THE FIRST CHAPTER
Gussy’s Party !

s¢ EALLY, Blalke
\ {3 DI}’ up | # ;
E h‘ “T wefuse to dwy up. I consi-

dah——"

“ Hallo, vou fellows, rcady ? * asked the
cheery voice of Tom Merry as Le came onf of
the School-House with Manners and Lowther,

The Terrible Three of the Shell were in their
oldest clothes, as were Blake and Herries and
Digby of the Fourth, who were standing bv a
group of bicyelesin the quad. Baut Arthur An-
gustus D’Arcy, the omament of tho Fourth
TForm, was in bis usual elegant Etons, Arthne
Augustus seemed to be engaged in a rather
warm altercation with his comrades a3 the
Terrible Three arrived on the scene,

“T am very nearly weady, Tom Mewwy,”
he answered, ‘I have simply to win n lor
my toppah——"

“ You've simply gob to geb on your Jjigger,”
gaid Jack Blake. “ You don’t want a topper
for a bike ride.”

“J pwesume, Bluke, that I know the hest
whethah I want a toppah or not,” said Arthue
Augustus with dignity. ‘

** My dear chap, youn don’t know anything.
Now, are you getlivg on your jigger or da
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you wanb to be chucked on it?” inguired
Blake.

] should wefnse to be chucked om: it
Blake. I appeal to you, Tom Mewwsy !

“ What’s the row ¢” asked Tom Merry.
with a smile. “Tell your Uncle Thomas &l
about it.”

“YWe are goin’ avah to St. Winifred’s for
the aftahnoon,” said Arthur Augustus, < and
I think——>

“ Bosh !

“ Weally, Blake—"

“ Rats! ™

“ff you keep on intewwuptin’ me witk
wibald remarks, Blake s

““ (et on your hike ! * roared Blake,

“1 wefuse to do anything of -the sort at
pwesent. As we have nevah been to St. Wini-
fwed’s befoah, I considah it necessary f
lreep up appeawances, as it is a wathah special
oceasion. You fellows can dwess as you liks,
but at least one membah of the party onghs

. to look wespectable.”

“ What ? ” ejaculated Tom Merry.

““I insist upon goin’ in a toppah,” said
Arthur Augustus firmly, “I am accustomed
to keepin’ up appeawances for you fellows.”

“ Ass!” remarked Herries. il

“Waally, Hewwies——"

“ Fathead ! " smd Dighy.
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“* The silly ass wants to *:1‘.11‘1' on a fifteen-
mile ride in a silly topper ™ éxclaimed Blake,
in great exagpmutmn “T think we'd better

ift lim on his bike and iie his feet to the
] I-*il;LI_:-.,
"] should wefuse——"'

“ Well, 1ts- Gussy's party,’” said Tom Merry,

“It’s Glussy who had the invita-
tion from Drake at St Winifred’s. We must
ave Gussy his head

“Yaas, wathah !

“ And if we give him his head, we can give
him his hat,” said Monty anthor * Shall
I 111 in and get it for vou, Gussy !

“ Bai Jove! You are vewy nblwm’, deah
bov, It is in the hatbox in Study No. 6.”

* Liook here—-" began Blake warmly.
Monty Lowther d]qappml“wl into the house,

“Oh, give him his head,” said Manners.
We &haH never get off at this rafe, and it's
|ul‘1” long way to St. \'\ mifred’s,

\.a.du_._ wo are wastin® time while vou are

aggn’ vour r-hm. Blake,” said Arthur Angus-
sustus severely. I we -ally neval knew such
. fellow for talkin’.
1 never knew such a coneeited ass,
srowled Blake.
* I'm not coneeited in the least, deah boy,
bat I know my way about."’ answered Arthur
\u -fmttﬁ cnhnlr “We are callin’ on the
* Winifwed's PIH]W. for the first time, and
 dem’t want them to supposge that St. Jun's
“llows are all ill-dwessed wuffians, It 15 up
- at least one membah of the partay to keep
' wespect table appeawances, As vou fellows
= comin’ as my fwiends I w pallv cnnhlfl‘lil
it you might L-]‘rmt your toppahs also.”

“Cateh me biking in a topper! " grunted
Herrles, :

"Buek up, Lowther!” ealled out Tom
Merry,

TI';1=1-0 was no reply from Monty Lowther.
- had disappeared up the staircase to feteh
* beautiful topper whach reposed in the hat-
ax in Study No. 6. But something seemed
be delaying him in that celebrated apart-

. rvr
Baggy Trimble, of the Fourth, came out of
the "ar'hool House while Tom "\Iazrrv and Co,
were waiting for Lowther. Trimble, of the

Fourth, joined the group of juniors, with an
agreeable and ingratiating grin on his fat
colmbenance.,

“ Btarting for St
quired.

* Yaas, Twimble.”

Only Arthur Aungustus took the trouble to
reply to Trimble’s 1nq111r} The fat Baggy
was not “ persona grata "' with Tom Merry
and Co. But Arthur Augustus’s politeness
never failed under any strain.

“Good ! Tl come!” said Baggy.

if ﬁhem r R

“You won't | ¥ remarked George Herries,
who was a much plainer epﬂal\er t‘han Arthur
’!.llffuqtns ; p-unfullv plain, at tmws. in fact.

““No fear | * observed Blake, * Roll away,
Trimble,™

But Trimble, of the Fourth, was not i!mr
skinned. He only gave Blake and Herries :
lotty blink. and turned his attention to Arthur
Anﬂu?t us [’Arey.

" Your parfy, isnt af,
Yaaa."”

“ Drake, at St. Winifred's, asked voun over,
Gidn’ he 277

" Yaas.”

“And told wou to l;rmf_r_ )'-:mi‘,__ friends,
wh"d .

“T1 weally do not see how you know so
much about it, Twimble,” eaid Arthur
Augustus, in surprise. 1 do not wc-m{'nﬂmh
crmhdm tF 1e cireurmstances tu you,’

“ I happened to hear

CW ﬂ;ﬂh’ Twimble

“ Az vou're taking vour frmndq continued
Twimbla, ** 1 r]c-nt mind coming. I can
borrow a hike

“But you are not a fwiend of mine,
Twimble.”

“ Now, look here, Gussy

“I should be vewy much obliged to you,
Twimble, if vou wonld not addwess me as
Gussy. T am (Gussy to my fwiends.” .

“Well, ain’t I your old pal 77 asked
Trimble, more in sorrow than in anger. 1
shouldn’t have expected you to forget an old
friendship like that, (;11&51' Wait a minute,
while I get a hike

“ Bai Jove! [ weally——"

“ Where's that ass, Lowther ? ** exclaimed

Winifred's*™ he in-

tussy 7 he asked.

[




Blake. * He's been gone long enough to
collect all the toppers in the House. There’s
I‘wgms velling at us from the gates.

“Here 1 am, old top.”

Monty Lowther came out of the School-
House, with a gleaming topper in his hand,
and a grin on his face. Arthur Augustus
received the topper with a cheery stmle, and
placed it on his noble head with great satisfac-
tainn.

© Pway tajie my cap in, Twimble——-="
LPrL.unh old chap., Wait for me, won't
you 7’

T feah

“Come on!” growled Blake,

The juniors w heeled their machines away
towardsz the gates, where Riggins and Co.,
of the New House, were waiting for them.
Baggy Trimble stood with IYArev's eap in
hiz hand, staring after them. Then he
started in pursnit,

1 say, Gussy

“ Pway do not wowwy, Twimble.”

“DBut I'm coming ! howled Trimble.

Tom Merry and Co. wheeled their bikes out.
into the road unheeding. IEven Arthur
Augustus, polished as he was, did not feel
E'(lll“i to burdening himself with the ob-
noxious Bagev for the afternoon. Baggy
Trimble rolled out-of the gateway after the i,
with wrath in his fat face,

The juniors mounted in the road.

“ Will you wait for me 2 howled Trimble.

“ Weally. you know-—

“ Buzz off, vou fat
Herries.

* Look here, Clusay-——s

Arthur ’\n_{uarm pansed, with one leg aver
im bike. .

“1 am vewy sowwy, Twimble,” he said
]mht{*Iv—-au politely as the circumstances

snappied

Wasp pug

allowed, “ But this is o wathah special
mccaniun As this is our first visit to St
Winifred's 1 wegard it as bein’ necessary

to be careful to Leep up appeawances. 5o
ou see, it iz guite nn]msa for vou to be a
membah of the partay.”
“ Ha, ha, ha! ™
“ I see nothin’ to cackle at in that wemark.
deah boys. 1 am speakin’ sewiously to
Twimble,”

fat wottah aftah all!?”

* You cheeky ass!™ roared Trimble.

“ Bai Jove!”

“ You silly, glass-eved tailor’s c111111111w,—~w—

¥ Ha ha, ha e -

“Bai Jove! If 1 had time, Twimble, I
should eertainly give you "a feahful thwashin’,’
exclaimed Arthur Augustus indignantly., * 1
wegard vour w udeness as uttahly uncalled
fur considerin’ that I bhave luu vewy careful
not to wound your feelin’s
- You—you chump! ™

“1 wegard yvou with
Twimble.”

And Arthur Augustus got on his bike, and
pedalled after his mmmdeq who had already
started. Baggy Trimble glared after him,
and then his fat hand came up, with Gussy s

cap in it, and the eap was hurled with deadly
aim, It smote Gussy's topper from behind
ikﬂ{l ."‘Z'E'l'l'l.r I.+ ‘_!!J} I'Tl'llllf’ over ill': (':! 5,

* Gweat Scott ! 3

“Ha, ha, ha!”™

The topper rolled in the road, and D’Arcy
just escaped mding on i1t. He jumped oft
his bike in breathless wrath.

*“ Bai Jove! 1—I will stop to thwash that
he gasped, as he
ﬂ"ltllﬂ(‘d up Lhe dusty topper.

“(ome on !’ \e]]ed Blaka.

“T am goin” to thwash Twimhle!”

But Baggy Trimble, very judiciously, had
executed o strategic retreat after hurling the

cap. He vanished across the guadrangle of
‘-.t Jim's asfast as his fat legs could carry him.

“ Come back, '[*ﬂ"muhiﬁ' " shonted Arthur
Augnstus, wrathfully. 1 am goin’ to give
you & fmhtu] thwashin’. Come back, yon
wottah.”

Baggy Trimble was not a bright youth ;
but he was too bright to heed that mmmam}
H@ melted into the distance.

" Are you {ommu Gussy 77 yelled Blake.

“1 am comin’ when 1 have hwushed niy
hat, Blake.”

*You'll be left behind, then, ass! ”

* Wats ! 7 Ay

Tom Merry and Co. 1ode on: and Arthur
Augustus, having brushed his beautiful hat
with an equally beautiful cambric handker-
chief, set it on his noble head, remounted his
jigger, and pedalled after his comrades.

: |

uttah contempt,
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Baggy Trimble glared at the Swell of St.
- : i

the cap was hurle

THE SECOND CHAPTER
Mysterious

oM Merry and Co. rode on cheerily by

green lanes and dusty roads. They had

Emw ride hefore them, and they kept up a
gu-ai speed. Tt was nearly fifteen miles from
Xt Jim's to the Chadway River.

It was gnite & numerous party that ‘Arthar
Augustus was taking over to visit his friend
p rll-.e, of the T ourth F ormy of 8t. Winifrod's.
heresavere ten in all, and some of them
ndered exac tlv what Drake would look like
vhen Gussy ci_mp]wd in to tea with his friends.
Drake of St. Winifred's had asked Gussv to
ke over and bring his friends to tea, but it

Jim's, and then his fat
d with deadly aim. It smote Gussy's topper
(S'L'x

hand came up, with Gussy's cap in it

from behind and sent it spinning.
page 130)

was probable that he had not expected the
swell of St. Jim'’s to turn up with pine friends.
The noble Gussy could have made the party
nineteen, or ninety, if he had liked, for the
St. Jim's fellows were very curious to see the
old ship upon which St. Winifred's made its
home during the rebuilding of the school. A
school on a ship was a novelty to them.

St. Jim's had rvecently reccived, and
accepted, a challenge from the junior cricket
club of 8t, Winifred’s, and Tom Merry and Co.
were rather curious to see the fellows ﬂlE‘V
were to play with on the lLiome ground in-a
week or two, Tom Merry had met, Daubeny,
the junior eapbain of St, Winifred's and had
not beeat mich impressed by him 3 though he
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had politely found a vacant date for the
match,

The miles glided away under the whirling
wheels at a great rate. As the party wheeled
through the old High Street of Abbotsford, it
struck Arthur Augustus D'Arcy that several
passers-by glanced at them, and chiefly at his
noble self, with unusual interest. A youth
with & basket on his arm stopped on the edge
of the pavement, stared directly at D’Arey,
and ejaculated :

“ Oh,lor! What a chivvy! "

Arthur Augustus flushed pink.

He gave the impertinent youth a glance
that ought to have withered him to ashes on
the spot, but which failed in its effect. The
youth with the basket was left grinning
broadly.

Arthur Augustus looked round at his
comrades as they wheeled out of the town
upon the broad country road.

* Nine faces wore nine cheerful grins.

Arthur Augustus frowned.

“ Bai Jove ! ” he said. “ What a vewy wude
boy!”

“ Horrid ! " said Monty Lowther.

“ I wegard it as bein’ in the worst of taste
for him to allude to your features in that wude
wav, Lowthah.”

“ Wha-a-at ¥ "

* For a moment, I was undah the impwes-
sion that the young rascal was alludin® to
we,” said Arthur Anfrlhtuci

** So he was, you ass !

“ Wubbish ! I twust there i1s nothin’ about
my chivvay to excite wemarks of a dewogatowy
nature.”

“ Lots ! ¥

* Weally, Lowthah—-"

“ Heaps ! * said Monty Lowther. “ There’s
your eyeglass, and your nose, and your cheek
—especially your cheek ! ¥ ;

“Wats! Bai Jove, it is gettin® wathah
warm,” said Arthur Augustus, vhanginu the
-ul)jﬂ.t “ The ]}eh]umt‘rmn 15 actually
wunnin® dewn my face,”

“ Ha, ha, ha !

* Weally, deah boys, T see nothin’ to
cackle at.”

But the juniors chuckled as thev rode on,
rather to the perplexity of Arthur Augustus.

It was a pleasant atternoon in early summer,
and not too warm. But Arthur Augustus

- undoubtedly felt the moistnre trickling down

his noble brow.

