on their
athlotic prowess to have it inainuated fhat there would bo
the slightest difficulty in getting a full house for the boxing
and single-stick contosts, .

* Now, said Tom Morry, pacifically. **Wo

boxing-contest,” said Blake.

ST fake you

on't jaw,"
shall neyer got on with the husiness if you two will g0 on
jawing so much.”

“Jawing? Why, we've hardly said & word I shouted the
incensed Blake,

* It's you do all the jawing, you-—"

“Order ! Order!"

“Order rafs{ T—"

“Order! I you interrupt, Blakey, vou'll get chucked
out I
“Why, I'll—"

And the exasperated Blake made a rush at the chairman,
who promplly throw himself into an attitude of dofence.
Strong hands, however, graspod the struggling chief of
Study 6, and ho was forced to subside, muttering daerlk
thrents of whnt he would have done had he renched tho
chairman, k

Tom Merry, quite unmoved by Jack Blalke's fulminations,
rn?md on the table with his trusty crickel-stump,

*Now, that's arranged, then, gentlemen. Our cateemed
friend Jack Blake having now been prevailed upon fio
cense from interrapting the procoedings for a fow minutes”
—there was a _growl from Blake—we will procerd. Blako
ia to box, and Dig to fence, or single-sticl, rather. Now

‘T havo auother contest
called out Monty Lowtlior . i
“Wall, out with it, Monty., We could do with one niora
contest, perhaps. What is it 2" .
“An eating motch,” said Lowther—*a gormandising
contest 1"
“¥lw, hn, ha 1" !
“We could put up Tatty Wynn," continued Lowther, with
a grin, ‘“and challenge auy (wvo of tho Grammarinns
togat.her to forﬁ'u 4s much as him in o given time "
‘Ha, ha, ha " yelled l‘!mf‘gmcr& .
“Tl punch vour head, Lowthor, when I get at you!"
growled Fatty Wynn, “Wo don’t want any of your robton
jokes. Besides,” added Fatty plainfivoly, “I don't know
why you insinuate that I eat a lot! I've gof a henlthy
appetito, I admit, especially in this Septomber weathor, but
yow.can't say I eat much. You know what I had for break-
Tast, Figgy. You couldnt call that much for a healthy
appetite.” :

Yos, I think I romember
Figgina. “ Half o dozen o

“Noj only five, Figgy!"
romonstranco.

“Well, five sggs, n dozon rashers of bacon, half a enbbit-
pio, and marmalade, I think it was,"” said Figgins. “Thal's
right, isn't i, Fatty 7"

*“Fla, ha, ha ! s .

““Yes, that's all, old mnn, excopt that little bit of cold
tcnrp;ue and the rest of tho sardines, you lenow '

“Hn, hn, ha1* e

“You—you young cormorant I gasped Tom Morry, wiping
his oyes, ¥rom which tears of laughter had boon stroaming,
“Blessed if T know how it is you den't burat; You will,

to suggest, Mr. Chairmanl?

what you had,” grinted

put in ITatty, in a tone af

B .
MARTIN CYLIFFORD.



Every Thussday.

ano of these days. And when you do, don't forget that 1
warned you.' i : -

_ ‘““Oh, really, Tom Merry | said Fatty Wynn; in an injured
tone.

““No,” went on the chairman when the meating had
recovered ils composure; 1 think an eating match, though
our side would certainly win, would be too expensive. /] i‘.
xrt.‘ wtoull’c'l cost about ten guids' worth of solid ‘grub to satisty

ot 'y

" Ha, ha, ha!"

Falty Wynn granted.

4 Took here, Tom Merry, thal’s all rot, you know.” he
said; ‘“and, of course, Monty Lowther was only trying to be
furiny. But the idea’s not bad, you know. Wa might have
it clompctit:ml to seo who could eat two or three dozen
taris—

*Ha, ha, ha " yelled the juniors again. * Fa, ha

“What is thero to eackle at in that, you lunafies!”
demanded Fatty Wynn indignently, “T would go'in for a
contost \\;'héru you had to eat, say, two or threa dozen
tarts—"

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“TPa or theco dozan farts; and—

“Ha, ha! Ring off, Fatty, or you will be the denth of
ug 1" gasped Figgine.

Patty gave a grunt.

“Von cackling rotters—" he hegan wrathfully.

But his indignant tirade was cut short by a wellknown
and welcome sound.

It was the sound of the dinner-boll.

Fatty Wynn, hastily broke off in his remarks, and began
to clbow his way towards tho deor.

“(ome on, you chaps!” he exclaimed. “Buck up! Weo
doni't want to be late. I'm hungrf' it}

And ha foreed a passago through the erowded study to the
deor, and disappeared.

Thare was a yell of laughter.

My hat 1" gasped Tom Merry., “ What a Falstaff! Tm
ﬁim’l don’t have fto ray for his keep ! Well, you chaps,”

e added hastily, *“T'll write to or call on Frank Monk, and
tell him what we propose.
know."

“Right-ho 1"

And the mecting broke up, and the juniors trooped off to
dinuer,

He'll ngree like a shot, I

CHAPTER 15.
The Great Day.
1B following Baturday broke clear and bright, a
clondless September morning, and all Bt. Jim's woke
in a good temper.

Tom Morry had completed the arrangements ‘with Frank
Monle, who was only too ready to enter into all the contests
proposed, and an attractive ‘)mgmmmn of avents had bean
nensn, De. Monk, the head-master of the Grammar
Schaol, had followed the lead sct by Dr. Holmes, and had
granted the Giammarians a whole holiday in lieu' of the
usual halfl : 5

The Reverend Septimus Short wne delighted with Tom
Morry's scheme. The lm}yn of the two hig schaols, many of
them sccompanied by their sisters and their cousins and
their aunts, would swell the numbers of the bazaar patrons
considerably, and would make an sppreciable differeunce fo
the rocoipts of the stallholders, and that, in the eyes of the
Rey. Septimus Short, was fthe main thing.

This schenie of restoring tho anciont. parish church of
Rylcombe was one ho hiad had very near his heart for years,
and for yoars he had been steadily accumulating a fund
to ba devoted to that purpose. This fund had now reeched
a point some BI50 from the sum which it was deemed
neoossary to obtain before the work of restoration and repair
could be begun on the eld church. The good vienr had,
therefore, determined ta hold a monster bazaar, as a
supreme effort, to tr and swell the fund at one blow to the
necessary sizo. Ho had seoured the support not only of the
whole Pnna!l, which was n very amall one, but of a large
part of the surrounding district, comprising a considerable
soction of the county, and everything pointed to the bazaer
being a huge success.

The weather, of course, was the one thing the vicar of
Ryléombo could not armlli;u for beforchand, but ho
absolutely refused to discuts the possibility of its being wet.
Tn %ain his helpers had urged him to try and make some
pravision: f ho‘ding the bazanr indoors, in case of a deluge
of rain. The vicar's gllvnl:xable reply hod been:

“ My dear ladics, if will not be wet, I feel positively
assured that the day will be brilliantly fine.” ]

And the weather for once had justified the confidence
ploced in it. A finer day than the Baturday of the great
ovent conld not have been wished for by the vieai's most
cnthusiastic supporter.
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Tom Merry & Co. wore up early for a run down to tha
rippling Rbyl and n dip bofore breakinst, as were many, of
! The morning
was so fine that it compelled oll but confirmed sluggards to
rise early.

“ Feeling fit, Fiﬁgf 2" aslred Tom Merry, os the Terrible
Three trotted hack trom the bank of the Rhyl, with their
towels over their shonldors, by the side of Figgine and Kerr,
Fattﬁ:ﬂ\‘-’ynn wag puffing awny in the rear.

“Rather I'* answered Figgins, it a= o fiddle ! ;

And he looked it, too. With his spare, hardy-looking
frame, long, lean logs, brawny arms, and rugged face,
F:{gma looked the rictm’u of healthy boyhood.

And Tom Merry looked ns fit as Figgins,

“How's, Fatty?” grinned Lowther, " ¥ou mustn't lot
him injure himself by over-cating to.day, you kiow. Wo
ghall want his bowling in the muotch this afternoon badly.
I henr Trank Monk has got o jolly good team up against

“Oh, Falty's all right!” replied Figging, with a grin.
“ We'll look aficr the young cormorant and see that ho
does not cat more than enough for six or seven.”

“Ha, ha, ha !l

“ 1 say, Figgy, old man,” ecame a gasping voice from thoe
roar—<1 sny, Figgy! Have you got such a thing azs a
chunk of toffee on you? 1 do get 2o hungry after bathing,
you know."”

““Hpa, ha, ha!” roared the Terrible Three. “ Talk of
engels] Good old Fatty! Well, so-long, Figgy! Sce you
aftor brekler 1”7

And the Torrible Three sprinted across the quad to the
School House, while Figging and Korr turned to wait for
Fatty Wynn, who. was still ‘loudly calling for some where-
withal to appeasc his rnglng hunger, :

Immedintely after breakfast the twelve juniors who had
formed thomselves into the 8t. Jim's Bazaar Committes, met
in the qund, and startod off down to the village on their
bicyeles.

The bazaar did not open, lproperly sp_ual:inF, until hali-
Enﬂ: ten, but there were still n few minor details of the
oxing and cricket mutches, ofo,, to be sottled by the Bt
Jim’s juniors, with the Graommarians, and, anyway, there
was plenty of work to he done by willing hands,

The rectory Elabn-quow, in which the bazrar was to be
held, presented an animated scene. An army of lndi
young and old, and middle-aged, were rushing about, full o
pxcitement, und a babel of chattering voices rose from the
throng. A number of harassed men, with hammers in their
hands and tintacks in their mouths, were hmnﬁ hunted from
one stall to anotlier by the excited stall-holders, with
insistent requests to nail up pieces of coloured oloth and
Chinese lanterns, and all other 1mml:harn_nhs. of the Charity
Baznar. An air of bustle and good humour prevailed every-
where, and the twelve juniors grinned cheorfully at ono
another as they jumped off their cyeles at the gate of the
rootory meadow.

“ There's some talking going on,” remarked Tom Merry.
“Tf the row is anything to go by, this bazaar’s going to be n
howling success.”'

‘ Ha, ha! Rather 4y 3 X

And, leaving their machines in the ditch under the hedge,
the juniors strolled in amongst the busy throng.

Frank Monlk had not yet turned up, apparently, and the
funiors were strolling round the stalls, to which the finisking
touches were now being puf, when suddenly Figgins gave n
violent ‘start, and stood gtock still, staring over in tha
direction of the stall presided over by the yicar's daughfer.

“My—my het?” he gasped. “ Look there!” ;

And o flush of pleasure mantlad his rugged face, and his
eyes sparkled.

The juniors all stopped and stared intently in the same
direction. ;
_‘“What’s up, deah boy?* drawled D'Arcy, languidly put-
ting up his monoole. 1 gL

““Can’t you see, dummy 2’ exclaimed Iiggins breathlessly.

“Weally, Flgn‘j:m' —tr 3 ;

“\Why, hurrah! It's Cousin Ethel!” broke in Tom
Merry excitedly, end waeving his cap, :

“Cousin Ethel! Why, so it is!” exclaimed several voicos
simultancously. * Hurray!” 3 2 4

“Weally, denh boys,” said D’Arcy, staring in vain
through his monocle in the direction of the viearsge stall,
“yon must be mistaken! Cousin Ethel is stayin’ at East-
waod House at pwesent, T know. She would have let mo
know if she was comin' ovah to-day. Yourhave made n

mistake, Figging” 1 !

‘* Miatake, you 4ss! As if T should have mode a migtake !
Why, I'd—1'd know Cousin Ethel in o ‘mill* " exclaimed
Fig{mﬁ indufrgmlgiy. 3

“Weally, Figgins, it seems to me—""

“ Oh, come on !

Don't stand there jowing all day, Gussy !
Let's go over and i

aon  Cousin  lithel said Iiggins
: No. g.l
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impofuswsly, grasping D'Arcy by the arm. and uwrging him
forward at & run.

R Wna]l{r, Figgins—— Tleah, welonse me, you wuff
wottah!l Weleass me imumdmtﬁll_y 1" eried Arthur Augustus,
wrenching his arm free from Figgins's grrl , and dropping
into a slow walk., “I should be sowwy 1 f-hud to mar the
owoeeadin's by givin' you a feahful thwashing,”

4 YF.'.' you would, Gussy,” said Figging grimly—*jolly
gorry !

“ Unless you tweat me with more wespect, though, I shall
have no other wesource,” continued D'Arcy.

*Is my tie stwaight, Tom Mewwy 1" he added,

“Benutiful I

£ And my collah 7!

Clean as a pin!” ) v

“Thon I think T will wun ovah and see my cousin,’ snid
D'Aroy complacently, “if it wenlly is Ithel. You fellahs
ann go on lookin' wound for Fwank Monk, I may be too
busy to join you till the cwicket match staris! So long,
deah boys 1 .

And D'Arcy waved his hand gracefully, and started to
walk off in the direction of Cousin Ethel,

The juniors starod at one another, and gasped. It was
true that Lthel Cleveland was D’Arcy’s cousin, but all the
juniors present wore ﬁrcnt friends of hers, and she was im-
mensely popular with them, They all called her Cousin
Lithel, nnd, to n man, would have done anything for her.

And Cousin Ethel knew it, and regarded them in the light
of true chums, Tt was rather rough, then, for D'Arey to
ealmily nssume, by right of his relationship, that he was the
only member of the party that his cousin would care about
seeing ab present. D'Arcy, however, was absolutely alono in
his views. Every other member of the party differed from
him entirely, and they had not the slightest intention of
submitting to his cool suggestion that they should “go on
looking round for Frank Monk," what time he himself was
*doing the polite” to Cousin Kthel.

Tom Merry and Fl?gms stared ot one nnother, and then
they glaved after the form of the elegant swell of St. Jim’s.
But not for long did they remain thus. :

With one bound they sprang after D'Arcy’s retreating
form, and, irnapmg his nrms on either side, jerked him
viplently baak.

“ Ow—wow !” yolled the unlucky swell of St. Jim's.
“Ow! You wottnhs! What are you doin’, you wuff
boundahs? You have put me in quite o fAuattah ! :

“You—you fntheaded ass!" snid Tom Merxy, in
moasured tones. ** You chuckle-honded dummy! Do you
think we're going to trot on round like good little boys
while yon are bo:;mig Cousin Tthel to death with your 1dictic
burbling? No, sir! I don’t think " {

M Weally, Tom'Moww}v——"_ snid Arthur Augustus in-
lenu.utly, struggling to free his arms, 3

“I should think not, indeed!" said Figgins, with great
heat. “This tailor’s dummy must be gomi off his dot in
his old age! As if Cousin Ethel could possi l{_| want to see
him! If he likes to go on round looking for Frank Monl,
we will go on and see Cousin Kthel [

“ Hear, hear|"

“Wats| Weleaso me, yon feahiul asses, or I shall lose
my tempah, and stwike you!”

“Go hon !

‘““Weleasoe me!” yelled the unforfunate D'Arc-.
“ Welease—"" ;

“* Now, Guasy, don’t make such a fenrful row I said Jack
Blake severely, wnggp‘* & roproving forefinger at his study-
mate. “ Hverybody s looking this way. You'll get turned
out of ﬁ‘.m bazanr grounds in a minute, I'm quoite ashamad

“Woally, Blake, I am boin’ tweated with gwoss dis-
wespect | IT—" ; E

“Now, come on Gussy, and don’t jaw !” said Tom Merry;
and, keeping tight hold of D'Arcy’s arm, he and Figgins,
followed by the rest of the juniors, led the swell of 8t. Jim’s
ﬁrm]i,' over to where Cousin Kthel was alveady standing up
and looking with & smile in their direction.

When they got to within a few i,rnrds of the viearage stall
Figging nnd Tom Morry releasod D'Arcy's arms, and walke
demurely by his side, knowing full well that D'Arcy wonld
never make any fuss now that they were in Cousin Ethel's
presence. iy E 4

As they nppronched, the juniors all raised their caps, and
Cousin Ethel gave them a sweet smile.

“ Fsn't: this jolly I”” she oried, with sparkling eyes. ‘“How
do ly::u.: do, Arthur, and you, Tom Merry, and you, Figgins,
and all the rest of my friends? T thought I would give yon
ull o surprise by coming to the bazaar, Elsie Short, here”
—and Cousin Ethel turned fo o smiling girl who was busy
atranging some fancy work on' the stall—*invited me to
, come and help ot her atall at tho last moment, as she was a
bit short-handed. ¥You know Iilsie, don’t you, hoys?”

The juniors took off their caps again. They all knew Elsie

Tur Gesm Linrary.—No. B,
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Short, the vicar’s daughler, quite well. Blsie gave them a
nod and a bright smile, and then went on with her work of
nrrnnﬁin her wares. Elsie was a mosk energetic worker
and_ the Siifq- and soul of the various purish charities and
working socicties, She was o good deul older than Ethel
G!es‘[i];land, but the juniors liked and respected her very
much,

1 didn’t lot you know that I was coming, Arthur,” pur-
sued Cousin Ethel, ““because Dlsie told me you were all
helping, nnd I should see you here, and I wanted to surprise
vou.l And so I did, didn’t 1% she added, with a merry
augh,

“Yes; and o jolly fine surprise it was, Miss Ethel,” said
Iiggins, in such a tone of deep earnest that C
Tithel blushed slightly. y :

“Yans, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus, looking ot
Figgins n little curiously through his monocle. It struck
D'Arcy, too, that Figgms spoke with more earnestness than
was his wont; and D'Arcy wondered many things.