He would have been startled if he could
have seen it as well as felt it ; for the moisture
was not, ag he supposed, perspiration. It was
in colour & briliant red: and the most
casual glance might have rec-::wmsed it was
pmduwd by ink.

Streaks of crimson barred the noble
countenance of the swell of St. Jim’'s, giving
him a peculiar, zebra-like appearance.

If he could have seen it, he would have
guessed why Monty Lowther had so obligingly
offered to feteh his hat from the study; and
why Monty had been delayed in fetching it.

The other fellows guessed easily enouU]1 as
they saw the streaks of red creeping “down
Guﬂ%y’s countenance,

Under the lining inside the hat was 2
liberal supply of red ink : which, as it soaked
through the lining, gradually flowed down in
little oozy streams.

Blissfully unconscious of his remarkable
aspect, Arthur Augustus rode on cheerily, His
cornrades could not hel p smiling when they
clanced as him: in fact, the ride went. on
fo an almost perpetual accompaniment of
LILU[‘EE?'&

“ You fellows seem to be in a vewy mewwy
nmmi this afternoon,” Arthur Auwu:tux
remarked at last.

“You cheer us up! ™ explained Lowther.

" Chap ean’t look at you without wanting to
smile.”

“’][1 ha, ha !

“1f vou intend that wewark in a dewoga-
towy sense, Lowthah—-" hegan the sw ell of
the Fourth warmly. |

** Not at all, old top! Why, vou have the
same effect on the people we pass. Look at
that chap in the waggon.”

A market-cart was lumbering by, and the
waggoner seemed half asleep on his seat-—till
Arthur Augustus dawned upon lin.

Then he sat up and took notice, so to speak.

Indeed. he gave so sudden a start that he
seemed likely to pitch off his seat upon the
backs of his horses.

“ Lor'l ummy ! ™ cjaculated the waggoner,

=3
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staring at Arthus: Aup;nstits as if the aristo-
cratic features of Lord Eastwood’s son
fascinated him.

1 Arcy glanced up at him.

“ A Dlooming red Injin!” exclaimed the
waggoner,

* Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bal Jove! What could that person
possibly have meant, Blake ?" asked Arthur
*‘ma'uama as the jumors rode on.

;’LL-L me another ! said Blake,

“ Was he alludin’ to you, do you think 2

“ Me ! " ejaculated Blake.

111 Yﬂﬂa& ! 13

“You ass! Why should he take me for a
Rad Indian ¢ ” demanded Blake.

“ Well, your mannahs, you know——

“ My what ¢ :

“ Mannahs, deah bov,” said Arthur
mcru'i.tus innocently. 1 have wemarked

nore than once that vou have the mannahs of
a ‘.’1 ed Indian.”

“You silly ass ! ” roared Blake.

“ Weally, ‘deah boy—"

“ Hallo, there s & kid in a fit !’ remarked
_Lonty Lmsthcr, jerking his head towards a
--rmers lad who was leaning on a gate and
=taring into the road.

The farmer’s lad had been busily and
sedately chewing a straw till the bunch of

vlists ‘sweptb l:w. But as his eves fell upon
‘e swell of St Jim's his mouth opened so
wide that the straw fell out.

“ Haw, haw, haw!” roared the farmer’s
soy.

“ Grweab Scott ! ”
Arthur Augustus slowed down, but Herries
c‘wht his elbow, and rushed him on.
‘Come on, old top,” said Herries, “no
e to stop and serap with farmers boys.’
I was not goin’ to sCWap with him,
Herries, T was simply goin’ to ask him the
weason of his uttah w udencss, and punch his

L]

zose,
*“ Leave his nose alone,"” said Dig'ht' we 1'e
2ot to geti to the Benbow some time to-day.
“ Yaas, bute—-"

“ Besides, he couldn’t helpit,” said Manners,
“You ought to he used to producing that
=fect on people by now.”

“ Weally, Mannahs, if you mean to imply

(

that there is anythin’ in
wisibility——"

“There seems to be,” grmncd Figgins, of
the New House. * Look at that giddy
cyclist.”

Arthur Augustus Jooked at the passing
eyclist, The man looked at him, and gave a
jump. Then he gave a yell :

“ Ha, ha, ha ! 5

The cych.:,t nearly doubled over his handle
bars with mirth as he rode on. Arthur Augus-
tus looked over his shoulder at him, in utter
yerplexity. His noble countenance was a deep
pink now with vexation ; and on the pink the
barsofe rimson showed up quite nicely.

“I weally fail to undahstand this,” ex-
claimed D’Arcy, ¢ what is there in my face
to malke people gwin in this widiculous way 2 ”

“Well, there’s your nose!’ suggested
“I@ntt. Lowther.

“ Weally, you ass—"

“And your other features—all of them
worth a guinea a box.”

“ You uttah ass

Arthur Augustus broke off, as a pedestrian,
passing in the road, stopped to stare at him,
and give a howl of laughter. It was really
growing quite t]lScc-ncertm"r The swell of St.
Jim's took his handkerchiof out to wipe the
perspiration from his face. He gave 2 jump
as hiz eves fell on the handkerchief aiter he
had wiped his face. There were blotches of
ved on the cambric.

“ Gweat Seott ! Arthur Augustus jammed
on his brake and jumped down. © Ok,
cwumbs! I am bleedin’.”

“{ome on!? roared Blake.

“ Pway stop, deah boys

“Rats! Follow on!”

“ Tam bleedin’ feahfully ! " shrieked Arthur

my features to excite

L

Augustus. “ I bhave weceived some feahful
injawy. 1 am goin’ for a doctah.”

He whirled his bike round and remounted.
A mile back the cyclists had passed through a
village, and Arthur Augustus started to return
to it—ab top speed. Tom Merry and Co.
wheeled round in the road in dismay.

“ Come on! " shouted Tom.

“1 am goin’ for a doctal |

“ There s nothing the matter with you, you
ass | 7 velled Blake,
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Arthur Augustus jumped off his machine, and leaned it against a tree.  He examuned his only hat with

a steadlast gaze, his comrades watching him with ¢rinning faces.

1 suppose my face is wed inkay!”

he saill at length, (See Page 135.)

But Arthur Augustus was already out of
heating.

“ Oh, crumbs | exclaimed Blake. *° What
thumping time shall we get to St. Winifred’s !
Lowther, vou silly ass, what do you want fo
play vour idiotic jokes on poor old Gussy
for ¥ 7

“ My dear chap, Gussy was born to have
his leg pulled. I'msimply helping him to fulil
his mission in life,”

** Fathead ! ¥

* After him ! ™
citedly.

And the nine juniors, strung out breath-
Jessly along the road, pedalled furiously in
pursuit of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

exclaimed Tom Merry ex-

THE THIRD CHAPTER
TOO Funny !

6 ST(”.'T 3
* Hold on ! ™

“ Chuek it! ™

Tom Merry and Co. shouted as they rode :
but Arthur Augustus did not heed, He did not
suspect red ink ; and he was convinced thai
e was bleeding profusely somewhere, Iu
those circumstances L"'.l'itlf."l“'l}' it was wise to
see & doctor with the smallest possible delay :
and Arthur Augustus was riding like the wind
to seek a medical man. Tea at St. Winifred s
could wait for so important a reason.

Dut his chums, naturally, were not =o
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alarmed as Gussy J:umse]f They were feeling
exasperation instead of alarm, as they chased
back along the dusty road after the flecing
swell of St. Jim’s.

“Come back!” howled Kerr.

“Stop!” raved Blake.

“You silly ass !

“ You frabjous chump——-**

* You burbling jabberwock

But Gussy was deaf to the voices of the
‘harmers. He pedalled on regardless.

Tom Merry drew ahead of his comrades, and
zradually overhauled Arthur Augustus, fast as
te rode, They were almost at the entrance

f the village when the captain of the Shell
-ame level.

“ Stop ! 7 gasped Tom Merry.

“Imposs! I am bleedin’ to death

“ You're not bleeding, you silly ass ! ™ stut-
tered Tom, “ It's only red ink, you burbling
dump!”

“ Wats 1 ”

“ What! I tell you

“ Wubbish ! How could wed ink get onmy
face ? Pway keep cleah, Tom Mewwy—I
=ant to see a doctah at :mee—-——-”

“You don’t need a doctor for red ink,
aump! It was in your hat.”

“ Mum-mum-my hat!”

* Yes, ass.”

“Ohl”

Arthur Augustus slackened at last. He
segan to understand. He whipped off the
zeaming silk topper and looked into it.

Red ink was exuding all through the lining
= the front of the hat ; and even (xussy could
ioubt po longer.

* Wed ink

“ Yes, you duffer ! * gasped Blake, coming
0 breathlessly. “ If you'd had the sense of a
oan 1? rabbit, vou'd have spotted it befﬂre "

t’s s.pc)tted you, anyhow, Gussy,” re-
"""h.'E!'.]. Lowther.
“Ha, ha, ha!"”

Arthur Aungustus jumped off his machine,
sl leaned it against a tree. He examined
ws inky hat with a steadfast gaze, his com-
:Liva watehing him with grinning faces.

= I suppose my face is wed inkay ! 7 he said
= 'PHEth
“ Just a little ! ” grinned Fatty Wynn,

{

b=

| #2
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* Just a few 126 mumnured Lou ther, .

“1 pwesume, Lowthah, that you placad
that wed ink in my hat when you fetched it

- fwom the studay for me,” said Arthur
Augustus, with deadly {e.a]mness
“Guilty, my lord!” murmured the

humourist of the Shell.

" Vewy well! Pway hold my hat, Blake,
while I give Lowthah a feahful thwashin®.”

“ My dear ase, there's no time for thrashing
silly chumps now ;. we've got to get to St
Winny’s to tea—--"

“ I am afraid we shall be late for tea in any
case, Blake, as T have to get washed, and to
get a new hat, befoah we can pwoceed.”

“Well, a *.w.aah wouldn’t do you any harm,”
agreed Blake. * You look as’if you could do
with one. But yvolt'll have to manage with
that hat. No time for shopping.”

“1T uttahly wefuse to p“oceed in this hat,
Blake! It is all mfx:a',

“Can’t be helped.”

* Come on, old chap,” urged Fatty Wynn.
“I'm hungry already.”

“You genewally are, Wynn; but I feah
that that can make no diffewence now. The
1ok will have to be sewaped out of the hat, at
least, befoah I can wear it again, and I
wequiah a wash. Then I am goin’ to thwash
Ltmihah i

*Why didn't 1 thml. of making my. will

before we started 2" murmured Monty
Lowther.

*“ Look here, Gussy—"

“ Wats ! "

“ We can’t hang about here

“Wot 1 7

Inky hat in hand Arthur Augustus marched
off to a little wayside inn bv the roadside,
Evidently the swell of St. Jim’s was not to be
induced to proceed till he was newly swept
and garnished, so to speak

“ Well, my word ! said D:«rbv as Gussy
disappeared into the inn. ‘The silly ass
will keep us an hour or two——"

“ I'm hungry already ! ” said Fatty Wynn,
with deep feeling.

However, Arthur Augustus did not take as
lnng as Digby d:umai ly prophesied, or any-
thing like it ; and he came out of theinn newly
washed and clean as a new pin.
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He gave the humorist of St. Jim's a lofty
stare as he rejoined the party; but a little
thing like a lofty stare did not disturb Monty
Lowther to any great extent.
~ “T1 have had a feahful lot of twouble,” said
D’Arey, * but I think all the ink has gone at
last. I shall be able to pwoceed, when I have
thwashed Lowthah *

* Oh, for goodness’ sake let's get on,’
Fatty Wynne crossly.
ished.”

“ But I wefuse—-"

(L‘eme along, Gussy!”™
Merry, “ You can settle with him later on.’

** Hear, hear!” chorused the party.

And so the St. Jim's juniors rode onward
again.

" said
“I'm getting fam-

interrupted T o1l

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
Cricket at 5t. Winifred’s !

maT's the Benbow !”

Tom Merry and Co. had wheeled
through the village of Chade, and were follow-
ing the road through the brown woods towards
the river, when the topmasts of the old
wooden warship rose into view over the trees.
It was their first sight of the School on the
River. Fore, main, and mizzen topmasts rose
clear against the sunny sky in the distance.

“ That's the old tub, as Daubeny called it,”
said Tom Merry. “ 1 shall be glad to have
a look at it.”

* Yaas, wathah.”

“There'sa kid in the maintop remarked Kerr.

Diminished by the distance a figure could
be discerned seated in the maintop of the
Benbow—the figure of a fat vouth in Etons,
eating toffee. Then the trees shut out the
masts from view.

There was a sound of voices ahiead, but the
playing-fields were as yet hidden by the trees.
* Cricket going on, 1'suppose,” aid Figgins.

“ Good—we’ll see what they're like, if it's
a junior game,” said Tom Merry. “I've
never seen St. Winifred's play, but I've heard
that their first eleven is good. I don’t know
about the juniors; that chap Daubeny
seemed to think a good deal of it. But he's
the skipper. Is your pal,Drake in the junior
eleven, Gussy ?7

“J think not, deal boy.”

“Isn’t he a ericketer ?

“ Yaas, wathah.”

* Well, he wouldn’t be playing this after-
noon as he's expecting wvisitors,” observed
Monty Lowther. "1 wonder what he will
think when he sees us. Did he expect you
to bring an army, Gussy ? "

“ He asked me to bwing my fwiends. 1 am
suah Dwake will not be lackin’ in hospitality.”

“ 1 hope not!” murmur-ed Fatty Wynn,

* Pm ](ﬁlm hungn
“Ha, ha, ha!” -
“ Hallo! What's that thcv re shouting 2 "

exclaimed Blake,

From the direction of the St. Winifred's
cricket-ground by the river, still screened
by the “trees from the evclists, there came
an unmistakable vell.

* Butter-fingers |

“Boooh ! ™

“ GGo home, Daubeny ! ™

* Boooh ! ™

The St. Jim's cyelists exchanged amused
glances. fu&wmﬂ by those "LB“S the St.
lhmfrmim (mwl did not think much of

thmr junior crick eters.
“ Here they are ! ” exclaimed Tom.

The bunch of cyclists swept out of the
wood at last on the open road to the river
bank. The road skirted the playing-fields
and the St. Jim's fellows had a full view
of the game.

It was a junior match that was going on.

St. Winifred's were playing the local
team from Chade, which should not have
been a matter of difficulty for them. But
St. Winifred's evidently were in difficulties,

Chade were in, and Daubeny and Co. were
in the field. Two batsmen were running
as Tom Merry and Co. jumped ofi their
machines to look on. The fieldsmen were
panting aiter the bull, and seemed to be
in & breathless state.  Daubeny, the St
Winny's skipper, had evidently missed a
catchs some of the crowd of onlookers
were still hooing * him.

The St. Jim's fellows left their bikes alone
a fence and joined the crowd round the field
of play. They were interested in St. Winifred's
cricket, as Daubeny was soon 1o bring his
team over to St. Jim's for a match. Only

( 136 )




Fatty Wynn cast his eyes towards the
Benbow, and wondered whether tea was
ready on board the school ship.

The ball went in to the wicket-keeper,
but the batsmen were home., The field
crossed over again, and a slim and elegant
vouth went on to bowl. There was a shout
from some of the juniors round.

“ Don't play the goat, Egan!™

Egan, the bowler, cast an angry glance
.‘ﬁlmd .
“ My hat!” 11111r11111r{=d Tom Merry. * They

have a jolly c!ueer way of encouraging their
] .ners here !

* Yaas, wathah ! grinned Arthur ’mgmhh

* Well th@tthap is a goat, and no mistake ! £

.~111arl-.ed Herries, g What do they
aim the bowling for ¢ ™

Kean had sent down the ball clumsily

snough, and the Chade batsman knocked
= away easily. The batsmen were running
vzain, while two or three of the field fagged
ter the ball.

Tom Merry chuckled.

If this was a fair specimen of St. Winifred’s
nicket Daubeny and Co. were not likely
» give much trouble at St. Jim’s.

" Hallo, vou chaps ! ™
* Dwake. deah boy!”
A handsome junior in Etons jomned the

Jim's crowd and shook hands cordially

with Arthur Augustus D'Ardy.

1* was Jack Drake, of the St. Winifred's

Fourth,

krthur Augustus presented him to lis

ums, who rather took to the 8t. Winny's
sntor at once. He had an open, frank face

» a cheery manner that were very engaging.

1f Drake was surprised to see the numerons
wrty Arthur Augustus had brought with

" be did not show it. He hu'mcd Very
- .-Pr! to see the crowd from St Jim's,

Jolly glad to see wou all!” he said,
Like to look at the cricket a bit before
» goon board 7 7'

" Yes, rather!”

“You'll find it amusin’

] Dr&k'e,_ with a grin.

:'l!'l\.l_a

-

Tabe
is the
at all,
who's

That

ab any
* Daubeny
man in the team who can play
wd he's off colour. That's Kgan
w=lin’, an awful ass at ecricket!

idiot just muffing a cateh is Torrence! The
silly cuckoo who is panting yvonder is Seeley !
He's got no wind ; 1 [anrv he was smoking
right up to the start of the match. The
born dummy who's sittin’ down is Chileot !

Tom Merry and Co. chnckled. Drake's
description of the Bt. Winifred's cricketers
rather tickled them.

“What do you
asked Drake.

* Ahem ! 7 murmured Tom.

He did not quite like to tell a 5t Winifred
fellow what he really thought of the show.

The cricket was almost the last word »:
inefficiency ; there were fag elevens at St.
Jim's that could have walled all over Daubeny
and Co. without exerting themselves very
el

* Rotten ! 7" said Herrles,
a plain speaker.
beat that lot.”

t.hl.ll]{ 'n[ t.]']e shol“r- E 1

who was rather
* Qur Second Form could

“Weally, Hewwies!”™ murmured Arthur
Augustus,

“Well, they could,” urunted MHerrics.
N | (imf‘t eall that ericket ; 1 call that fumb-
lmu"

“Weally, vou know—— 2

1Jrctlu= Iiﬂl{?hf'tl

* Quite correct ! he said.  It's rotten
fumbling! You can see what a lot of the
fellows think of it.”

Some of the Nt. Winny's fellows
v m-:"ug their 0}111]1(!-]1% just then,

Butter-ﬁngw ;

“Go home! ™

“ Rotten ! ™

“Call that cricket t™

= ¥anl?

Vernon Danhbenv gave a [urious look af
the velling yupiors, These stern crities dud
not seent in a majority in the crowd, bt
‘rhM were 4 very emphatie mmnuh

“But what's the idea?” asked Tom
Merry.  “ You could put better men than
+hat in the field.”

‘Of course we could | ™ growled Drake.
“But Daub’s junior captam. and no end
of a big gun, in his own estimation. He
runs the show, and this is the way he runsit.
A fellow has te suck up to Daub no end to
squeeze into the eleven, and that isn’t the

TWere



way to get good men. T used to be in the
t{‘am, but since I'm out with Daub I'm
left out of games: and it's the same with
other chaps. But Daub has a majority
behind him in the club. You see, he’s got
no end of tin and a terrific home that fellows
like to be asked to, and so on. So far he's
been able to keep the ericket in his own
‘hands, and this is the merry result ! ”

Drake spoke in a good-humoured tone,
but it was evident that he was inwardly
mfhPr sore on the subject.

~ Chade are sixty for four wickets,” he said.
% '1he_1._. can keep in the rest of the day, if
they like. Daub’s lot can’t touch them.
It makes me tired. Let’s go on the Benbow,
shall we 27

“Righto !

'm-;l Tomn Merry and Co., turming their
backs on the remarkable display of (nLka
followed Drake to the old warship.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER
On Board the Benbow

ippixN’, bai Jove!’

1|‘m[ was Arthur .’lugustnﬁ":ﬁ cominent
on the old Benbow as Jack Drake showed the
party round. Drake did the honours cheer-
fully, though once or twice he glanced towards
the bank where the ericket was still in progress,
and frowned.

Tom Merrv and Co. were keenly interested
in the Benbow, and inall thev saw on the old

ship. The fine old warship, which had onde
sailed the scas nunder Nelson's flag, was

anchored in the Chadway, and a permanent
gangway connected it with the shore. Where
areat guns had once looked out were now study
windows ; the old captain’s cabin was the
Head’s .study and Form-rooms were parti-
tioned off between decks. The Fourth-form
quarters were aft on the madin deck, and
thither Drake led the way after a round had
been made to see the a-:ght-:s.

“ Here's my room,” he said, stopping at
No. 8 Study in the Fourth. * You here,
Rodney 27

“Here I am,” answered a cheery voice;
and Dick Rodney of the Fourth turned to
grect the visifors.

(

I35 )

Drake introduced his ¢hium, who had ap-
parently been engaged in getting tea ready
while Drake was on the cric ket-ground, Ton
Merry and Co. crowded round the doorway,
but it was pretty evident that there was no
accommodation for so numerous a party in
No. 8 Study. The studies on hoard the Ben-
bow were not palatial in their dimensions.

* Bai Jove!” remarked Arthur Augustus
cheerfully. = We chall weally be erowdin’
you out, old chap.”

*“ Tea in the form-room,” said Drake, with
a smile. " We can have that to ourselves on
B! haIf holiday. Toodles—where’s Toodles ?

“ Right here, dear old boy,” answered u
fat and w heezy voice as Tuckey Toodles
came along the passage.

Tom Merry and Co. recognised the fat vouth
they had seen in the maintop. There was a
smear of toffee about Toodles’s ample mouth,
it was all that remained of the toffee he had
been busyupon when they had first sighted him.

Tuckey Toodles was ci'ftibwc,lv "wum] to the
visitors. Probably he saw in ‘their presence
tlm prospect of a foml of unusual magmtude.

* Oh, here vou are ! 7 said Drake.  Make
voursell useful, Tuckey. We're going to have
tea in the form- room, you go rmmfl and hag
the crocks, Basy (*ﬂnlt"ia while all the fellows
are out,”

Ha, ha, ha!”

* Leave it to me,” said Toodles,

He rolled away on his mission.

Dirake led his numerous guests to the deck
again, while Tuckey Toodles was busily en-
gaged in raiding " erocks ' from  various
studies, and Dick Rodney paid a visit to the
ship’s cantecn for kllpp]'rm There was a
slichtly thoughtful expression on Arthur
Aungustus D’Arcy’s noble face as he stepped
out on deck.

* Bai Jove, Tom Mewwy ! ” he murmured
“ Do you think there is wathah a cwowd of us,
undah the cires ? 7

Tom Merry grinned.

“ Has that only just occurred to you, old
top ?” he asked.

I twust we are not puttin’ these fellows

ut in any way.”

“* What a tmutfu! disposition,”
Monty Lowther.

murmured
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i Wrallv Lowtlmh__,..__ |
* Dear old Gus ! ” *"'ll‘tll't(,‘{l Blake. © Always
)ul.tmg his silly foot in it.’

* Weally, Blake %

“ Hallo, St. Winny's are batting now,’
remarked Manners, with a glance tuuard*a thc
cricket-ground in the d]btmwe

& hen the other party must have de-
clared,” grinned Digby.

The juniors watched the ericket from the
rail. Daubeny of the Shell was at the wicket,
with Egan at the other end, Tom Merry and
(‘0. were rather curious to see some 'lmttmir
they had already formed their opinion of
Daub and Co’s bowling and fieldine. Some-
what to their surprise Daubeny liv ed through
an over, and scored a couy le of runs. Ullt}
when the field crossed over, .m-:l Egan had the
bowling, there was-a yell from the hostile
section of the crowd as the stumps went
down.

ML, 1

“ What price ducks’ egas ? ”

“ (Go home, Egan!™

Torrence came on in Fean's place, and
stopped a couple of balls. The third knocked
hig middle stump out.

Tom Mexry burst into a laugh. He could
1;.*.: help it.

" Your skipper must be rather an ass to

play men like that, Drake,” he said. “1Is

that the h:uu he's bringing over to St. Jim's
next week ?

]’}raLe stared.

“1s Daub playing vour school?

he asked.

“Yes, }w asked us for a match, and we

tixed it up.”

Drake wlistled.

“ 1 didn’t know.” He kmited his brows.

Yﬂa that is the team he will bring over:

" he makes any changes they won't improve

t mueh. They re aw fully satisfied with them-
e h es. TIt’s sickenin’, you know: 1t's sim-

ply guving St. Winny’s, taking arou nd a crew
ike that. I hope the fellows will get fed-up
‘fvl!‘h 1t 800N.

Tom Merry frowned a little, too.

He had fixed up the mateh willingly
enough, but he did not guite relish the pro-
pect of wasting a l‘ll]I(I.H on such cricket
this. However, thu arralingcut was

(

)
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made, and it was rather too late for such
considerations,

The juniors were still watching a lament-
able exbibition of falling wickets, when
‘l‘uckev Toodles arrived tc:- summon them to
tea in the Fourth-form room.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER
Daukeny Interrupts

].‘.Ch Drake and Rodvey had probably
| been a liftle taken by surprise by the
arrival of so numerous a party, but the',' had
plaved upwell.  There wasa handsome spread
m the form-room, and scveral St. Winny's
fellows were there to help—LEstcourt, and
Sawyer -major, and Conway, and one or two
more. Three or four study tables had been
carricd in, and put together, and they were
covered by several tablecloths of different
degrees of w hiteness, Crocks were there in
abundance in a remarkable varicty of pat-

terns, some of them cheap and some of them &

C‘G“-t[\’

Tuckey Toodles had not heen particular
where he found them. and among the crocks
there were cups and saucers of a very expen-
sive Lkind that he had been borrowed from
the study of the great Daub hinself.  How-
ever, the ercat Daub was busy on the cricket-
wround; so he was not able to raise any
-‘]rjm tions.

Fatty Wynn'’s face beamed at the sight of
the ulnrmd He murmured to Kerr that the
St. Winny's chaps knew how to “do™ a
fellow all right. And Fatty pru-:.-c.*f_-c't-:f['l to do
full justice to the feed, in which object he was
ably seconded by Tucky Toodles,

It was quite a merry meal, and all the St.
Jim’s party were enjmfmg thear visit to the
old Benbow. Sawyer major was looking out
of a window, mu} he turned round with a grin.

* (Game’s up ! 7 he announced.

“ They've finished early,” remarked Tom
Merry.

“ All down for about a dozen, I expect,”
said Drake, T wish you could seratch that
mateh with Daubeny, Merry.”

“ Well, we couldn’t very well,”
“ But why ! They won't hurt us.”

“It's retten for a crowd like that to go
)

said Tom,




- Bhll, it doesn’t

sround guying St. Winny's. That was what

I was thinking of.”

Tom Merrv smiled.

"1 must say that crowd doesn't do vour
echool credit, so far as cricket is concerned.”
he remarked. ** SBack the lot would he a zood
idea.” :

L Dauh'-: too firmly fixed for that,” growled
Drake. * I've tried that, but he's ﬂm a good
backing, assasheis. Well, it can’t buhrﬂlg:e:?

And the subjeet was dropped.

But Tom Merry could see that it was still
in Drake’s mind, and that he was still fecling
exaspera.ted

 There was a trampling on the deck over-
head, which anmounced that the cricketers
were coming on board.

A little later there were footsteps in the
passage, and the form-room door was thrown
open.

Vernon Daubeny appeared in the doorway
with an angry frown upon his face,

Tucky londles- blinked at him in some
alarm. HP guessed that the great chief of the
“ Bucks ” of St. Winifred’s had missed his
CEDBLE-,.

Drake glanced at Daubeny coolly.

“ How did it go ? 7 he asked sareastically.

But Daubeny had not come there to an-
nounce the result of the match.

* Some cad’s heen in my studv!" he ex-
claimed angrily. * Every dashed thing has
been taken awav‘ "’

* Bai Jove ! " murmured Arthur Angustus.

The 8t. Jim's fellows regarded their plates
with elaborate unconsciousness. It looked as
if trouble wag coming,

Probably his easy d-:l'c:ut ab tin- hands of
the Chade villagers, and the mmriu of the
hostile section among the St. Winny's juniors,
had not improved Vernol Daubeny’s temper,

Certainly he was looking verv angry and
savage now, and did not choose to take heed

iof fhe fact that strangers were present.

“ s that all °* asked Drake,

“ You've got the things here ! exelained

-Danbeny.

“You ass, Toodles!” exclaimed Drake,
“ Why couldn’t vou let Daub’s stuff alone ?
matter.”

“Doesn’t it 2 7 shouted Daubeny. * How

il

am I to have my tea, 1'd like to know, with
all my things gone ? "

" You can trot in to school tea !  suggested
Da‘.ﬂ-]{i‘.