“Fallo,” uunf out Jack Blake suddenly, looking round,
“ there’s Monk ooking for us!” 2

** Blow Monk !"" multered Figging, under his bresth.

1 beg your pardon, Figgins. *Did you addwess mo{"
asked D'Arcy absently. Gon !

“No, I didn’t, Gussy!” said Figgins, turning very red,
“I—I was only—er—thinking that perhaps we—that is, some
of us, ought to go and see Monk, and—and fnish maling
the arrangements, you know " =

The juniors who were standing nenrest to Figgins, and
had caught what he had murmured, grinned broadly, and
F:F%:_ns went redder than ever. <

*Yans, wathah! I wegard_that as a good ideah!” re-
marked Arthur Augustus. * You fellahs had bettgh wun off
at once, I think. on will excuse them, Cousin Ithel, I
hope? They have to finish makin' the nwwangements for
the contests, etcetewan,”

“ Cartainly,” said Cousin Ethel.
do, too.”

The juniors glared at D’Arcy in silence, but they could
make no protest. Any altercation in the presence of Cousin
]Ef.-f;c] was bad form and out of the question. So the juniors
wd to go.

As thgay slowly and reluctantly turned to go, Tofi Merry,
with o swokly smile, said:

" Ara—aren't you coming, Gussy? You're on the bazaar
committee, you know."” 5 T

‘“Oh, that's all wight, deah boys!” said D'Arcy airily.
“You must twy and get on without ms. I am goin' to stay
and help Kthel to awwange her slall, you know." )

*Oh, I couldn’t think of allowing that, Arthur,” said
Cousin Kthel seriously, ““¥ou must not let me keop you
from your meeting. Pleasa don’t stoy for me. I shall be
very busy, you lknow.”

' Novah mind, deah boy—I moan, deah gal, I can help
you, you lnow," g

“*T am afraid you could not be much help, Arthur,” said
Cousin Ethel, with n smile. ““I don’t suppose you have had
ruch experience in setting oub fancy work.”

"l Il}'h .F oun twy, Ethel, deah gal. I would wathah stop
heah !

“No, really, I cannot allow you to meglect your duties
for mo,"” suid Tithel firmly, ‘*You musb go along with your
friends, Arthur. T shall see you all again later.”

* But, wenlly—"

‘““Now, Arthur—"

“ Vewy wall, if you insist, deah gnl—

“T do insist!" smiled Cousin Ethel,

And Arthur Augustus had no more to say., He raised his
onp pnhtal% though he looked rather blank, and walked off
with Tom Moerry, after the others,

“You bounder I'"" said Tom Merry, grinning af tha Fourth-
TFormer’s rueful face. “I was determined that you should
not pack us all off while you stayed by Cousin Ethel! I
was thinking of Cousin Ethel, you sse."

“ Weally, deah bay: et =

“Now, Gussy, don’t start jawing! Here's Monkey 1"

And the Bb Jim's juniors ,‘oguad Monk and his friends,
Lane and Carboy, and plunged into business forthwith:

CHAPTER 16.
_ The Bazaar.
]:P)UNC‘I’UALLY at hul.f-imnt ten, Lady Millborough,

“T have & good deal to

¥

wife of Sir John Millborough, the BM.P. for the

Wayland division of Sussex, drove up in her motor,
and formally declared the Rylcomba Church Bazaar to be
open. She made a few remarks relative to the worthiness
of the object of the bazaar, and having been thanked by
the vionr in a few well.chosen and—muoy we whisper ib—
wall-rehonrsed words, her ladyship proceeded to fulfil hor
duty, which was to purchase a good muny pounds’ wortl
of moro or less desirable goods at the stalls in the bazaar.
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This accomplished, her Jadyship speedily drove off sgain
to the accompaniment of lusty cheers, leaving everybody
charmed with lier graciousness and condescension.

The 8t. Jim’s boys had turned up in full force, ns had
the Grammar School youths, and the bazagr had not been
opon very long before it was til_rons_qd with the seniors and
Lumm-s of the two schools, their brightly-coloured caps or

atbands standing oub conspicuously nmidst the white of
the ladics dresses. s

A cansiderable crowd largely cousisting of the school-

w5, paid their threopence admission to the enclosure
where the boxing and single-stick contests were to be held,
and as the hour of eleven approached, considerable excite-
ment boowme manifest, especially amongst the junior
members of the audience. It was obyious that the infer-
school character of the contests had proved, as Tom Merry
said it would, a great “deaw,” as rivalry between St.
Jim's and the Grammar Bchool, though quite friendly, was
very keen.

There was a yell fram the crowded henches as Jack Blake
and Frank Monk, elad in shorts and thin vests, and looking
very handsome and athletic in their scanty garments,
stepped together into the ring.

“Go it, Jacky!"”

“Sock it to him, Monkey!"”

“Hurrah for the Grammar Scliool '

"8t Jim's for ever!”

Various and conflicting cries rang out from all guarters
of the audience as the two boxers fzeod ench other, and at
the call of *“ Time!” from Kiklare, who had consented to
referca, shook hands, and began to spar cautiously for an
opening. J :

“ Mind vour eye, Mankey I’' whispered Jack Blake, with
a grin. “I'm going to hit it in & minute !’

‘Right-ho " “grinned Frank Monk in “T'm
ready ! Clame on and da it !”

And Jack Blake did!

Both juniors were very fair boxers, and they were very
cvenly matched. Frank Monk had'the advantage of height
and reach, but on the other hand, Jack Blake was the
sturdier of the twe; both locked very tough custonicrs, as
indeed they waore.

But Monk wes not, in spite of Blake’s fair warning, guite
prepared for such a sudden and wviolent attack as was
Iaunched at him.

Blake made two or three rapid feints, and then, ducking
his head to avoid a blow from Monk, at the same time
landed a terrifie right-hunder fairly and squarely between
Monk's eyes. It was a real Yorkshire blow, like the kick
of a horse, and Frank Monk wont down like o felled ox,
with myriads of gorgeously-coloured stars flashing across
his vision.

There was a terrific roar from the crowd at this sensa-
tional development. It was doubtful which side was the
most surprised, but Loth gave yent to their feelings by
means of yelle—{he S8t. Jim’s boys of triumph, and the
Grammarians of defiance and dismay,

There was a sudden gilence as the timekeeper's ling were
geen 10 be moving, and everyone listened with bated breath.

* Beven, eight 13 y
~ Would Frank Monk rise bofore be was counted out! Or
wonld the ﬁghl. be finished there and then ¢

* Nine—"

There was a general gasp, as Monk mude a slight move-
mout, and then suddenly sat up with a jerk, looking round
him with dazed cyes.

The dtimeckeeper snapped his watch shut, and the
Grammarians gasped with relief. Monk had saved his
bacon so far.

Jack Blake stoad_quietl{ i:'y, watching his opponent with
something like anxiety. And when Monk stoggered to his
feet, Blake made no attempt to hit him. He would not
think of taking his man at such a disndvantage, though he
would have benn guite within his rights in so doing.

The call of time cama to Monk's rolief & moment later,
and the gombatants rotirad to their seconds, to come up
for the second round both as fresh as daisics, apparently.

After that tho fight was extraordinarily oven, though at
times vory oxociting. Once Monk laid {Hnlm out with a
magnificent upper-cut just on the call of time, thus levelling
accounts up with his opponent.

_The two fought on with bulldog cournge and determina-
tion, the thud of glove mecting f;_};lcnm muking itself leard
even abovo the excited chatter of the lookers-on.

Alfter the tenth round the two were beginning to breatho
rathor heavily, though cach was far irom being beaten.
Neithor dreamed of giving' up, and they wero so cvenly
matched, that it looked as if the contest would zo on tiil
the contestants-were overcome with exhoustion; and, secing
this, Kildare stopped the fight after the eloventh round,
declaring the result to be a draw.
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The announcement of the result was received with
vociferons  cheers, Dyerybody was satisfied, the champion
of neither side had been beaten, and s magnificent exhi-
bition of skilful, scientific glove-fighting had been witnessed.
As Blake afterwards said, ' What more could yon oxpect
for threepence 777

But more was to come! { =

Digby and Lane appeared, clad in leather jackets, wicker
muosks;, and gountlets; and armed with single-sticks.

They were greeted with further hoarty cheers, and each
walxls cagerly and noisily backed up by hig respective school
fellows, :

The spirit of partisanship was actively kept up, and 8t
Jim’s fellows and Grammarians Iamcimmcd, in  deaidedly
audible tones, that their man would prove an easy winner.

As a matter of fact, neither of the competitors” proved an
oasy winner. The struggle was a very tough one indeed.

Three bouts wero fought, and first blood was searad b
Dighby, who, cleverly getting past his opponent’s gunard,
caught him & sounding thwack on the shoulder, to the
delight of the 8t. Jim’s boys:

“ Good for you, Dig!” they yelled. “ Give him socks !

“8t. Jim's for ever!”