" Don’t be a fool! Hand over my things
at once ! ™

“ Can’t be done, old top! Can’t vou sce
we re bu_.-;}* (A

" Then I'll jolly well— " Daubeny broke
uﬁ as he recognized Tom 1:Iern at the table.

HJ““ is. that vou, 1‘3&170?

‘ Yes, here | am,” said Tom cheerfully,
hoping that the recognition would tide over
Hw trouble, and pour oil upon the troubled

waters, as it were, © How do vou do, Dau-
l.'Jl'.‘I] yi¥ \

* Better come along to my study,” said
Daubeny. ~ You don't want to feed with a
zang of serubby fags here”

’I’r}m stured,

" I'm Drake's guest at the present moment,”
e answered curt I}

“Oh, if you prefer fags* company, please
vourself,” sneered I}vu]*:em lnmi[et take
my fhnmq hack to amy s »turh" at onee

* 0Oh, I say—- anan Toodles,

;{har]} 5 the word. if you don’t want your
ear pulled 1 snapped Daubeny.

Tucky Toodles gave Drake a rlhmm ed look.
This was a very dis agreeable mtcrruptmn to
a pleasant ga;thf*rmff

But Jack Drake was equal to the cceasion.

He gave Rodney a glance and rose to his
foot,

The two juniors strode towards Yernon
Daubeny, and, heedless of his lofty stare,
laid violent hands upon him.

* Outaide, old top ! 7" said Drake.

* You cheeky cad!”™ re'm.irr&:i
“Why, I-1—I'll—yaroch !

In the grasp of the two Fourth-formers,
Vernon Daubeny went whirling through the
the f!ra(ww.n.

There was o bump as he landed outside,

Some of the juniors chuckled.  Arthur
Augnstus’s noble countenance was very serious
hmrmm He was shocked at Vernon Dau-
beny's distinct want of repose of manner.

The bump in the passage was followed by a
Toud yell. ~ Daubeny seemed to be hurt.

- Goine 7 asked T)mlm.

Daubeny.

it ]
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“Ow! Ow! Wow! I'll-I'l—7"

Bump!

* Yow-ow-ow-woop |

Drake and Rodnev came back smiling into
the Four-roem and closed the door.
not opened again. :
unelaimed ; it was evident that Daubeny of
the Shell had had enough. The agreeable tea-

party finished
withont seeling
him again.

THE SEVENTH
CHAPTER.

The Deserters.
HE gunset was
recd on the
river when Tom
Merry  and Co.
left the old Ben

how, Drake and 7
todney coming %

with */
The Bt.°

ashore
theni.

Jim’s party

beny's suggestion of a cricket match between
the two schools, and he was puzzled that
Daubeny should desire to come over to St.
Jim's and colleet a certain licking. But it

It was was possible that the great Daub did not ex-
The * crocks ™ remained pect to be beaten. * Swank ” appeared to be

the lofty vouth's chief characteristic, and he
seemed to be satisfied with cricket as played
by the Bucks of
, | St. Winifred’s.

“ You're meet-
ing Daub’s lot
next week,”
Drake said, as
the juniors were
bidding good-
bye.

“Can’t
helped,

be
can 1t
now?” said
Tom Merry.
“ Why don't you
fellows pile in
somehow, and
send over a good

wheeled out ¥4 team ?

their bikes for 1 “Yaasg., wa-

the ride howme. thah,” said Ar-

They had en- thur Aurustus.
= o

joved their visit '/

to the school on
the ship, and
they liked most
of the fellows
they had met
there—with the
exception of

Daubeny.
Towards Ver-
non Daubeny

their feelings
assuredly were
neither ot liking
nor of admira-
tion. Tom Merry
already regretted
that he had
cheerfully, and
rather thought-
lessly, talen up
Vernon Dau-

“That’s the
4 weally wightand
propah thing to
o, deah boy.”
“*We'll try,
anvhow,” said
Drake.

But he did not
seem very hope-
ful.

Tom Merry
and Co, rode
away in the sun-
set on the long
ride home to St.
Jim’s

“Wathah a

jollay place, isn't

g i PSS it " remarked
Wally & Co. were too busily engaged to nced the three Shell Arthur n:"ul,fgu;ﬁ-
fellows standing grinning in the doorway. “We're in time for TU S, S

supper, anyway !” murmured Monty Lowliwr. (See page 1435) weren't a St



Jim's chap, I should weally like to be on
the Benbow. But what vewy extwaordinaway
cwicket ! ”’

“It was really like Daubeny's cheek to
ehallenge us, with a scratch crew like that, to
play,” said Manners,

“ Yaas, wathah ! "

“ And Tamnw was an ass to fix it up,’
Blake.
Manners.”

“ Well, I didn’t know——"" gaid Mannezs

“ And I didn’t know-——"" said Tom.

Surpnsmfr the number of things Shell
chaps don’t know,” remarked Blake, in a
refloctive sort of wav, * This i3 what comes of

" gand
“ You ought to have stopped him,

having a Shell chap for junior skipper. 1've
always said-——"
“ Bow—wow ! ™
* I've always said that the Fourth— "
“ Rats!”
“ Weally, Tom Mewwy, T quite agree with
Blake. ]t is beneath our dig to meet a cwew

like Daubeny’s eleven.”
* No doubt about that,” grunted Herries.
* Better leave the match to tlw Third Form

 pleven. Young Wally could beat them with his

lot.”

Sa¥ang Ik -l
Mewwy 3

'J 'om Merry laughed.

“You can be skipper in the St \'\mm s
match, if you like, Gussy.” Le said.  * I dare
say vou could beat them.”

“Bai Jove ! I should wefuse to he skippah,
to meet a team like that,” said Arthur
Augustus disdainfully. © You can leave it to
my voung bworh;th, if vou like. Wally could
handle them.”

* Faet is, I'm standing out next weel,” gaid

1001ge F]tmllh “T'm nol going to waste a
lmhduv on those slac king asses,”

“ Same here,” wail F‘atfv Wynn., © What's
the good of my bowling to them, when Trimble
amd "ﬂ’lepolp could knock over their wickets?”

* Hear, hear ! ” said Kerr.

The three New House juniors were evidently
of one opinton. And their opinion sected to
be largely shared by the School House fellows.

“Well, yon won’t want me, either, Tom,”
Monty Lowther remarked. ** I think Il o0
on a cinema crawl instead.”

were Tom

skippah,

(

§

“ Manners can take your place, Monty.”

“ No fear!” said Manners. “ I'm going
out with my camera. I'd give it up for a real
match ; not to play a set of duds.”

* Just what 1 thil'k!‘,, agreed Blake.
ra’riwr go on the river nwself "

** Yaas, wathah! We'll have - boat out,”
sold Arthur Augustus. A match like that is
unworthy of our powahs, deah boys. 1 suggest
goin’ on the wivah instead. In fact, I shall
insist upon it. In a case of doubt, deah boys,
YOl oan WF]V on me to point out the propah
thmt' to do.”

f011 Merry looked rather worried.,

" Look here, you duffers!” he exclaimed.
“ 8t Winny's are coming over next Wednes-
dav to play us. and somebody's oot to meet
them. [ was rhm%-.en'r of resigning the cap-
t-un“': for the rl

* Ha, ha, ha !

¥ Figgins makes out that the New House
ean skipper an eleven,” said Tom. © \V{h}]

‘JW‘. can have his chance next Wednesday.’

* Declined with thanks ! " chortled Fiogins.

“ Well, you duffers think that Study No. 6
knows all about ericket.” said Tom, addressing
Blake and Co., * I'm willing to leave that
match entirely to Study No. 6.7

“ No takers!” answered Blake, *“ Study
No. 6 doesn’t play that kind of cricket.”

*“ Wathah not!”

“1 wouldn’t be found dead on the same
cricket-field as Daubeny.” grunted Herries.
“ Why. my dog Towser wouldn’t muff a cateh
as he does.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

** Look here ! ** roared Tom ler"r}'.
'j;m]v s got to play St. Winny's! ™

“* i L out eleven of the hIEﬂZiNF idiots at St

(11 1!{'{

“ Bome-

Jims, and leave "1t to them,” suggested
]'”;1.!,1{'.

*Well, I've offered vou the job,” answered
Tom.

LT ]

* Why, vou silly ass———"
“ Bai Jove ! Il you areimplyin’ that I am
an idiot, Tom Mewwy——"
“Tm net implying it; I'm stating the
retorted the captain ‘of the Shell grufily.
* Weally, Tom Mewwy o
Tnmmv can play the mateh all on his
' chuekled Monty Lowther, & After all,

fm:t

OWiL,
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St. Jim's could easily play them ten men
short.”

** Ha, ha, ha!”

Daubem' and Co.’s ears certainly ought fo
have tingled just then.

Tom Merry was very thoughtful as he
finished his ride home. It was pretty clear
that if the mateh with St. Winifred's was to
come off he would have to find a new team to
play the visitors—his usual faithful followers
simply refused to waste their time on it.

It was not to be wondered at, in the circum-
stances ; but it was rather disconcerting to
the junior cricket captain.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER
Gussy to the Rescue

WALLY you know—-"
‘What 2 ™
“ My voung bwothah Wally,’
Augustus IV Arey.

It was the day following Tom Merry and
(Co.’s visit to St. Winifred's on the river.

There was a diseuseion going on in No. 10in
the Shell—the apartment owned by the
Terrible Three.

The subject of the discussion was the St.
Winny’s match.

And it was waxing warm.

Blake and Arthur Augnstus I’ Arey were
with the Terrible Three, as well as Kangaroo
and Talbot of the Shell. Tom l'i!ur_\_r was
looking very restive.

The match with
worryving him.

His faithful followers took the view that
Iom, as skipper, and Manners, as secretary,

were responsible for the fixture, and that w hat
had happened was their look-out. They, them-
selves, weren't going to * play the goat ™ and
call it ericket ; that was how Blake put it,
and his ccrml"l.dlanl agreed with hin.

“You see, we llc-n! like yonr Danb, any-
way,” said Blake. “ He's a swanking cad,
and he ecan't play cricket. We don't get

whole holidays every day. Why should we
waste one on that ass 2°

“Don’t call him my Daub,” growled Tom
Merry. “ I don’t like the fellow any more
than you do.”

" said Arthur

Daubeny’s team was

“ Then what did you fix up a match with
him for #
*“ Well, he wanted it
“That isn’'t a reason. Youre too soft,
Tommy ! said Blake, with a Shake of his
head. * I've always said that you 're too soft.
!1]]. the fellows have heard me.’

* Yaas, wathah. I can beah witness that
Blake is statin® the e:l:&c-t facts,” said Arthur
Augustus gravely. I have often heard him
wefer to Tom Mewwy as vewy soft indeed.”

Tom Merry glared.

* You pair of asses " he began.

“ Bai Jove! If you allude to me as & paib
of asses, Tonm® Mewwy—"

“Hs hs, hal” :

“ Weally, dear boys, I fail to see any
weason for mewwiment in Tom Mewwy’s wude
wemarks, 2

I considah——

* You fellows were quite glad to hear that
a match was fixed up for the holiday,” said
’lom ’&Ecrrv argumentatively.

Ve thnught it was a cricket mateh, not
4 goat’s game,” said Blake. * But dash it all,
vou can get recruits enough, leaving us out.
You can’t expect players like us to waste time
on a set of born cuckoos like Daubeny and Co.”

“ Hardly ! ” said Kangaroo.

* Well, it would be a waste of time, from
what I hear,” remarked Talbot of the Shell,
with a sinile.

“ Thou too. Brutus!” said Tom Merry,
nore l]l BOrrow thﬂ,]l 11 lll]\!.‘l‘]f

“ Oh, Tl btl[ls to you, if you want me,’
said Talbot, ©* After all, it will be mther a
joke, 1 dare say.”

" Wathah too much of a joke for me, deah
hov,” said D'Arey., I pwefer to go on the
wivah.”

“ Make up a fresh team,”
“ Kasy enough.
instance.”

It was then that Arthur Agustus I'Arey
surprised his ehums by his sudden reference
to his hopeful young brother, Wally of the
Third.

* Well, what about Wally 77 demanded
Tom Merry, crossly. * What the thump has
voung Wally to do with the matter ¢

** I have an 1deah, deah boys.”

“Bosh!”

said Blake.
Leave it to the fags, for



“1f you do not wish to heah my ideah,
Tom Mewwy—--"

“ My dear chap, ideas don’t grow in Study
No. 6, said Tom Merry. * But you can wag
your'chin if you like. Your remarks can’t bo
much more fat-headed than Blake'’s, anyhow.”

*“ Why, you ass * began Blake.

“ Pway allow me to makea wemark, Blake.
I was suggestin® Wally, you fellows "

“ Bother Wally ! ” grunted Manners.

“1 wefuse to bothah Wally. Wally 18 my
minah .

“ But avhat about him ? "~ shrieked Tom
Merry. “ Come to the point!™

“T am comin’ to the point as fast as I can,
Tom Mewwy. It is wathah difficult to come

to the point when a chap is constantly intew- -

wupted by burblin’ asses. T considah——"
“ 8it on his head, somebody !
“ 1 wefuse to have my head sat upon.
was goin’ to pwopound a wippin® stunt
“ Bedtime at half-pust nine,” said Monty
Lowther, gravely. “ That only gives you
another four hours to jaw, Gussy. Can you
get it done in the time ¢ ™
“ Weally, Lowthah
“ (all me when Gussy’s done,” said Manners,

1

Ei

leaning back and closing his eyes. 1 can
do with a couple of hours’ nap.”

“1 wegard that wemark as asinine,
Mannahs. 1 am suggestin’ a stunt to wescue

us all fwom the widiculous posish we have
. been placed in by your egwegious fatheaded-
ness, and Tom Mewwy's. My ideah istoleave
the mattah to Wally. He can play St. Winny's
with a team of fags of the Third Form.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“ Wally will wepwesent the juniah cwickes
club on the occasion, so everythin’ will be in
ordah,” said Arthur Augustus. * The young
boundah will be very pleased to play for St.
~ Jim's, and his dasbhed fags will be quite up to
the weight of Daubeny and Co.”

% Ha, ha, hal™

“ No doubt about that,” said Tom. =1
believe our Second Form could heat them ; 1
know the Third could. They had hardly a
man, that I saw, equal to Wally, or Reggie
Manners, or voung Levison.” :

“ Yaas, wathah |  We shall save our dignity
in this way—we weally couldn’t be seen on the

{

.. _.'l' I
& .

ewicket gwound, vou know, with such a -

feahful crew of fumblahs as Daubeny and Co.”