Digby and Lane, encouraged by the cheers, fought on
merrily, exchanging lusty blows with lightning rn,pldntf.
Thoy, too, were evenly matohed, and gained one bout each;
Dighy winring the first and Lane the second after A pro-
longed struggle. The third and final bout fell to Dighby,
who fenced n & wonderful manner, to the delight of the
St. Jim’s gym. istructar, who had taken a lot of trouble
with him_ hcfore the event.

The spirited exhibition was loudly applauded, and all
agrecd both had put up on excellent show. The 8t Jim's
bays were jubilant, and did not omit to show it, while the

vammarions did not feel that their man had disgraced
them in any way.

The show ended with ao gymnastic display composed of
agqunl numbers of 8. Jim's and Grammarian juniors, who
carried out many difficult evolutions in & manncr creditable
to themselves and their instructors alike. This item also
evoked hearty applause, and the crowd streamed out of the
canvas-walled enclosure with the feeling that they had had
their full money's worth.

The schoolboys now dispersed all over the bazaar, visitin
the stalls and side-shows according to their individua
faneies,

The sweet stall, presided over by Ailsa Macgregor and
Flora Bell, two members of Cousin Iithel's corps of Girl
Scouts, who were well known to the 8t. Jim's boys, of
gourse was the centre of a goodly crowd. TFatty Wynn was
thare %mng orders right and leit, which the ]an%iung irls
fulfilfed with alacrity., They knew they had only to hint
at the delights of sny of the boxes and packets of good
things, and Fatty sucoumbed at once, It was obvious that
overy ponny of Fatty's money would find its way into the
till of the sweet stall, ns Ailsa and Flora roguishly deter-
mined that it should. )

Fatty Wynn had just ordered his third Jlarge box of
chocelates to be wrapped up for him, and was reluctantly
paying over the last of his money, whon Figging joined tha
crowd round the sweelstall, 2

He noticed the grinning crowd round his fat chum, and
pushing his way through it, Figgins grasped Iatty by the
armni. ¢

* Come awny, Fall‘q 1" aaid Figqins severely, giving his
arm o jerk. " If yon're going to give a gorging exhibition
you ought to charge for admission, for the beucfit of tho
bazaar, instead of giving a free performance here. Chuck
it, you cormorant!”
i_"I\‘,cu}‘Iy. Figging, I weas only purchasing a fow nccessi-
fog—-"

" Ha, ha, ka!” ronred the crowd.

“What are these votters langhing at?” said Fatty Wynn,
turning round to glare indignantly at the erowd round him,
whose progsence he apparently noticed for the first time.
T was just gcttm & few necessarivg—-""

*"Oh, rats!”? said Figgins ruthlessly. ** Coma on, you fat
porpoise! We want you to bowl this afterncon, and at this
rate you won't be able to walk even!”

‘*Ta, ha, ha ' .

" Bazaars always malke me extra hungry 4

Y Oh, come off!"” grinued Figging. “You will oxcuse
Fatty now, Miss Bell ond Miss Macgregor,” he added,
shooting a laughing glance at the two girls, who had been
watching the' scene with much amusement. “I think you
have about cleared him out."”

’“lA" right. He's been a good customer,” laughed ihe
girla.

And Tiggins marched Fatty Wynn, protesting fechly,
away from the sweet-stall, leaving the crowd round it still
grinning broadly,
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The Pem:liar. shrill, sing-song squawk of a Punch and
Jur.l]y snow had drawn a goodly crowd to another canviis-
walled enclosure, and thither Tom Merry & Co. and Blake
and D'Arey, who had left the boxing enclosure together
wore rapidly making thoir way, when they were aceostod
v Skimpole.

ho genius of the Shell buttonlioled Tom Merry in the
poculinely irvitating way thob he had, and blinked up at
him_through his enormous spectacles.

“T presume you are going to the concert, Morry,” Lo
said, *“T also wish to go, buf, unfortunately, I have not
got any moncy with me."

“Go hon!" said Blaka.

‘It is a fack, Blake,” said Skimpolo: *‘Burely you do
not doubt my word? As n sincere Socialist—"

“Tt's all right, Skimmy," said Blake, grinning, “I don’t
doubt you for a moment. What do you propose to' do,
though, under the circumstances 7"’

hy, naturally, I decided to' nccompany youw. I sup-
pose one of you, at any rate, has cnough money with him
to defray the trifling cost of my entrance fee."

“Ta, ha! I suppose so, Skimmy !

I wns, ns a matter of fact, wc)ll provided with money
when I started out from' 8t. Jim's to come to the bazaar,”
puraued Bkimpole. “ Bui an unfortunate man nceosted me
in the road, making the astounding statement that he had
tasted neither food nor drink for over a week, so—"

“Ha, ha, hal” roared Blake. “Did he look starving,
Bkimmy "

“Really, Blake, T see no gruse for merriment in the mis-
fortuncs of a fellow-creature! But, as a matter of fact, he
did not look cxactly like a starving man. Appearances
are, however, often deceptive. Of eourse, as & sincere
Socialist, T jmmediately presonted him with the whole of
the money in my possession, agreeing with him that he
needed it more than I did. It must be very unploasant fo
go without food or drink for a whole weel: I

I should think so, Skimmy!” grinned Tom Merry.
*“But if the chiap who met you was the samo as the chap
woe saw along the road—a big, fat, red-faced tramp, with
a bushy beard and & jolly expression—""

“¥es," said Skimpolo, nodding his head thoughtfully,
*that would be the man, Merry. Ho certainly seemed to
bo making a brave attompt to bear his Iearfug adversitics
choorfully.”

“Ha, ha! Well, T shouldn't say that gentleman had been
without food for a month—--"

“A week he said, Merry.”

“Well, a week, then,” said Tom Morry, with a grin.
“Mare like five minutes, I should say !’

*Really, Merry——""

‘“Ha, ha, ha I’ roared the chums, in unison.

“As a mntter of fact,” pursuod Tom Merry, ‘‘he was
soming out of the Jolly Fnrmer when we first saw him,
wiping his mouth,with his sleeve.”

i But he told me himself that he was starving,” said
Skimpole seriously. *“Surely you do not doubt his word 77

Rother not—I don’t thinkl” grinned Blake, “I am
afraid you have been done, Skimmy. How much did you
give him?"”

“ About thres-and-sevenpencs, I think it was,” answered
Skimpole gravely. “Then I also gave him that flask which
Gore roceived as o present from bis ount last week, 1 had
borrowed it and filled it with lemonnde, and it will no doubt
bo/a groat comfort to the poor man on his weary journey.”

“ Cortainly 1" said Skimpole, with an air of mild surprise.
“He will need it more than (}nra. 1 suppose.”

‘*Ha, ha, ha!”

“My—my hat!" gasped Tom Merry. “What will Gore
say{ FHa, hal”

‘Burely, Merry, Gore will not be selfish about the
matter?" suid Skimpole mildly. “I shall explain to him
that, as a sincere Socinlist, I could take no other course. I
hope Gore will not be unrensonable. Besides,” added Skim-
pole, ““it will be too late to do anything, in any cnse.’

“1 am afraid Gore will do something, though,” said Tom

forry, “ You may find it hard to convince him that you
did the only proper thing under the civeumstances.”

““Ha, ha! Rather!" gasped the chums.

* Never mind, Skimmy, You haven't met CGore wet
Sufficiont unto the day is the evil thervof, now, where is it
you want to go?”

*Why, to the concert, Merry, T sappose that’s where you
were going 2"

‘“MThe concert ?"

“¥Yes, the concegt!”

“T didn't know there was a concert on.”

 Certainly,”” snid Skimpole.

“There isn't," said Blake. T was looking at the notice
just now. The only concerts are at four o'clock and half-
pust-six.’’
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- ““But, suraly, Blake, youennnot be so denf s notito hear
that a concert is now in progress?"

“ A congert on now "

““Why, certainly ! Can you not hear the tones of the—the
soprano or—or—the treble, or something, quite plainly 1

' The—the soprang !" gn‘a&a‘ad Blake.

** The—the treble ! said Tom Morry.

“Veos! Listen! Can you not henr 167"

“ Why—ha, ha, ha! The ass means the Punch and
Judy ' ronred Blake. *“Ha, hn, ha!”

““Ha, hn, ha!” yelled the juniors. *“Ha, ha[” :

“The Punch and Judy!" said Skimpole, in surprise.
“Did you say the Punch and Judy, Blake?"

““Yes, ass! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Dear me, 1 that the Punch and Judy? T must say, I
thought it was a concert. Dear me, how stupid of mol
Still, on reflection, I think that 1 would prefer a Punch and
Judy to a concert! Let us go in!” 5 £

And the chums, still gasping with merriment, went in to
the Punch and Judy, D’Arcy having the privilege of paying
for Skimpole.

CHAPTER 17.

The Cricket Match.