“We don’t want to risk losing the match,
though,” said Manners. * Daubeny would
swank no end if he beat St. Jim's; and he
would forget to mention that he'd played a
scratch gang of fags here.”

“ No wisk at all, Mannahs.”

“None!™ gaid Tom. * The Third could
beat St. Winny's. It's not such a rofiten 1dea
as one would expect from Gussy——"

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy——"

“Qut of the mouths of babes and suck-
lings——"" said Lowther.

“1 wefuse to be wepgarded as a babe and
sucklin’ | 7 exclaimed Arthur Augustus in-
dignantly. “1 wegard this as a vewy
wippin® ideah, if young Wally will play up.”

Tom Merry nodded with a cheery grin.

The noble Gussy often had great ideas, but
they did not often meet with enthusiastic
admiration from his comrades. But on the
present occasion the whole company agreed
bhat Gussy had hit the right nail on the head.

‘It was agreed that it was like Daubeny’s
cheek to challenge St. Jim’s juniors to a
cricket match, when his team was composed of
hopeless ** duds ” who were not fit to play a
fag eleven b the great game. To give him a
fag team to meet was quite a proper retort to
his * cheek.”

Tom Merry was within his rights in putting

e )

any team he chose into the field ; and certainly -
" the Third Form of St. Jim's could put in a

better eleven than the one the Co. had seen
on the bank of the Chadway.

1f Daubeny did not like it, he could * lump ™
it. That was how the St. Jim's juniors
looked at the matter.. :

If Daubeny of St. Winifred’s had been a
more agreeable fellow perhaps Tom Merry
would have hesitated. But what the juniors
had seen of the great Daub on the Benbow
had not pleased them at all.

There was no harm in taking down a swank-
ing ass a peg or two; the two chums agreed

on that.
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Besides, Daubeny would have no reasonable
grounds for complaint ; for the St. Jin’s fag
eleven certainly would beat him. Judging by
what they had scen the previous day, the

)



THE NINTH CHAPTER
Wally and Co. at Home

chums of St. Jim's were quite assured that
Wally and Co. could walk all over the St
Winny's cricketers.

There was a little discussion in Tom Merry's TIIERP was a distinet odour of burning
study, punctuated with many chortles; and as Tom Merry opened the door of the
it was agreed on all hands to adopt the ripping  Third-form room. There was also an odour

idea of the great
Gussy.

A whole holi-
day, otherwise
to be wasted

on fumbling 7

cricket, would

be saved ; and '¥A
the lofty Dau-

beny would

put in his pro- |
per place; and °

whatever hap-
pened, the St.
Winny's team

would be sent |

defeated home.
And =0 it was
settled.

And, after
tea, Tom Merry
decided to ap-
proach 1) Arcy
minor on the
<ubject. There
was little doubt
that Wally of
the Third would
jump at the
chance of play-
mg his fag team
d 3 Tepresenta-
tive of the
«chool, and no
doubt at all
hat the Thard
Form youths
vould back

m up enthusiastically, j
<rple and entertaining way out of a diffi-
© Augustus remarked
17 he could alwavs
‘wight and

ity ; and when !
that, whatever the ©
« relied upon to point out the *
pwopah ™ thing to do, his comrades did not

e

11 the middle of the Line stood o
ing Nammels, and Vernon lJ;J.u-r:n.,_» uttered a surprised e¢juculition

aw he recoenised Joack Dirake, and o crowd of the St Winny's Fourth. ;
as he recognised Juck Dn “';,;n{}_.t: L ;L:L; ¥ Y of soot upon his
z 4 _1;_" LB

(

of herrings. But
the smell of
burning was the -
stronger of the:
two. Ewident-
ly, as Monty
Lowther re-
marked, a feast
was toward in
the halls of the
Third.

Evening pre-
paration was
over, and Mr.
Selby had left
his Foerm to
their own de-
vices. And their
present  device
was apparently
supper in the
Form-room. A
fire, principally
of sticks and
cardboard, was
blazing in the
grate, and two
or threeamateur
cooks were gath-
ered round it
D’Arcy minor—
Wally of the
Third —with a
very red face
and a perspiring
brow, and a dab

eronp of schoolbays in whitz cricket-

nose, was toast-
ing a4 herrivg, Impaled upon a toasting-fork.
Manners mipor had another herring, slalfully
fixed upon a couple of pens.  But Frank Levi-
son was the happy possessor of a [ruuu-pml
and in the pan reposed three fish, in more
or less advanced stages of scorching, While
Joe Fravne was making toast—an operation
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which consisted of charring black patches
upon thick slices of bread.

Wally and Co. were too busily engaged,
to heed the three Shell fellows standing
grinning in the doorway.,

“ We're in time for supper!” murmured
Monty Lowther. *° Those herrings look rather
tempting, what 2

Tom Merry shuddered.

“ Greasy little beggars!” said Manners.
“ They prefer this to supper in Hall.”

“ Better a burnt herring and contentmens
therewith,” said Lowther.

I¥Arey minor looked round.

“ Hallo, what do you bounders want?”
he inquired disrespectfully. “If you've
conme to supper—-"

“We haven’t ! ”” said Tom Merry, hastily.
“I've come to have a word' with you.”

“ Oh, we don’t mind,” said Wally, generous-
Iy. * We've got a stack of herrings, and we
can easily broil a few more. 'ﬂu got the
lot cheap from Dame Tagales ; she was glad
to be rid of them, I thmk—i:hev wouldn’t
have lasted over to-morrow. You can stay
to supper.” -

“ Yes, there’s plenty,” said Reggie Manners.
“ Bome of them are a bit gamy, but they're
really all right.”

“Ahem!”

A supper on “gamy” herrings, consider-
ably burnt in the process of cooking, was
not enticing to the Shell fellows. They did
not want to appear ungrateful. Dut they
did not want that supper.

“Did you say you had something to
jaw, Tom Merry ? * asked Wally.

“Yes, kid.”

“ Not so much of your kid,” said D’Arcy
minor. “ But you can go ahead. Are you
looking for cricket recruits ? If so, you've
come to the right shop. There are some fellows
here who rmzid play the heads off the Shell.”

“ What-ho ! " said Manners minor,

“You've hit it ! " said Tom,

[ Eh 'E 5

“You've got it, kid.”

“Oh! My cm]s aunt Jane ! ” ejaculated
Wally, in astonishment, “ You really want
some men from the Third for encket ? 7

= Nag."

[EH

“ Good man ! * said Wally, heartily.

There was a perceptible growth of geniality
among the Third-formers. In spite of their
persuasion that they counld play cricket quite
as well as anybody in the Lower School
they had certainly not expected the junior
captain to call upon their services, In that
matter Tom Merry had never previously
seen eye to eye with them.

“ Now vou're talking sense,”
mium?.

“ Hear, hear!

“ Well, Tom ‘lEcnv does tall sense at times,”
remarked W ally., ** He's not half such an ass
as you might expect. How many men do
vou want, Tommy ¢’

* Bleven.”

“ Wha-g-at 2 ”

“ A whole team,” said Tom.

Wally looked at him suspiciously.

* if you're pulling my leg——" he began.

“ Not at all, kid. ~ We want you ids—o>

“Us what ?”

“ You chaps—we want you chaps to take
over a match for us.”

“ You don't feel equal to it yourselves 2 *
asked Levison minor.

“You young ass ! * began Manners.

“Shush ! ” said Tom. * Yes, that's it—
we don’t feel equal to the mateh, for various
reasons, It takes place next Wednesday,
and we want. you to put a Third-form team
in the feld, \‘talh You'll captain the team,
and you'll pick vour men from the Third
Form. How do you like the idea ¢ ”

“If you're spoofing—-"

“ Honest Injun!™

“Well, we wouldn't mind,” said Wally,
cautiously, ** Who's the enemy 7”7

“ 5t. Winifred’s juniors.”

“1 didn’t know vyou had a fixture with
St. Winifred’s.”””

“ This is the first,” explained Tom.

““And the last!” added Manners.

“5t. Winifred’s!” said Wally, thought-
fully. ““I've heard about that show. They
shifted the school te a barge, or something,
while the old show was being rebuilt or
KOT! {-ﬂun;,

"An old wazship,” said Tom. “ Danbenw
and his team are (mning over to play us

sald Levison
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on Wednesday, and we want your team to
meet them.”

“Why don't yvou play them yourselves,
if vou've fixed up a match with them "
mqmred Reggie Manners,

* Well, thev're not up to our “el"]i

“ Phen they’re not up to ours.’

“ Ahem ! ”

“That’s so,” agreed Wally. * 5till, we
wouldn't mind taking the match over, Let’s
see—there isn't a match on for Wednesday,
is there, Levison ?”

*1 think not,” said Frank.

Tom Merry smiled. Third-form matches—
even 1f one was * on “—were not matters of
very great consequence, though nothing
would have induced Wally and Co. to admit
the fact.

“Well, as we've got a vacant date, we
nurghi; gee you throu;;h said D'Areyv minor.

‘Tt's rather a queer idea, but you Shell fish
are pretty queer anyhow. We'll beat St.
Winifred’s for you, with pleasure. What
are you fellows going to do?”

“'Oh, we shall be on the river, most likely.
We'll stay in to meet Daubeny when he
comes, and then clear off and leave him
to vou.”

“1 wouldu’t mind putting vou in my
team. Tum Merry.”

‘Kh?’

"You're not half bad at ecricket,”
‘n’t'allv patronisingly.

“ You voung ass—ahem ! I mean, thanks;
but T'd rather leave the match w holly in
vour hands. I can rely on you to wl hack
st. Winifred’s,” '

*“ Oh, that's all right! It's a jolly queer
thing, passing a school matth on to us like
dn-: Whose idea was it ?°

“ Your muJur' suggested it."”

* Oh, Gussy ! Bound 1o bé a queer idea,
then, if it was Clussy’'s.  Never mind, we 1l

LE\P it on, if you mean business.”

* Honest [njun, I tell you!™
“Done ! said Wally.

Adolphus D’Arey was

said

'\‘t.huu;,,h Walter
Juummg an extremely nonchalant manner,
it was easy to see thnt he was highly delighted.

Taking over a achm}! ? match was a
feather in the cap of the Third ; there was

no doubt about that. Wally could guess
that Tom Merry had landed himself carelessly
with a match with some fumbling team he
did not care to waste a holiday upon: bub
that did not alter the fact that it was a junior
*8chool ¥ match, and a great opportunity for
the fag eleven to disti nguish itself.

After the match the Third-formers W m}]d
be able to allude nonchalantly to * our
match with St. Winny's juniors,” and certainly
they would never remember to mention the
rcasons why the match had been passed
on to them.

In fact the faces of the fags were now
shining even more with satisfaction than
m't1 herrings

“It'sa go!” said Levison minor.

“Rely on us,” said Reggie
“ We'll see you through.
helping you out of a fix.”

“ Any time vou're booked to meet a team
above your weight, you can come to us,”
added Jamegon.

* Thanks awfully!” said Tom Merry.
“T1 remember. Then it's a go—vou play
Ht. Winifred's on Wednesday.”

“It's a ;m? But look ?wrc* said Wally
cautiouslv. “ No creeping out at the last
minute, or anvthing of that kind. If we
take over the match we shall put in some
extra practice between now and Wednesday,
It’s got to be understood that we play St,
Winifred’s, and that the matech is ours,
and that we don't give it up if you change

Manners.
We don’t mind

vour mind.”’
* Honour bright ! ™' said Tom,
“Good! But it's just as well to have

things settled. If you don’t mind, we’ll

go and see Kildare about it, and you can

tell him how it's fixed, as Head of the Games,”
Tom Merry nodded, with a smile.

“ 1 don't mind,” he said,

“ Then we'll go now,” said Wally, jumping
up.

* (‘omie on, then.”

Tom Merry and Manners left the form-

room in company with the leader of the
Third. The fags were left in a buzz of excited
discussion. There was no doubt that the
Third-formers were pleased at the prospect
of representing St. Jim’s in a School match,
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Tom DMerry and  Wally proceeded im-
mediately to the Sixth-form passage, where
’lunl tapped at Kildare's door.

“Come in!” called out- the pleasant
voice of Eric Kildare, the captain of St
Jim's,

The two juniors entered, Wally taking
in with him a slight and agreeable scent of
herrings.

Kildare was chatting in his studv with
Darrel of the Sixth, but. Le paused and cost
an mquiring glance at his visitors.

“Well, what is it 27 he asked.
short !

Tnm Merry explained how matters stood,
zmd Kildare raised his e rr*bmws a httle.

“Tt's a rather odd tlnncr he said. * Why
don’t you want to ljla} the team vou've
arranged to meet. 2 7

“We've seen them since, and they're a
seti of fumbling asses, Kildare. It would be
a waste of tlmtf

“Oh} but

* They're eutltled to meet a St
team, and the Third will be a St. Jim’s
team,” said Tom. * They can’t grumble.”

“1 should think they'd he “offended if
they find that they're being palmed off
with a fag eleven.”

* Well, that’s theirlook-out. They shouldn’t
have had the thumping theL to send us
i r]m]l-:-'nnp when they can’t play ericket for
toffee,”

Kildare laughed.

“Well, it's vour own bizney,” he said.
) What do you want me to do in the matter 7 7

" Wally wants you to take official cogniz-
ance, as Head of the (fames, that the mdu]
i« handed over to the Third,” =ald Tom,
with a grin, ' He doesn’t want to get ready
for the match aml risk its being mhm out

“ Cut it

Jim's

of hig hands again.”

"Oh, I see! TI'll make & note of it. 1
suppose you've quite made up your mind
abont 1t ¢ "

* Oh, quite! ™

“1t's understood, then, that the match
‘<longs to the Third, whether you change
sour mind or not ¢ said Kildare.

* That's it.””

“ Right, then

practice, and 1t was the morrow’s
.mateh that he was thinking of as he came

The twao juniors left the study.,

* All serene, old top ! ™ said Wally, in the
passage. © We'll beat St. Winny's for you,
We'll take over the Greyfriars and Rookwood
matches as well, if you like.”

“I don’t,” said Tom, laughing.

And he returned to his quarters satisfied,
while Wally cut off to the Third form room
m astate of great elation.