S the morning woxe on into afternoon; the fun at the
bazgar became fast and furious, :

Many of the Bt. Jim's fellows and Grammarians
stayed and hnd lunch in the refreshment-tent, especially
those who had their people with them, The refreshment-
tent was mannged by a number of ladies, who dispensed
irst-class refreshments at quite moderate prices, and all tho

waiting was done by the fairest damsels in the parish,
dressed in charming Dutch costumes, Even Fatty Wynn

admitted that you got your money's worth at the refresh-
ment-tent. - :

Tom Merry & Co. and their friends made up a jolly party
for lunch, There was Ethel Cleveland and Miss Shorf,
whose fancy-work stall had, needless to say, been largely
Fut-rnmsed by the juniors, although the had nof much uss
or fanoy work, Then Monty Lowther had his uncle down,
and Manners his father, while Miss Prisoilln Faweett, T'om
Merry's old overness, Wus also there, having turned up just
in time for lunoh. The rest of the party wars made up of
juniors; Figging & Co., Blake & Co., and Cornstalle & Co,,
with the exception of Glyn, being present in full strength.

At the lost moment, young Wally D’Arcy, Arthur
Auguslus’s younger brother, calinly joined the party, and in
spite of the glares of his major, proceeded to make himself
very much at homo, There was notliing shy about D'Arcy
minor, the rowdiest and most untidy of all the fags of the
Third Form, and the grentest contrast to his elder brother
it was possible fo imagine. In fact, Wally's cheek had
bagome @ byword at 5t. Jun's, bl

The Iuncg passed off with the greatest jollity, and was
prolonged until it was fime for Tom Merry and those of
the lunchers who were members of the team, to run off and
change for the crickat-mateh, ; 5 i

The match, which was to be decided on a single innings,
attracted large crowds, s it was certain to. The St. Jim's
hoya ond the Grammarians turned out almost to o man, and
very many of the older follc were delighted to be able, by
payment of a vory smcll sum as an entrance-fee, to sib on
the seats under the shady trees at the far end of the huge
mendow, ‘and watch a renlly first-closs cricket-matoh, oven
though the players were but boys, i

A very fair pitch had boon [l>rapnretl, and on looking over
the two,teams, it was plain' that an excellent mntch niight
confidently be expected

Tom Maorry losi Lhe toss, and Frank Monk, electing to bat
first, as the wickeb wns i good condition and more likaly
to deteriorate Lhan improve, Tom led his team out on fo the
fisld punctually at half-past two, which was the time hixed
for the start of the match. : :

A fine temn the Bt Jim's juniors looked in their spotless
flannels and brightly-eoloured erickot-caps, as Tomn Morry
led them oul on te the smooth green turf, And a fine team
thoy undoubtedly were. :

here were, bosides Tom Mervy, Blake, Dighy, D'Arcy,
and ITerries, of the Fourth Form, Figgins, Kerr and Wynn
reprosenting the New House, and Noble, Clifton Dane, anc
Reilly, the boy from Delfast. Lowther, and Manners had
elegted to stay on the boundary-line with their uncle and
father respcc_l-:vul{, and swalcl, their decision making tho
task of selecting the tenm much easier for Tom Merry.

Bernard Glyn, of courss, could not play, but ha came
down in p carringe with his sistor, and remained an
intorested spectator throughout the match. A good mony
envious glonces were shot at him as ho sat m a deck-
chair with his injured nnkle supported on a cushion, talking
cheerfully with his pretty sister. A good many fellows
would have given a good denl to chauge places with him,
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Monk. sent in Lane and Gibgon first. They wera both
pretty sound bats, thongh in different ways Lane heing a
mighty hitter, and Gibson being o stone-wnflgr of the most
pronounced type., Monk sent ﬁmm in first in order that,
between then they might breal the back of the bowling for
the rest of the side.

And that’s what they proceeded to do. 3

Keorr and Harry Noble shared the bowling. Both wero
vary fair bowlers, with medium pace, but they could not
geb rid of the two Grammarians. It was true that both

owlors esperienced bad Juck. TLane, who was swiping
away like a young Jessop, was missed off_both of them—
hard catehes, it is true, bub still chances. Fatty Wynn and
Reilly were the culprits, and thm:Fh nothing was said, there
were a good many glares divected at them.

At Inst, when the Grammarian score stood st 55 for no
wickets, and the St. Jim’s fellows wera looking decided
slum, Tom Merny signed to Fatty Wynn to take the ball,

ot hod been reluctant to put him on beiore, although ho
hind latoly developed into a most bricky bowler, as Fatty
Wynn hod to be used sparingly. His was not exactly an
athlotic frame, and: he could not, like some bowlers, go on
thronghout the whole Innings without a rest. Fatly re-
quired frequent rests. =

As ho took the ball in his hand, Fatty Wynn's eyes
gleamed determinedly. The St. Jim's fellows ‘who were
Jooking on, began to look a bit more cheerful, and shouted
encouragement to their champions. :

Fatty Wynn clonchod his teeth and tock a deep breath.
le dotermined to “show those Grammar rotters round,” as
he afterwards expressed it.

Gibson, the stone-waller, faced the bowling of the Walsh
junior first, Gibson was grinning, as he watched Tatty
Wyni’s preparations. He felt himself fairly set now, and
he did not mean to moyve for Fatty, While Lane had heen
making forty-two, Gibson had made nine. And he felt like
staying at the wicket now. 5

But Gibson had never faced Fatty Wynn's bowling.

Fatty Wynn took o little erkly_ run, doubled himself np
at the end of it, and the ball left his hand like a shell from &
four-point-seven. NA ? . s

Gibson made a desperate dab at it with his bat when it
was almost past him, and just managed to turn it aside—
right into the hands of Tom Merry at point,

There was a yell. i

“ Flow's that, nmpire?” . - ‘

And Kildare, who was ummr_m§ with Mr. Railton, the
Hohool ‘{l-f’oum-mmtar, held up his hand,

“ureah ! oome in o great shout from the 8t. Jim's
follows. ‘“‘Good old Fatty ! Hurray I’ 2 ,

Fatty had dislodged the obstinate stome-waller with his
very first ball, and he beamed round on his delighted chums
with a j‘:lcus‘ed ‘expression on his fat, ;rolly face. 3
"1 How’s that 77" he said, in tones of pardenable trinmph.

And the team answered with one voice, as they advaneed
to pat the bowler on the back:

“ Ripping 1"

pa——

CHAPTER 18.
A Splendid Success.

E]]QHE amile had faded from Gibson's face as he walked
awsy from the wicket, and by the time he renched
the tent which was doing duty as a pavilion, his ex-

prosaion was very discontented, indeed. 9
" * Look out for that fat rolter, Monlk I'" he growled to his

captain, as he met him at the door of the tont. ** He's—he's

o rotter | T dow’t believe he bowls fairly ! ¢
“What do yon menn, Gibson?” asked Idonk, with a

frown, ** ¥You were out fairly enough!” .

W T—T believe it—il was u no-hall, or something,” growled

Gibson, . That chep Kildare ought to have colled it.”
“Rot! Don't be an assl Kifdure would be absolutely

Iai}r, and you kuow it. -Bon't be a cad, Gibson, if you can

help it 1

And Frank Monk strode to the wicket with & frown on his
handsome face, leaving Gibson, who was not a very pleasant
youth at any time, to growl away to himself sbout the chent-

ing of umpires in general, and of Kildare, than whom 1o

one could really be more upright and honest, in particular.
While Frank Monlk wos on his way to the wicket, in place

of Gibson, Miss Priscilla Fawoett, who had been watching
thie game attentively from a deck-chair under o big, shady
onk, was psking some questions about the game of Cousin

Tithel, which Cousin Ethel found very difficult to answer.
Cousin Bthel was keenly interested in erickat, and under-

atood the game as well as any boy, and she had slipped away

fram the fancy-work stall, for half en hour, leaving it in
charge of Blsie Short, just to see how the game was going.

Seeing Miss Faweett under the trees, she had slipped over
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fo her, and sat down beside her, and was now beginning to
regrel it. : -

“Why ix that boy leaving the fleld?” asked Miss Fayw-
ceth, ns Gibson retived after Tom Merry’s catch, **I hope
lie has not been guilty of any serious misdemeanour.™

“Oh, no, Mizs Faweett,” snid Cousin Ethel, with a laugh,
as she censed clapping her hands, ‘“Jle's out! Tom Merry
enught him out, and a splendid cateh it was."

“Dear me!” said Miss Fawcett, "1 did not observe
Tommy darling tnke the catch. But I am glad that boy is
out. He seemed to me to be attempting fo cause the ﬁall
to strike poor little Tommy. Fortunately, however, 'I'mumr,
like the clever little follow he is, warded off the cowardly
blow, and protected his face with his hands.”

“That was the catch, dear!” said Cousin Ethel, with o
merry langh. “Here comes Monk, now ! T wonder how ho
will get on agninst Wynn i’

Frank Monk took centre carefully, and having had a good
I\%Dk round, prepared to take his fivst delivery from J-E;Mty

.