And the mext day Wally and Co. might
have been seen~—and, invfact, were seen—
slogging ab ericket practic™tn the fag ground
with gmat assiduity. St. W inifred’s nnght
or might not he a tmm ol fumbling slackers,
hut W.J,Ih, like a wise leader, was leaving
nothing to chance. Duwring the following
days he kept his men at work with the rwchul:
of a drill-sergeant, till some of his faithful
follewers began to wish that they had never
heard of the St. Winifred's match,

THE TENTH CHAPTER
Jack Drake thinks it out

ACK Drakr of St. Winifred's came along
the gangway from the shore to the
Benbaow, with a cricket bat under his arm
and a frown on his handsome face. It was
Tuesday, the day before the fixture St. Wini-
fred's . St Jim'=, Drake had been at ericket:
cricket

lmL to the Benbow with a frowning brow.
That fixture worried Drake,

“ Rotten ” as Vernon Daubeny wag in the
position of junior cricket captain, he had a
areat deal of influence in many ways among
the St. Winny's junioes, and shifting him
from his position was not an easy task, A
few more deipatﬁ ]thaps would cause the
fellows to grow * fed ** with Daub, but in the
meantime ancther defeat was to bo gnthered
up at St Jun's; and Jack Drake disliked
that idea very mueh. He had thought: over
the matter a great deal, and discussed it with
his chum, Pc}dnev, and with Sawyer major,
and Estcourt, and others of his friends, but
it did not seem that anything was to be done.

Bui a determination was growing in Drake’s
mind thet Daubeny should not be allowed to
make 8t. Winny's look absurd on the St.
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Jim's cricket ground. If he wouldn't play
the game, and wouldn’t make room for others
to play it, he had to be dealt with. Drake
had made up his mind on that point:; the
only guestion that remained was how to deal
with the chief of the * Bucks.”

That was the problem that corrugated
Drake’s brow as he came over the gangway,
his bat under his arm.

Daubeny and Co. were lounging on the
deck, and they grinned as the junior passed
them.

The match was to take place on the morrow,
and Daub, who was rolling in money, had
ordered a big and expensive car to convey the
eleven to St. Jim's, It was the great Daub’s
way to do things in stvle, so far as the expen-
diture of money went. But the great Daub
did not think it necessary to put in any extra
practice that day. No doubt he considered
that his form was quite good enough.

Dralke glanced at the grinning nuts of the
Shell, and his frown deepencd. He stopped
to speak.

" Look here, Dauh

* Hallo, old top!™
“ Been at the nets 7"

“Yes. You fellows onght
there, too,”

Daubeny shook his head with a smile.

“ We don't need so much practice as you
fags,” lie remarked.

* Oh, quite ! " grinned Fgan.

“Don’t talk out of your hat!” growled
Drake croasly. © You know 1 could Jnlm' vour
heads off. How the club stands you 18 a
mystery to me. Look here, Daubeny. are vou

taking over to St. Jim's the same crew that
you played against Chade last week 7

** Practically.”

“ Chade wiped up the ground with vou.
Are vou ﬂpenaﬂv keen on getting a licking
at 8t. Jim's ?°

“ We ghall beat them all !“l""llt I think!"”

“ You know you can't !’

Dﬂllbtn? %hmﬂqed his shoulders.

“ You don’t seem to care twopence for the
name of the school,” said Jack Drake bitterly.
“You bag a fixture with a school like St.
Jim’s, and vou take over there a crew of duds
that the fags will snigger at.”

' he 'l!PE_-{:’tIl.
said Daubenv aflably,

to have been

(

“ Which means that yon want me to play
vou against St. Jim's! " remarked Daubeny,
with a smile to his comrades. “ Can’t be
l;lune._ Drake, You ain’t guite up to School
Larm.

" Hardly,” assented Torrence.

* Not at all,” observed Sceley, with a sage
shake of the head. * 1t's only your conceit
makes you think so, Drake.”

The Fourth-former breathed hard.

* I don’t ask you to put me in, Daub,” he
said, controlling his temper. ** Put in a few
fellows who can keep their end up, There's
& good many to choose from in the Fourth,
and a few in the Shell.”

* My dear man, I've got all the hest men
in my team now.”

“ Oh, quite! ™ :

“You know vou haven't!™ exelaimed
Drrake savagely. ™ You're a silly eliump, but
vou're not such a born idiot as to think that,”

“ What I like about the Fourth,” said
Danbeny to his chums, s their polished
‘hesterfieldian manuner. It does them credit.”

“‘Ha, ha, hal”™

Drake gave an impatient snifi and walked
on, leaving the “Bucks™ of 8t. Winifred's
ehuckling.

He went down to the Fourth-form quarters
and entered No. 8 Study, where Dick Rodney
was brewing coffee on a spirit-stove, Rodney
looked up with a smile,

* Nearly ready,” he remarked.
up? You look waxv.”

* I feel waxy,” growled Drake, pitching his
hat into a corner. " I've just been speaking
to Daub.

* Oh, Daub!

¥ Anvthing

" said Rodney.

“The silly chump is bent on getting a
licking at St. Jim’s, and making St. Winnv's
Innk ridiculous.”

I don’t think he cares much whether thev
are licked or not, old chap. Those silly asses
brag that they don’t work at ericket. They're
after a day out tlneﬁt the cricket match is

only an incident.”

* 1t's rotten ! © 2

“Can’t be helped,” said Rodney,

“ Lovelace ought to interfere, as captain of
St, Winny's, I suppoze he will sooner or
later.”
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“ Well, the juniors have always been allowed
to select their own skipper, m1d 1t can’t be
denied that Daub has a majoritv.”

“ Rotten slackers like himself " growled
Dralce

“ Quite true ;
done.”

* Well, something’s going to be done.”
eaid Drake deu:l{lrhd]y “1 met some of the

(‘hade fellows this afternoon, and they were
chippmtr me about the cricket. 1'm quite fed
up.

but I don’t see what can ke

¢ Same here, hut

“If Daub persists in plaving the goat
Daub’s gof to be stopped.”

Rodney Upmmdhmm es. “How ¢

“T've got an idea.”

“Good man ! gaid Rodney.,
it over tea.”

“ Where’s Tootles ? T don’t want him to
kear; it would be all over the chip in tcn
minutes.”

“ He's pone to tea with Newson. Newson's
had a remittance, and Tuckey has become
his devoted chum-—for this afrerncon.”

Jack Drake langhed.

“All the better! Tl tell von over tea,
then. It's a rather drastic stunt.’

The coffee was brewed, and the two chums
sat down to tea. Jack Drake had elosed the
door carefully. Evidently secrecy was re-
l_[ulrer] concerning his drastie stunt.

“ Well,” said Boﬂnm as he ch 1}1}1011 his egg,
“I'm ltstenmgﬁﬂtl'f ears, in fact. How is
Daub going to be stopped ?

“ There’s a good eleven to e picked out of

* he asked.

“ Let's have

the Fourth: Form, among our =et,” said
Drake. *“ Us l:'.m, and Jsteourt, Sawyer
major, Rawlings, Norman, Conway—and

some more—all good men.”

“ Danb won'’t pit’-lc one of them.
not friends of his,”

“A cricket captain oughtn’t to pick his
men out of hia personal frlc,nds, whether they
can play cricket or not.”

‘“ Better tPll Daub that!” said Rodney,
I’umhmfr “ I know it already, old fellow.”

“I've told Daubeny often encuch. ‘Now,
we could make up a good eleven, that would
give St. Jim's a tussle for their money, Why
shouldn’t we do 162"

They're

“Eh? Because Daub’s eleven is the St.
Winny's junior eleven, and plays for the
school, of course,”

" They're going over to St. Jim’s to-morrow
in & big car.”

“Good old Daub! Always splashing his
mmwv about.”

" Suppose they don’t arrive there ? ¥ said
Drake.

“ Wha-a-at 2 ?

“ Suppose thﬁ car was held npa—-"

“ Held up! " gasped I{nrlnpy

“Yes; and that gang of slackers turned
aut of it i

“ My only hat!

“ Landed somewhere, ten miles from any-
v.hert' %0 that they multln t get a tl.lm to

. Jhm's 1n time "

* Phew 1 ? :

“ And suppose we went on in the ear—7"

“ Drake! _

“ As the St. Winifred's eleven!” wound
up Drake. *“How does that strike you 2

Dicl Rodnev did not state how that struck
him. He simply stared at his chwin open-
mounthed,

I}j

THE ELEVENTH CHAFTER
Back up !

ICK Ronxey found his voice at last.
“You're joking, I suppose?” he
ejaculated, when he found it, :

“I'm not joking,” said Jack Drake deter-
minedly, *“I've thought it out, and I mean
it, every word. Why shouldn't we do it 27

* Isuppose there's about a thousand reasons
why we shouldn't,” said Dick Rﬂdnry
: Thnra would be a terrific row about it.”

“Who cares 7 ”

“ Daub and Co. would kick up no end of a

:-shmdl. i
“ Let them,”

“How are we to stop the car?” asked

todney, after a panse. The question showed
that he was already entertaining Drake’s
aumazing scheme,

“Easy enough. We know the road it
must follow, as far as Kingsford at any rate.
We can be ahead of it on the road and stop
it. Ouce we get to close quarters, those
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slackers won't put up much of a iussle.
Thev'd be afraid of getting their beautiful
clobber goiled ! ™" said [)z*tl:-’* with a seornful
sniff.

“ Oh. we could handle theni—a dozen of
us.” assented Rodnev. * But——"

* But what ? ™

“If we bagged their car they'd get to a
ralhfray statmn and come on, and -frf:t to St.
Jim’s later

“ We'd take care theydidnt! We'd give
them a ten-mile walk to a railway station,
After that they wouldn’t feel very keen about
a long journey and a cricket mateh. They'd
pet in on their hands and Lnem after tramping
ten miles—that slacking lot.”

“ Well, ten miles is a bit of a tramp, even
for chaps Whu aren’t slackers,” said Rodney,
laughing. “ Tt would knock ont Danb and
Co. rlght enoungh. Serve them jolly well
right, for that matter. But——"

* Old scout, vou're as full of
billy-goat,” said Drake. 1
y:-}lv gznud idea.”

*The chaufieur might refnse to drive us,
if Daub told him not to. He's Daub’s man,
vou know.”

* He would think over it, and withdraw his
refusal, if we held his nose in a ditch for a
bit.”

* Oh. erumbs!”

“ Besides, we'll stand him a good tip. If
vou come to that I can drive a car easily
P!!ﬂllﬂ'h I've driven a car in the holidays at
home. A detail like that won't stop us,”

Dick Rodney rubbed his nose thoughtfully.

His chum’s suggestion had taken away his
breath at first ; hut the more he thonght of it
the better he liked it.

Daubeny and (‘o. were in need of a severe
leszon, and this lesson, certainly, would be
severe enough. And certainly the scheme
was quite jllﬁ‘tlﬁ!tl’] e: the right men would
get to 8t. Jim's for the cricket match, instead
of the wrong men. A cricket captain who
put every other consideration before ericleet
was not a captain to be treated with respect.
And if the new team won the match at Sr.
Jim's, that would be a justifieation in itself.
Nothing succeeds like success.

In any case Drake had evidently made up

buts
i !l | [lE'..

as a
i's a

his mind : and Roduney, as a loyal chum, had
to back him up.

“Well, I'm on,” he said, at last. * But
Tom Merry will he expecting to see Daub
at hiz school.  He will be a bit surprised to
find vou cricket captain.”

* We needn’t explain it all at St. Jim's.
Merry will simply think that changes have
been made in the team. He knows how much
they were needed, after seeing the play here
last weelk.”

* No doubt about that. In faet, I thought
Merry was rather sorry he'd ﬂﬂ'l‘E‘Ed to pla}
Thub at all, after seeing his ﬂ;vl&

‘1 noticed that : in fact, there’s no mistake
about it. Dash it all, if St. Jim’s give up a
whole holirl av for the match, it's up to St.
Winny's to send over a team worth meeting.
Hmnethl ng's due to them.”

“Quite so.  We'll do it—if we can get the
fenilmv-n to back us up.”

* 1 think that will he all vight, IFvery chap
who can put up a good game is pretty sick at
heing left out of the eleven, Look here, we 3]
have a study mcavhnu and put it to them,’
said Drake.” ** You can go round asking the
fellows qum‘rlx to step into this study after
tea, We'll make upa list of the men we want
—say a round dozen—and nobody else need be
told a word till afterwards. It's got to be
kept dark, of course.  1{ Daub got a hint of it,
we shouldn’t cateh him on the road.”

“ Ha, ha! I should think not.’

There was an earnest discussion in No. 8
Study till tea was over. Then Dick Rodney
quietly departed on his mission,

Later on every few minutes a fellow dropped
nto the study to the secret meeting.

The Fourth-formers were rather surprised
to find a meeting in progress. as they dropped
in : Rodney had given no P\]}lflnﬁtlml so far,
save that Jack Drake had something of impor-
tance to communicate, which was to be kept
strietlv dark.

No. 8 Study was pretty well crowded when
the last recruit arrived, in company with
Rodney himself. It was a case of “*standing
room only,”” as Rodney remarked.

Drake closed the door, and locked it, to
prevent possible interruptions. Then he faced
the surprised and curious crowd of juniors.
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“ Well, what's the game % ° " inquired Sawyer
major. “Isit a Fe&cl or a Sinn Fein meeting,
or a Grunpowder Plot. 2 ¥

“ It’s a wheeze | gaid Drake,

“Goit!”

“ It’s up against Daubeny !

“ Hear, hear ! ”

“ Any fellow who doesn’t care to back us
up, can stand
out,” continued
Drake. “But
he will be ex-
pected to keep
his head shut
about what I'm
going to say.”

““That’s un-
derstood,” said
Rawlings. “ Pile
in, old top.”

Jack Drake
proceeded to

explain.

The meeting
simply blinked
at him.

When he had
finished they
were still blink- [
ing. Nobody
seemed to have
anything tosay,
for the moment.

“Well, will {
you fellowsback
up ¥ demanded
Drake. “I’ve
picked you out °
because you're
cricketera. You
can give St
Jim's a good
game ; theyre
entitled to it.”

“ But—but what about Daub % "’
Norman.

* Nothing about Daub.
this act.”

““ It will be a lark | grinned Sawyer major,
“ Fancy Daub’s face afterwards! He will be
chortled to death, if this comes off.”

stuttered

Daub iz dead in

It was a dusty, disconsolate, weary crowd that limped at last

into the railway station at Kingsford !