Agnin Fatfy teok his jerky little run, and doubled himself
up, and the ball few from hiz hand with a whizz

Trank Monk {ust maneged to snick the ball through the
slips for o single, and he and Lane changed ends. Lane
looked far from comfortable at having to face Faity Wynn,
but he pulled himself together, and made o furious hit at the
next ball as if eame down,

But, romehow, Lane's terrific hit was wasted on the desert
air. The ball curled somehow vound the bat, there was a
clack, and Lane's wicket was scattered.

; There was another yell from the delighted 8t. Jim’s specta-
Q)8

*“How's that?"

SOt 1!

And the mighty Lane retired to the pavilion, after one
sorrowinl glanee round at his wrecked wicket.

Things did not look so bad mow for 8t. Jim’s. Tifty-six
for two was much better than fifty-five for no wickets. The
Grammarians began to lose their jubilant expressions.

The next man in was Carboy, and he and Monk together
made another stand, Ilatty Wynn was taken off aiter
another over without & wicket, and Figgins went on to bowl
in his place. Tom Merry did pot want to give the batsmen
{imo to get used to Fatfy, and it was not until Moenk and
Carboy had put en another thirty runs between them, and
the Grammarians began fo grow jubilant again, that Tom
¢hucked the ball over fo Fatty again.

“ Haye snother shof, Faity!” he said. We want these
chaps shifted " :

“Right-ho!” answered Fafty determinedly, and he set fo
work to ““shift ™ them. Again success crowned his efforts!

That over he bagged both Monk and Carboy, and his next
?,”]EIJ- }se dismissed three more of the Grammarians with four
salls |

The St Jim's follows yelled themselves hoarse with joy,
and the Grammarians looked at the smiling Fatty with a
sort of fearful awe. ‘

I"ive men in two overs! Tt was absurd!

But absurd or nof, Fafty did it]

Kerr got one of the remaining wickets, and Tom Morry
himself clean bowled the othor fwo, and the Grammarian
inmings closed for ninety-eight runs,

After what they had expected, judging by the staxt, this
2otal did not dismey the St. Jim's juniors at all, and they
set fo.work to get the runs with ligflt hearts.

It was not such an easy task though, after all,

Blake and, Figgins opencd the innings, and were doing
very well when Blake was caught by Lane right on the
boundary from a tremendous smite. It was a magnificent
cateh, and both schools cheered it heartily, but it was a bit
of bad luck for Jack Blake. As he remarked afterwards,
had he hit the ball a little lower down on the bat, it would
have been a sixer.

Blake had wmade twelve, and Figgins six, and the score
was now twenty for one.

The next few miuntes, however,
disaster to the St. Jim's team.

Dighy, who followed Blake, was clean bowled two balls
later, and Kerr, who succeeded Dighy, was stumped by
Carboy, who wae wonderiully smart ehind the stit‘l?s.

“ Look heah, Tomn Mewwy, this will nevah 'do I’ exclaimed
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, who was sitting on tho grass by
Cousin Ethel and Miss Faweett with his captain.  ** You
had beitah zend e in now. You must do somethin' to stop
the wot, you know1"”

“ Yes, Gussy, yow're right! And that's just why T can't
pub you in I grinned Tom Mevry. ‘“Noble's going in now.
1 rather think he and old Fig%y will show 'am%mw to bat I”
il

were fraught with

1 hope so!" said Clousm Lithel enthusiastically, * How
well Figgins is playing to-day I
“Yaas, waihah ! said D'Arvcy carelessly. ‘! But wait t3l)
: No. 81.
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I go in, you know, deah gal. There is no compawison
holween i]ggy’a battin' and my own, you know. I think T
may say thatl, without boastin’, as you will ngwee, Tom
Meywwy 1"

“Certainly, Gussy! Thero cannot be the slightest com-
parison in the world between your batting and Figgy's "

1 was sush you would ngwee with me, doah boy 1”

“Of course! "Why, if Figgy couldn’t bat better (han you

“Weally Tom Mewwy, I— Hallo!
what a feahful disastah I*’
: Thekcnuse of D'Arcy’s exclamation of dismay was not far
a seelk.
b Il-}zlury Noble had been given out leg-before off his first
all

Good gwacious,

Tom Merry looked glum.

The score wag now twenty-six for four, which was very
bad, considering that the first wicket alone had put on
tweanty.

D'Arcy sprang to his faot.

“You will suahly put me in now, Tom Mewsy | Ethel
saya sho will have to go in & minute or two, and she is
atixious to see me bat,”

Cousin Lithel smiled slightly, but made no remark. Sho
wis looking at the batsman still at the wicket, which was
I-‘rq;%ns. ut D'Aroy did nok seem fo observe this,

" Very well then, Gussy!” snid Tom Merry gloomily.
“Get along in now ! T don’t suppose you will do the slightest
good, but you can't possibly do any worse! In you gao 1"

D'Axey alvandy had his I:pds on, and taking his glove and
bat, he bowed politely to 15 cousm and Miss Priscilla, and
marchad to the wicket with a slow and stately stride, putting
on his ba t!i:;l‘g_-glovcs a8 he wenf,

o it, Window-pune!”

 Buek nlp. Algernon de Vara |

The howls of impatience and exhortation to “ buck ur n
and “pget o move on!" which proceedad from bevond the
boundary-flags, perturbed the swell of St Jim’s not at all,
and before he finally took his stand to receive the bowling,
},:]? ﬂshl?jd out his monoels and took o long stare all round

8 heia,

Monlk was bowling, and he sent down an oxtra swift one
for D'Arcy’s especial benecfit.

It was tha last ball of Monk’s over, which had already
seen the fall of four wickets, and Monk made it a special
ane,

The ball whizzed down like lightning, and D*Arcy made
a wild swipe at it, and it flew from his bat

D'Arcy hiad no idea whera it had gone, but he knew that
he had hit it hard, so he started off up the pitch like a
racchorse.

“Wun, Figgins!” he yolled in wild excitement.
like anythin' 1" ; X

And. Figgins, though he was grinning broadly, did not
skop to argue, but ran,

']!‘harc wod & yell of laughter from the crowd, and then
o tonss silence. d

D¥Arey had hit the ball with the odge of the bat, and it
had whizzed up in the air almost straight above his head
to o [remendons height.

Carboy sinpﬁod to the block and stoad undor the ball,
waiting with his gloved hands ready to enteh it, while
D'Arcy, quite unconscious of his impending fate, tore up
the pitch. IMiggy, of course, could see evorything from his
and, but he ran on the off chunce of Cerboy dropping the
high ecatch. :

ut Carboy did not drop it. He had a safo pair of
hands, and that ball dropped rvight into them—and stayed
thero !

And D'Avey, with n t‘err dismayed expression’ on his
aristocratio countenance, walled out.

H3Wall onui t, siy, indead "

“Hard luck, Gussy !

Tom Merry groanad, L

“You ass, Gussy,” he snid, as D'Aroy threw down his
bat on the grass, while Consin Tithel murmurad n sym-
pathotie * Hard luel, Arthur!” “ ¥You ass, what did you
wint to go and do that for? Iat lot of good you aro as a
batsman '

“Wonlly, Tom Mewwy, I—" "

“0h, soat! I'll go in mysolf now, T think!” !

And Tom Merry, with a smilo for Cousin Ethel and Miss
Fawcett, walked briskly to the wicket, =

e and Figginag then procesded to give a fing exhibition
of batiing. %Tm deadly Monk, who had actunlly secured
five’ wickets in one over, howled in vain now, Tho score
vaso steadily to 60, and then to 70, but at 74 Figging was
canght in the slips, and retived in favour of IMorries,

Figging had played a most valuable innings of 28, and
hie was gractod
both sidea joined heartily.
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He took off fils pads, and made a beoline for the onl-
tree, in the shade of which Miss Fawcett and Cousin Ethel
were still sitbing, ) ]

Horries, who was & stone-waller, was put in to keep hia
wicket. up while Tom Merry knooked oft the rung buk
unforiunately he fell a viotim to Carboy’a vigilance behind
the sticks very soon affer his arrival.

Railly who followed Horries was bowled for 2, and Fatty
Wynn only managed to last out one of Monl's overs befora
being howled too, so that when Dano in;ner.l Tom Mearry,

t. dim's were still hehind, their scors boing 81,

The question which was agitating the minds of Gram-
marians and B, Jim’s boys slike, now was, would Dine
manage to last out? Tom Merry seemed set mow, and
looked as if he could go on for ever. But could the half-
Inc[u}n lad keep his wicket up while his captain made the
runs

But the question was soon decided, Clifton Dane, in' a
quict and unnssuming way, played splondid cricket, and
astonished the members of both schools by lis coolness and
judgment. He not cnly keﬁt up his wicket in & mastorly
manner, but he also scorod himself fresly. And the delight
of tho 8t. Jim’s juniors knew no bounds when the Grame
marian total was passed, and the fwo batsmon wore still
unbeaten.

5t. Jim's had won, with a wicket in hand!

The latter prrt of the great day passed off as sucooss-
fully as the first part. In the ovening there were concerts
and sports_and bicyele ruces, and many other attractions,
and when it got dusk, tho Chinese lanterns and fairy-lamps
were lighted, and doncing was indulged in on ilia gruss,
Tiverybody onjoyed themselves thoroughly, and thoy had
the comforting feeling that their gaicty and happiness were
holpmg on a good cause into the barguin.

The viear wont round the hazaar all day, boaming.

Ha troffed from one amusement to, another, ‘enjoying
himself immensely, and grecting all comers with a cheery
ward or two, k

Towards the close of the bazanr, whon the dancing was
boginning to flag, and the Chinese lanterns were burning
out, one by one, with flares that made the subsequent dark-
ness soom blacker than over, the good viear, who had boen
tratting round for the last honr gathoring figures of their
receipts from the various stall-holders mnd entortninment
stewnrds, mounted on to a ohair, and made a short speech,

After thanking overybody present for ftheir nssistance and
patronage that day, the worthy old viear made the an-
nouncoment, with a catch in his voice, that though the
receipts had not yet boen counted, yot he was nbloe to stito,
from the rough figures ho hud collected, that thoy woild
amount fo considerably over two hundred pounds.  The
work of restoration and repair of Ryleombe could nt once
bo startod on, and'two hundred pounds was ponsiderably in
oxcess of anything the Rov. Sophimus Short had sver darod
to hope for.

This proof of the magnificont silcoess of the bazaar was
recoivod with volloys of cheors, and when all was over,
everybody: disporsed feoling that they had done thoie duf ¥
nobly nnd pleasantly that dny in assisting a work whiel:
was 80 near to the heart of tho good vicar and his worthy
parishionors, :

Tho viear attributed, as ho told Tom Merry himself, tho
suceess of the bazaur i a large mensuro to the offorts of
the St. Jim’s and Grammar %vhbnl juniors.  But thosa
offorfs, a8 Tom Morry remarked aftorwards, wore in their
turn entively dua to the troubles and trinls of the St. Jim's
1motor-cyclist.

THE END.

(Neat Dhuvsday another long, eomplete sehool tale, entitled ¥ Tom
Jl{tm-r,u’x ;I'nrxr." Llease ordar your coyy of *“ The Gon ™ Library in
aaranee.
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THE FIRST CHAPTERS. "

Eamand Stephen Villiers, two cadets of Grey-
friara School, by a combination of luck and pluck
render valuable service to the British Army during

the great German Invasion. They are appointed
speclal secouts to the Armny, which is forced back
on London by Von Krantz, the German commander,
At the time when this instalment opens, Sam and
Etephen are with a Liecutenant Cavendlish, who is
in charge of a captured German war-ship named
the Furst Moltke. In capturing thls vessel, how-
ever, it was slightly damaged, and Cavendish and
Sam don diver’s suits and go down to investigate
the extent of the Injury. They are both impressed
with their first experience under the waves.

(Now go on with the Story.)

—

Touch and Gol

The strangeness of fhat under-water journcy impressed
Cavendish, but he had no time to attend to it. The state
of the ship was hig chief anxiety, and presently, being well
down her side, he saw the bent plates and pulled on the
life-line, checking his descent. S

The young captain made n keen and rapid inspection of
the damage, and, to his great relief, saw it was not very
RETI0NS.

“MThig needn’t sioa) her I he thought. *'She can go to sea
at any moment safely—she needn’t be dry-docked at alll
It's a time for emergencies, nn' there’s no real danger to
Ler from that 1’

He made signe to Bam, conveying that the damage need
not stop them from going out, and Sam, who had been
examining for himself, nodded assent, being very glad,
indeed, to hove Cavendish's favourable opinion. "The latter
wans just about to signal to the surfece when he felt. Sam's
rubber-glgved hand elnteh at his arm, and turned.

Sam, his face looking strangely white through the glass
ront of the helmetr was pointing with his other hand to a

NEXT
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c}arlc} shadow that seemed to be approaching through the
depths.

A thrill shot through every nerve in Cavendish's body as
he saw it, The shadow resalved itself into a nw\'il? monster
—a huge, cigar-shaped, iron-plated form, studded all over
with rivets, a torpedotube in its nearer ond, a conical
gtructure on top, and a barred pane of glass neny its front,
behind which showed a grim, clean-shaven face. Twice the
uncanny thing civeled slowly round the ship, and eame back
opposite where the comrades were.

It was a submarine! And a German one at that. One
glance was enough to warn Cnvendish of the truth, as the
thing came gliding genily forward, and the thought shot
through his brain at the same moment. The Germans had
had news of the Furst Moltke's capture. This invisible
enemy had been sent to steal into Sheerness and sink her
with her captors on hoard, lest the British should make nse
of her, Ib needed no fhinking about, nor was thore time.

Cavendish romained motionless, fillad with fearful anxiety
for his ship, and secondly, for himself. His uttor helpless-
ness before that deadly oraft as it steadily ap r«m{:im:iI was

manifest. A hundred thoughts fashed like lightning to his

brain. What counld he do?

Sam sheck him by .the arm, and, pointing upwards,
jerked his-own life-lime viclently, It was :mposaiilc to speak
or utter any warning—that was the horror of it. Sam was

immediately hauled rapidly upwards through the water,
but Cavendisk did not signal in his turn, nor lift o finger.

Suddenly he saw the submarine swerve, and swoop up-
wards rapidly, hurling itsell after Sam, as if the
danger of letting either of the unlucky witnesses escape to
the surfoce had just ocourred to it. Krozen with horror,
Cavendish expected to see his comrade struck and smashed
by the great darting bulk of the steel monster. High over-
head, sgainst the light, the chase looked as though some
huge shark were pursuing its human prey.

IFor o moment it was touch and go, };‘hcn the cigar-shaped
vessel’s how just missed the diver by a couple of yards, and
as Sam was hauled to the very surface, the submarine
dashed heneath him harmlessly, and, swerving like some dis-
appointed monster, dropped rapidly into the depths agsin
in g long slant.

“Tt's gov him!"” thought Covendish, “No, hy gum!
He's bauled olepr ] Sam's safe!”

Every instinot of his self-preservation—which ia the frst
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law of all nature—urged Cavendish to aiﬁnal swiftly, and
gzet himself pulled out too, while thera might yet be time.

But he did not do it. Defore his own safety, even down
there in the depths, the young commuander placed the safety
of his ship. And the thought flushed through his mind that,
if he snved himself, he would leave her utferly at the mercy
of this submarine death-deafer. Long before he could quit
his diving helmet, and assume command on deck ngain, the
stranger would have faid the Furst Moltke low.

What use could there be in remaining, and throwing
away his lifo? Cavendish eould hardly have fold, but an
ides had come into his hend, and he would not leave till
he had seen the submarine do its worst. _

Thesa _t.hcurﬁhts passad quicker than an electric current in
his brain. Tho strange yessel
nioment, sweeping nway a long curve towards the bottom.
Cavendish, gripping tho life-line in his fingers, began to
signal swiftly in the dot-nnd-dash Morse code, praying that
those on the barge would understand without fail and acb
upon the message he sent. Ho bade them be randy to sluck
away tubo and lines, and let him go down unhampered,
when lio gave the sign.

1t was in Cavendish’'s mind that be had seen the un-
mistalable pointed head of a Schwarzlk J}t torpado in the
submarine’s tube when she first appeared. Now she came
into view again, heading towards the cruiser’s hull; yes,
there it was, its vicious-looking head just visible in the
tube's mouth.

The submarine was some twenty yards away, and quite
fifteen feet deeper in the water than Cavendish, and there
it poised for a #scoond or two, whils the young diver watohed
with a beating heart. The craft pointed in a alightly
elanting direction fowards the most unprotected part of tha
T'urst Moltka's side, below Cavendish.

Suddenly the torpedo shot out of the tube, and with a
steady, swift pace came darfing at the cruiser’s hull, At the
Tp}m?_ instant Cavendish set his teeth, and jerked twice at the
re-line,

He folt himself falling fast through the water, the lines
and fube paying out as he wont, snd the leaded boots
dragging him down. Towards him, as he sank, came the
torpedo.

It was a last hope, the final offort of despair. Ie had
chosen to lnunch himself and meet the deadly thing, rather
than let it do its murderous work unchecked.

Would the oap strike him and the charge blow him to
wtoms, or would he be hurled nside—or merely miss it alto-
gother? There was np time for thought—the auswer camo
next ‘moment, when, hnving timed his descont lnckily, he
oame down right asteide of the long swift missile, and fell
reross if, olutohing it convulsively. There was a floundsring
swirl, nnd the torpedo, with its propellor whirling rapidly,
bore him onwards steadily through the water.