“ It will come off, u]l right, if we take it in
hand,” said Drake, * The question is, will
vou i@llaw-s ]}*1{,]\ up, and play the game for
St. Winifred's ¢

“ Hear, hear!™

“ Done, ‘Lhen ! said Drake, his eyes
sparkling. ** Better cut, now it’s sebtled;
we don't want Daub to sniell a mouse. Mind,
not a word out-
side thisstudy.”

“Not a giddy
syllable!”
grinned Sawver
Major. ;

And so it was
sottled.,

What Dau-
beny of the Shell
, would have
thought, if he
had known, was
an interesting
question, Buf
Daub did not
know, and was
not lakelv to.

What Tom
Merry would
have thought,
too, was a still
more intereat-
ing question,
-."Ot'ul(lﬂ‘lliq the
arrangement he
had made with
Wally and Co.
of the Third—
on the astute
suggestion  of
Arthur Augus-
tus D’Arey.
But Tom Merry
did not know
—vyet !

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER

Tom Merry is Satisfied !

¥ le Jove! The young boundahs are weally
gettin’ on!”

Arthur Augustus D'Arey made that remark
in tones of loftv approval,

)
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Cricket practice was going on. on the fag’s
ground at St. Jim’s, at the very same moment

that the meeting was being held in Jack .

Drake's study on board the Benbow filteen
miles away.

Wally and Co. were excelling themselves
at the nets.

Tom Merry had kindly come along to see
how the fags were shaping, with Lowther and
Manners, Blake and Dig and Gussy. The
heroes of- the Third pnded themselves upon
knowing as much about the great game as
their elders of the Fourth and the Shell ; buf
they were not insensible to the honour of bemfr
watched at practice by the great men of the
junior eleven, Which was prcwed by the fact
that D'Arcy minor * slanged ” Jameson for
mufiing a catch, ot a great rate, as the distin-
guis ished onlookers arrived.

*Jolly good, for fags,” commented Tom
Merry. * Those s:lsmLma duffers from =t
Wmafrer_ s won't have & look-in, that’s pretty
gertain,”

** Not an earthly,” agreed Blake.

* Wathah not ! * grinned Arthur Augusius.
“ Tt's weally not my “wish o bw ag at all. deah
hovs, but i think that in this ease vou will
admit that T have pointed out the pwopah
thmﬂ' to do.”

“ Who said the age of miracles was past!”
murmured Monty Lm\ ther.

* Weally, Lowther

“ It was really a good idea,” confeszed Tom
Merry, ** what ht'ah me is, how you came to
ihml-. of it, Gussv.

"W eallv Tom Mew WYy

2 | fa,n(v Daubeny will be a bit edze-wise,
when he finds that the team plaving him i3
selected from the Third Form!™ remarked
Manners,

“Tat him be as edge-wize as he likes”
answered Tom Merry, ** He had no right
to challenge us. If he gets taken down
for his :’hEPk that’s his own look-out, The
Third will beat him ; and what more can he
want ? 7’

*“ Ha, ha, ha!”

i Yaas wathah |

“1 don’t believe in ranning risks with o
cricket mateh,” said Gru:nrit- of the Shell,
joining the group of spectators.  “* You'll

(

Lt

look a silly ass if the St. Winny's crowd beat
lhh wang of fags, lum Merry.”

Tl]w. c oulqln i !

“Quite imposs, Gwunday,” said Arthur
Augustus [Arev, “ 1 haye seen the sillay
asses ab ¢ W icket, und 1 hardly think they could
beat vou.”

“ What 7°

“1 am not surpwised that you are aston-
ished, Gwunday : but it is weally a fact that
some of the St. Winny’s chaps play as wottenly
as you do.”

“ Ha, ha, ha 1 ™

Grundy bestowed a wrathful glare upon the
swell of St. Jim's.. George Alired Grundy’s
ericket was a standing ]oke' as Monty
Lowther had humorously remarked, it was

the funniest thing going, with the solitary
exception of Grundy's footer. But George
Alfred himself could not be expected to see
that.

*“ Even Twimble of the Fourth could play
them.” went on Arthur Angustus innocently.

"1 do not believe that Daubeny’s bowlahs '
could take even Twimble's wicket. I weally '
nevali gaw such a fumblin’ cwew. Bai Jove,
suppose vou ask Wally for a place in the team,
{i“ unday.”

* Me in the fag team ! ™ hooted Grundy.

e laa.c:. wathah! You would have g
chance of ])Imm for 8t. Jiwm's without doin’
any harm ! ° P:«.]}Imm'ri Arthur Augustus,

“ You silly ass | " roared Grundy, while the
othet fellow chuekled.
* Weally, Gwunday——"

Biff ! Grundyv of the Shell smote Arthur
Augustus upon the hat, and strode away in
wrath,

There was a howl from the swell of St. Jim's,

“Yow! BaiJove! Oh, my hat!”

“ Ha,ha, hal®

Arthur Angustus struggled with his hat,
and suceeeded in Mt:aftmfr hiz head from it,
and glared round furiously in search of Grundy
of the Shell. But Grundy, fortunately for
him. had vanished by that time. Possibly it
was fortunate for Arthur Augustus also.

“Bai Jove! T shall give that wuffian a
feahful thwashin’ when I see him again'
gasped Arthur Augustus. “ Fancy any fellow
bein’ Hun enongh to damage a fellows'
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toppgh, you know ! T should think even the
Kaisah would stop at that, bai Jove !

Whereupon Monty Lowther proceeded to
quote Shakespeare, with variations ;

“ Who steals my purse, steals trash,
But he who lays rough hands upen my
topper——"’

" Pway don’t be a sillay ass, Lowthah,”
said Arthur Augustus crossly. “ You have
got that quotation quite wong. There is
nothin’ at all in Shakespeare about silk
toppahs. I am quite snah of that. Toppahs
were not worn in Shakespeare’s time, 1 see
nothin’ to cackle at in that wemark, you
fellows. It is very odd that I cannot make a
wemark without some sillay ass beginnin® to
cackle.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!®

* Wats | @

* Stop that ball!'” eame a howl from the
field.

Wally, at the wicket. had smitten a mighty
smite, The round red ball whizzed over the
houndary, and there was a sudden erash. I
was Arthur Augustus D'Arey who stopped
the ball, quite unintentionally, with his silk
hat.

The hat fHew in one direction, and the ball
in another. Arthur Augustus, greatly aston-
ished, gave a stagaer and sat down in the srass.

“ Bai Jove! Wha-a-at was that 2

“ Ha, ha, ha !*

* Well fielded ! ** shrieked Monty Lowther.

Levison minor came panting up to the
ropes, :

* Chuck in that ball ! ** he gasped.

" Oh, ewumbs! You young wuffian, you
have wuined my hat!” shouted Arthur
Augustus.

* Can’v you chuck in that ball ! ** demanded
Levingon minor, with a heartless disregard
for the hat,.

“T—I—]—"

Tom Merry laughed and picked up the ball,
and returned it to the fag, who grinned and
ran off with it. Arthur Augustus picked up
his hat and regarded it with anguish, Grandy's
thump had not improved it, and the crashing
ball had finished what Grundy had begun,

(

“Look ab it!" said Arthur Aungustus,
" Bui Jove! 1 have a gweat mind to go on
the field and give Wally a feahful thwashin’
on the spot! I wefnse to wemain heah any
any longah. Bothah the fage and their
sillay cwicket ! ™

And” Arthur Augustus marched ofi, with
his wrecked topper in his hand, and an ex-
pression on his noble face that was worthy of
Niobe in her most pessimistic moments.

Tom Merzy and Co. remained watching the
fags for some time, and when they strolled
back to the School-house, Tom was quite
satisfied in his mind as to the prospects of the
morrow. There was no doubt whatever that
Wally and his men, fags as they were, could
heat Daubeny and Co. hands down. Thas
was 4 7Tight and proper punishment for
Daubeny’s cheek in challenging the mighty
rien of the St. Jim's junior club—a licking at
the hands of Third Form fags. It was making
the punishment fit the crime, as it were, But
there was a surprise—a great surprise—in
store for Tom Merry in the morning, and his
opivion of Gussy’s great wheeze was likely to
change very considerably when Jack Drake’s
team arrived in the place of Daubeny and Co,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER
On the King’s Highway

DAUBF‘.HY of the Shell came on the deck of

the DBenbow in the fresh summer
morning with a very cheery expression on his
face.

Daubeny was feeling very cheery that
niorning. :

Tt was a whole Loliday, and a glorious day.
There was to be an agreeable run across
country in a handsome and commodious car,
and Junch and tea at 8t. Jim's, There waz to
be a cricket match thrown in, as it were.

But the cricket match was not the most
miportant event of the day, in the estimation
of the ~ Bucks ™ of St. Winnifred's. , Thev
made no secret of the fact that they did not,
“work 7 ab ericket ; that was just a pleasant
and gentle pastime. If they won a match,
they took the gifts that the gods sent them
with complaceney ; if they lost—as they often
did—they bore 1t with cheerful philosophy.
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Certainly they didn’t allow it to worry them
or disturb their equanimity.

Daub was prnmtmm‘ himself o pleasant
day : and the added pleasure of seeing Jack
Drake's face frowning disapproval when he
started in the big car.

But in the latter expectation he was disap-
pointed. Drake was not visible when Daub
came on deck; neither was Rodney, and a
good many more members of the St, l't.mn 5
Fourth were absent.

Tuckéy Toodles was hanging rather dis-
consolately about the deck. Drake and Co.
had gone off without hidding farewell to
Tuckey Toodles, and without even mention-
ine to him that thev were going.  Tuckey was
feeling neglected. He came up to Dauheny
on the deck with his most mfrmtlatmw smile.

“ Btarting soon, old top ? 7 he mqmrcd.

“ Yes, Fatty."”

“ Tl come in the car if vou like.”

“Phanks! I don't like.”

“You've lots of room.” urged Toadles.
“ T'll keep score for vou at St. Jim's, il you
like. Tl umpi:p for vou. In fact, r'd like to
be of use.

“ You'd like to do me a favour?’
Daubeny.

“Yes, old scont,” exclaimed Tuekev
eagerly. * Anything vou like. l’.me l'c a name.

* Then ;ump into the river——"

“Eh?

“ And stay there.”

And with that cordial remark Daubeny
walked on with his friends to the gangway,
leaving Toodles qxarmg

The | big ear had arrived, and was waiting on
the rnad by the river bank. The * Bueks ~
walked ashore elegantly, A dapper chauflenr
touched his cap to the great Daub.

** Pile in vou chaps.” yawned Daubeny.

The ericketers and their cricket bags piled in
the car. Vernon Daubenv took a cigarette-
case from his pocket : and then ﬂl&hmd to-
wards the Benbow. On second llmunhh he
decided to put off his smoke till he was at a
safer distance, and put bacl the caze. Tuekey
Toodles came r(}lhnrr up in the car, still in the
hope of attaching himself to Daub and Co. for
the day, since the Fourth-Formers had elnded

him.

*asked

* 1 say, Daub

“ Wheres Drake ? " asked Daubeny, who
was looking round in search of his rival in the
Lower School,

Vernon Daubeny had fully expected to see
Drake there, with his friends, and he was
prepared to enjoy Drake’s anger and chagrin,
]lr was dlbappmntod and annoyed.

“ Drake!™ grunted Toodles, * Oh, he's
gone out—the whole lot of them have gone
uut I think they went off just after brekker.”

“ (Gone out for the dav ? 7

“ Plaving cricket, I think,”
Tondles,

% Plaving cricket ! " said Torrence, from the
car. “ Whom the thump are they playing
Prirket with 77

“ Well, thev took their cricket things,” said
Tandles. * 1'saw Drake and Rodney getting
them rveadw, and asked Drake what was on,
and he told me to go and eat coke. Now they're
cone, and the things are gone, so I suppose
thm.' re plaving ericket c:l}nwwherﬂ

“ That's mllwr queer ! "’ remarked Seclev.,

“ Oh, quite!” said Igan. * They've no
right to fix up a match anvwhere, if vou eome
to that. They’re nobody.”

Daubeny frowned.

“ Oh, they're plm ing some kids™ team in the
village, I expect,” he remarked.  * It don't
matter to us. Let’s get off.”

Daubeny stepped into the big car.

“1 say, Dauh if vou'd like me

answered

1y

“ Start | ' said Daubeny.
¢ Daub old chap I say, dear old
bm

=5

* Stand clear !
The engine was humming. Daubeny closed
the door of the car. and T uckey Toodles
]umped back as it began to move.
I sav, old -:hap—mm he howled.

“ Rats 1"

The car ghded on.

Tuckey Toodles ran alongside to keep pace
for a few minutes, while he addressed some
more remarks to ‘. erndn Daubeny. But Daub
was no longer an “ old chap ” or a * dear old
bov.” Far from it. Now that it was certain
that he was not going to be one of the party,
Master Toodles revealed his genuine opinion
of the lordly * Bucks.™
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Yah! " roared Toodles. * You going to
play ericket! You couldn’t play marbles !
Yah!”

“LClear off. vou cheeky little beast!’
wute-d Daubeny angrily.

‘Yah! Who wmufis catches?™ velled:

Toodles, still running alongside. \"i."ha SCOTES
“-‘-u ducl’s egus in every match ¢’

" Get on, lo;-ma; " snapped Daubeny to
the chauffeur. The derisive vells of TucL(

fwdl:'b did not seem to please Daubeny.

‘ Yoasir.” _
The car was
heo l}muﬂ to

s o)
put on b‘pwd.
but Tuckey
Loodles put on

a spurt, and
remained i n
the offing,
panting  and
derisive,

Y a h !

Slackers ' ™ he
spluttered.
“"Oricket!

Bosh! Peg-
Top is vour
game ! You

an't play

ricket |~ 1'11
zive you a quid

good—was exceedingly savage. Some of his
comrades were grinning : which did not make
L Jz'mb feel any more amiable.

* Yousilly fool ! Why can 't you get going?"’
he howled to the {hauﬂeuu apparently with
the idea of ** taking it out ** of that gentleman

for the chuckle he had un'oluntar!h' emitted,
The man slowed down, and looked over hig
shoulder,
" What did vou call me, sir ?
“ I called you a fool !

he inquired
snapped Daubeny.

The chauf-
feur looked at
him.