The Unsezn Enemy.

What Cavendish expected to do he hardly kuew himself.
In cold truth, he eould do D
nothing—he  was  com-
Fl&l'f-l_\' in the power of the
arce which was driving
the torpedo, and it carried
him enwards as if he had
fvopped astride of a run-
away horse,

Two things happened
which made o big differ-
BiCE, bowever. Kl i s

woight not ouly made the
torpedo o much slower,
put alse prossed it down
put of its proper courso.
Instead of charging
straight ot tho battleship's
side, it mado-a slanting
swoop townrds the -bottom,
The next thing Cavendish
know, he was Dbumped
fairly hard against the
leel of the great ship, and
the same instunt fhe
torpedo passed from' under
him, swooped boneath ihe
Ieool itself, just clearing it,
and vanished from sight.

The jerk that followed
nearly pulled the gir-tube
and life-line uway from the
young diver's helmet, for
10 had been carried down
faster than they could be

a disagreeable duty.

You can get it now !

had disappoared, for the:

TOM MERRY'S TRUST.

The leader of the Terrible Three meets with a
strange adventure, and is entrusted with a box paring for his second shot.

full of preeclous stones.
but—there's the trust imposed upon him, and,
as we know, Tom Merry is not the ane to shirk

N.B.—*“Pluck " bringsluck. s
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_ prid out. His first thoughb was that ho was torn adrift, and

would porish insida the suit that encased hin; but instantly
he felt himsolf being hauled swiftly upwards without any
warning, like o fish ot the end of a line. Thosa above wero
dr:g%ging him out. &

“T've saved her for the moment,” was the thought that
flashed through his brain with a thrill of exultation that
the danger could not quell. **It's missed hor, and passed

under her kool ! -

Up he went through the water like'a rocket, though ho
had made no signal, and, in fact, had lost hold of the cord.
He was nonply at the surface when ho caught sight of tha
submiarine again, coming straight for him below. The iron-
studded body, the gaping, shuttered torpoda-tube, and tho
perthole, with tha grim, clean-shuven face behind it, all camo
into view agonin. °
. Mho vessel swoopad at him just as it had done at Sam, but
its movements were just a aJlleo too slow, and the young
commander was hauled out before the thing reached him.

On each side au urm was slipped under’ his a3 ho broke
the surfnoe, and he was fairly yonked on to the low-sided
bargo like o gaffed salmon. Swift hands unlocked the catch
of the helmet, and Cavendish gave a great gasp, as, white-
faced, and with tho veins swelling on his templos like cords,
he tasted the freo air once more.

One breath he drew, and then gave a hoarse shouf,

“Slip the moorings! Cut her adrift! Full speed
ahoad ' ;

He rushed for the Furst Moltke's gangway, nearly falling
on lis fnce as the heavy, leaded boots hampered him. and
he had te unbuckle them and kick them off befere he could
mount the steps. Sam was there, as white-faced as himself,
wnd followed close behind.

" “Gun crews to the affor casemates!” gasped Caverdish,
hardly able to spealk. : :

Tl 'ran up the gangway as fast as he could, panting pain-
fully. On the bottloship’s bridge Elcomba had pnssed on
tho order instantly, the crow were already casting loose tho
moorings which held the Furst Moltke, and her screws bogan
to churn the water swiftly. Cm-undinh rushed up on to the
bridge, and as he ronclied it the eruiser was alrendy forging
phend with gathering speed.

S What course, siv? exclaimed Eloombe.

< &traight for the new dock!” eried Cavendish, darting to
tho side of the stearsman: Cast off the diving-bargo—
turn her loose! Nordenfeldts there, fire as straight down
past our storn as you can! Rake the water!"

Sam was as astonished as anybody while these orders wera
boing given. His faco showed o strain he had passed
through no less than Cavendish's. The. latter, cool cnocun h
now, had pulled himself. fogether, and was directing the
eruisor with the most watchful care. e,

“Sam, what on earth is it? Did you say submarine?'
exelnimed Stephon, who had mountoed the bridge. -

“Yos, I never expected to seo Bob alive again ! said
Sam, under his broath. I don't know what happoned
undor water, Sit tight, an' don’t bother him now !

“hreat Jupiter! Aron't
we likely to met the tor-
pedo at any monient?"

“No doubt of it. I
wonder she hasn’t A

“ They've discharged onn
torpedo, an’ missed,’’ said
Caveudish, overhoaring
Bam, and taking the wh
himself from the qoarter-
master. ‘“Is onc of their
Hartmann submarines, and
it takes them a good three
minutes to get a frosh
torpedo  lnid ond  dis-
charged, If we can only
ronch the dock "

The crashing of +the
quick-fircrs drowned the
rest of his words, but tho
boys understood.

Down (here in the depths
the unsaen encmy waa pre.

WioM T WRITE TO: The
Editor, “GEM" Llbracy, 239,
Bouverie Stieet, Flecl Sirveet,
Londor, who will be pleased to
hear from you,

That he would miss ngain
there was not the smallest
chance; but a sabmarine,
ospepially of the Hartmann
clags, eannot set and dis-
cinrge torpedoes with the
rapidity of a floating
vossel.  Her tubes are
much moro complicated.

(Another long instalment next
waek.)

He doesn’t want them,
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Write tor lnstitod Ootatags sl et ity Applications with regard to advertisement

ROYAL EMBLEM CYCLE WORKSH | SPA¢ES in this paper should be addressed to
(C30), GREAT YARMOUTH, the Advertisement Manager, 24, Bouverie

Street, London, E.C.

e ————————————— Y ————
Every boy (2nd every boy's father) should send a postcard lous for a \/‘

FREE COPY of “THE DIARY OF A DAISY BOY,”

written by a man who knows boy nature thoroughly. Sixteon pages of wholesome humour,
Shappily illustrated, and in addifion a ** Manual of Armis,” " A Few Hints on Shooting,” and
T ’FE: Target anid Flow to Sco.e.”  OF course it tells about the Daisy Air Rifle, n
“real” gun for boys, that furnishes endless amusement and at the same time
ives. that true teaining and development of hand, nerve, and eye that mnkes
ﬁar healthy, successtul manhood. 'hlc “ Daisy " i modelled after the latest
hammerless rifle amd shoois accurately, using compressed air instead of
powder.  No smoke, no noise, il perfectly safean the hauds of any boy.
1000 SHOT DAISY, an Automatic Magnzine Rifle ... 10/6
500 SHOT DAISY, " » piri a1
20th CENTURY DAISY, Single Shut .oiminnn 36
Suld by Hardware and Sporting Goods Dealors everywhere,
or delivered free anywhere i Great =
Britain and Ircland on reccipt of price by—
- WM, E PECK & CO, (Depariment
[+ 31, Bartholomew Ciose, LONDON, E.C., ..

- = -
1 your compleston bs unplphily you nze an ey bo yourselt, | Your prospocts fo L are
tuim wl. In -orin:tf. wun-fﬂm oe bnslness yoir ave sapploalod by othdss, 1€ you e
salinwist of your fnce DR. NOSE'H FPAUE PERLES will gniekly aud pooamently
ieritavanl] mbﬂosipnh. BHokaoros, E!n Vi gar Redmoes, Conrdoness,

tohea,

Frevilox, Lrap! or other Bkin Blemishes, oaoblie the camplesfon to

4 B l'f'ln sl Wumithy, No skln b bos ayly ..r’ffn-n;.:.m :‘u e mpils
!#ml.::,nnll-l;ttl.m:lhhr. 'l‘!u-_\'tnlslm. I':--l:r h‘.i[allmg CTit .w,\-.lqo:ql \llhl:liu wll
w0 falle, For gentlemon ws swoll as Indfes  Why pob tost them Arge

'{:1!:! B-Iw -ln-l!}ﬂilléloLm ;I“.‘h’ l%l.i-oli-, s-ﬁ_ioesﬂg\ mm&htﬁmﬂnﬁ“la‘i How on salel cne Pannyl

Btk Tavge ales, 2V ‘it ia X 00, i

ROAD, CHELSEA, LONDON. izl ;

it 1]
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Friend' 3q. Library.

Now omn Sale ! 92: The sy Now on Sale!

;: [ THE GALL OF /=
THE SOUTH. 5
\ | A grand, new,
US| R | gy O
i ‘\\\“\Q,{:::e\ By | 15 [06
S. CLARKE HOOK.

| ¢ “THE BOYS’ FRIEND” 3 COMPLETE LIBRARY.
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Out on Saturday next, August 28th. Price 1d. | &

Bl

Hallo, boys ! I'm off to buy this week’s Grand Football Number of

“THE BOYS' REALM.”

Specially enlarged to 24 Pages. Price 1d.
~ Good value for money! Eh! What? I

Starts Next Saturday.

(11 ;
"CAPTAIN JACK, |
A Tale qf League Football, by Arthur S. Hardy, (

G 23/8109