“1 don't
allow whipper-
gnappers to
call me names,
xir,” he said,
with great
politeness, - 1
used to get
that from my
sergeant, but
I'm not taking
it from you.
Underatand ¢ '

The custo-
dian of the
acent-box
seemed to ex-
pect o reply;

lor every run but  Daubeny
vou score to- did not econ-
lay, Daub. sider 1t judi-
It won't cost cious to make

£ a sovereign. one. He sat
SR TR v '
i ]}"the-re ok " Look outf, Tfam'Mcwg-_v. you are wumplin' m -"f' jacket ‘;""' Ecmurkeﬁ ..;{TEI;:E:’E .aéhg

Arthur Augustus, in 2 tone of mild reproof. “Oh! You fearful ass ! & y

idden  sound croaned Tom Merry. (See page 167) the chauffeur
‘rom Jones, ; E drove on in

se chauffeur, which sounded suspiciously
¢ a chuckle.
" What are you crawling
apped Danbeny,
The car was going fast now, and Tuckey
toodles was left hehind—standing in the road
an exceedingly clegant attitude, with his
t thumb to his fab little n nose, and his fingers
extended. Daubeny’s lofty countenance was

red ; and Daub’s temper--never very

for, vou fool ! 2

-y

{

T

|

silence,  Daubeny sat fuming. He had not
started the day well. First there was Tucke ¥
Toodles’ derisive |rt1jmmnr=nc:> and now he
had had to accept ™ back-chat 7 from an
individual wh:mt he would have alluded to
scornfully as a ““bally chauffeur.” It was
really not grafifving to so great a man as
]):guaur,' of the Shell. It was xtzll less gratify-
ing to observe th.t his comrades did not seem

dhpimaf,=n:l at secing him taken down a peg.
J
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However, the great Daub recovered his
equanimity as the car bowled on by long
white roads and dusiy lanes : and, safe out of
sight of the Chadway and the Benbow, the
“ Bucks " opened their cigarette-cases and
put on ~ gmokes.”

With an expensive gold-tipped cigarette
between his lips, Daubeny of the Shell felt
more at peace with the world. 1t was not a
goorl preparative for a tough cricket match ;
hut that was a detail that Daub did not care
much abbut.

“ Rippin’ day ! ” vawned Torrence.

“ Oh, quite!” said Egan. * You're not
lookin® very cheery, Daub, old buck,”

“What rot!’ said Daubeny crossly.
“ Cheery as a lark!”

“ Cheeky blighter, that chaufienr!” said
Qeelev, closing one eve at his companions,

“ Hang the chauffeur!” growled Daub.
“ Hallo, we're through Kingsford. After this
lane, it's a straight run to St. Jim's by the
high road. I shall complain at the garage
about their sendin’ such a ruffian with the
car. When vou pay through the nose for a
hig car, vou want a eivil chauffeur. 1'm dashed
if I know what the dashed lower classes are
comin’ to, in these dayvs. Hallo, if the silly ass
isn't stoppin’.”

The car slowed down.

Daubeny of the Shell stood up, and glared
over the wind-gereen at the driver.

“ What are you stoppin’ for ? * he snapped.

“ Look. and youwll see, sir!”" was the
chauffeur’s reply.

Daubeny looked.

The car was following a rather narrow lane,
deeply shaded by big trees on both sides.
Kinsgford was now a mile behind. Tn the
middle of the lane stood a group of schoolboys
in white cricketing flannels, and Vernon
Daubeny uttered a surprised ejaculation as
he recognised Jack Drake, and a crowd of
the 8t. Winny's Fodrth. Drake was holding
up his hand as a signal for the car to stop:
and as the crowd of juniors blocked the
voad, the chaufieur naturally slowed down,
ander the impréssien that there was some-
thing “ up " on the road ahead.

“ Prive on! " exclaimed Daubeny.
need to stop for those kids ! ™

“ No

(

“ T suppose there’s something the matter .
ahead——-"

1 don’t suppose 20.”

“Then why are they stopping us?”

grunted the chauffeur.

* Only a lark, 1 expect.”

“T'd better ask them.”

And the chauffeur prudently stopped.

The next moment the car was surrounded
by the Fourth-formers of St. Winifred's,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER
Rough on Daub !

JM“]{ Draxe dragged the door open.
The Bucks were all on their feet now,
in amazement. They had not expected
to see Drake that day.

Daubeny glared at him.

“ What's up?” he demanded.

“ 1 am, old top,” answered Drake, coolly,
as he stepped into the car.

* (iet out ! " roared Daubeny,

“ No fear!”

Rodney and Sawyer major wedged into
the car after Drake, The Bucks viewed that
proceeding with staring astonishment. They
had not the faintest idea, so far, of what was
intended.

“ What's the matter. voung gentlemen ¢
asked the chauffenr. “Is the road up?”

“0h, no!"”

“ What have vou stopped us for, then ?”

“ Just to talk to these chaps,” answered
Dirake, cheerily. “ It's all right, chauffeur.
You just hold on.”

* Look here, what's this game ? shoutei
Davbeny, angrily. * Do vou think were
woing to give vou a lift to St. Jim's. Drake
You're jolly well mistaken, 1 can tell you'!”

“No room here for vour crowd,” sa il
Torrence, pacifically.  “ You can see that
for vourself, Drake. Don't be a cad!”

“Get out!”

Drake shook his head,

“We're not getting out,” he answered.
coolly. © We're getting in. Squeeze up, you
fellows.”

“ 1 order vou to get out of my car!”
velled Daubeny, utterly enraged by that
lawless invasion.
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“You can order till you're black in the

I we,” said Rodney. * Pile in, vou fellows,

lhm.r don’t make room it on their kneesg ™

“ Do you mind if 1 sit on your head,
Eoan 77 inquired Sawyer major.

"Ha, ha, ha!”

** Look here—-"

“Get ont!

* What are yon up to 2"

There was a chorus of indignant expostu-
lation from the Bucks of 8t. Winifred's
But they did not seek to expel the mh‘uders
v force. Jack Drake and Co, were rather
t00 hefty, in the fistical line, for Danheny
an rl his nuttv {riends to think Uf that resource.

** Chauffeur | * howled Daubeny.
“ Yessir ¢ ¥
~ Turn those young rascals out of the car ! ”

I’he rhauﬁeur blmLed at him.

* P’r’aps vou wouldn’t mind telling me, siT,

w I'm to turn out a dozen fE‘IlEI::. * he
crgpested.

"Turn them out at once!™

* I'm paid to drive this ‘ere car ! " answered

e chauffeur stolidly. I ain’t paid to scrap
=ith schoolboys, not that I knows on. I

pose you can turn them out vourselves,

vou don’t like their company.”’

Lut that was exactly what the nuts of

. Winifred's couldn’t do. Even if they had
t been nervous for their noses, they would

:ve been nervous for their (in’r}mrs As

stter of fact they were nervous for both.

The Fourth-formers swarmed into the

= car, unresisted by the surprised and

raged Bucks; meeting with only angry
"'=ﬁ-tul&ﬁom, which did not deter them in
least,

Daubenv as much surprised as enraged,

ired a8t the grinning Fourth-formers, as
e squeezed mtu heate. There was room
~r three or four; and the rest sat on the

im=¢s of the Bucks. Four or five ericket
wezs were thrown in, and the last junior in
vamed  the door shut, I]Mibény clenched
s fists,

" Will you tell me what this means, Drake 77
s hissed.

Certainly. We want a lift.”

You're not going to St. Jim's with us 2
~ Not with vou, that's a cert.”

= F (

“ Where do you want a lift to 2" hissed
Daubeny.

“ Mark's Cross.”

“You fool! That's a good ten miles out
of our wayv, across the hmi.]l ¥

“H ‘Lart]\_

“ We're not takmn‘ you there!” howled
Daubeny, furiously, * We shall he late at
St Jim’s! ™

“ You won’t be late at 8t, Jim's,” grinned
Drake. “ Now then, Daub, take it q=mlhnﬂr
and tell your man to start.”

Daubeny s reply was not in words. The
elegant Daub was not a fighting-man, as a
rule ; but he was wound up to ﬁahtmgp.teH
now, He scrambled at Drake through a
crow d of legs, and grappled with him ﬁereeh‘

“ Back up, vou fellows!” he shouted,
i Pltt"h them out.”

1t won’t be us that's pitched out, if you
fellows oive any trouble,” said Dick Rodnev

The ]3110]\-3 were aware of that ; and they
sat tight. Daubeny was atrngf,;rimrr with
Drake, and he wddenh wilap%d and dis-
appeared among a sea of legs. Drake sat on
his chest,

“ 1T say, better give them a lift where
they want to go,” atmnmplwl Seeley. ** After
all, we can 1|1aLu- up for lost time.”

“Oh, quite ! gzd*-;md Egan,

“Groogh!  Lemme ﬂcrmp' “ spluttered
Daubeny, wriggling furiously amid boots and
duat at the bnthnn of the crowded car.

“You're all right there, for the present,”
said Drake cheerily. “ Are you going to give
your man directions ? *

“Ow! Yow! No. Gvuuﬂ' ¥

“ Tread on his nose, Sawyer,”

“ Certainly.”

“Yarooop | I—I'll do as you like!”
walled Danbeny. * Chauffeur ! Where'sthat
silly idiot 2 Joneg, drive to Mark’s Cross as
quitl{ as vou can.”

“iuthn"iv gir ! ™ arinned the chaufieur.

The chauffeur had natdwrl the remarkable
seene 18 astonishment : but he concluded that
it was no business of his. He was paid to
drive the car. He drove it,

The crammed car sped on its way, tuming
from the highroad. and fu'llmmm' a "Mile
bumpy road across the heath.
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"The car was too full to be camfortable ; put
the Fourth-formers did not seem to mind.
All the grousing was on the part of the Bucks.
They were very uncomfortably wedged and
squeezed—especially Vernon Daubeny, who
was still on the floor.

Never had Daub and Co. been so eager to
reach their destination as they were during
this remarkable drive.

The car glided on swiftly by the lonely road
over the heath. It stopped at last, in the
very heart of the wide expanse, where a stone
cross marked the cross-roads. That was
Mark’s Cross, one of the most solitary spots in
the county. The car drew up, and the chaul-
feur looked round.

“ Here you are, sir!”

“ Lemme gerrup, Drake, you beast !
Daubeuy sulphurously.

" Right youare !  Open the door, Rodney.”

Dick Rod nev threw the door open.

Drake rose from his seat on Vernon Dau-
heny’s chest, and grasped the junior captain of
St. Winifred's by the collar. The next minute
Vernon Daubeny found himself sitting in the
grass by the roadside.

“Turn them out.

*“Ha, ha, ha!l”

There were wild vells of wrath and expostula-
tion from the Bucks. But out they went.

In a few minutes Daubeny and Co. were in
the road, and Jack Drake and his comrades in
trivmphant possession of the big car.

** Now, then, chaufieur ! " said Drake.

“ Oh, my eve! " said the chanffeur,

“ We're taking over the car now.
(!mpx are going to walk home.”

* Oh, vnla.et Sk

“ We're not !’
eelf with rage.
I'1l-—1"1

He made a furious rush at the car,

Drake and Rodney promptly collared him,
s he mounted the step.

* Back up, you fellows!" yelled Daubeny.

But the fellows did not back up. The
Bucks had had enough. Already they were in
& dusty and dishevelled condition, and noses
snd eyes had received severe damages. They
did not want any more.

“Yow-ow-ow ! Rescue!”

" gaid

Pitch out their bags ! ™

Those

' velled Daubeny. beside him-
“T—I~I'll go to the police—

( 362 )
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But there was no rescue for the helplese
chief of the Bucks. His red and breathless
followers only rubbed their injuries and
sasped. _

* We're paying for the car from now on, old
top,” explained Jack Drake. * All you've
2ot to do 18 to pass 1t on to us. We'll settle
with you this evening on the Benbow. See 27

“T won't! I 4

* Tell the chauffeur to drive us on.”

“1won't! Ow! wow!®

“ Got the sciq.qt}rﬂ Sawyer 7

T{erv you are.’
“ut his hair till he dnm as he's told.”

“ What-ho !

Daubeny struggled frantically in the grasp
of Drake and Rodney, as Sawyer major flour-
ished the scigsors. A beautiful lock of hair
fell over his nose,

It was too much for Daubeny.

“Stop!” he howled.

* Are you handing over the car ? " demanded
Drake.

“Wow! Yes! Ow!”

* Tell the chauffeur, then.”

“ Oh, my eye! ™ said the chauffeur.

* I—I'm handing over the ear to thege chaps.
Jones,” gasped Daunbeny, *““It's all right.
vou idiot : they belong to my school. Drive
them where they like. Leave my hair alone.
Sawyer, you rotter. You're disfigurin’ me '
Oh, dear! Take the car, you rotters, T don’
care! Leggo! Leave my hair alone.”

*“ H4, ha, ha!™

“ You understand.
Drake,

“Oh! Yessir!"” stuttered the chauffeur

“ Dirive back to the high road.”

“ Yessir.”

Daubeny was dropped gently into the dust
and the ear glided away. The Fourth-formes
waved their hands in exuberant farewell =
the dusty and disconsolate nuts as they wes
left behind. In a few minutes the car vanishes
in a cloud of dust.

Vernon Daubeny staggered to his feet

He wiped his dusty “and perspiring hrow
and gave utterance to a stream of remarss
which it was fortunate for him that the Hest
of St. Winifred's could not hear. I

“ Oh, shut up, Dauh,” muttered Torrenese

!
|

chauffeur 2~ asked



" What's the goad of swearin’ 2 Don't be a “Ow.! ~ow!”

ackguard.” “ Weve got to walk ten miles,” groaned
Daubeny gritted his teeth. Torrence. * We can get a train home

Look what they've done!” he hissed. to Chade from Kingsford. T suppose
We're landed here—ten miles from any- we'd better send a wire to St. Jim’s, and
here ! TI he bags to carry, too! What are let Master Tom Merry know-———7"

goin’' to “ Hang Tom

8 _ Merry ! ”* snarl-
"Goodnoess 2% ed Dauhem-

nows ! ¥ “ Well, hell

*I’ll eoam-
ain to the
sad when we'
ret back !
ntmbled Egan.
" That won't

v us now.”
“Oh, dear,
at are we
Ctodo??
Hool it.
senley.
i, my hat !
4t & rotten
v 1 W e
nt he able

play S f.

s tu—dci‘. i
Daubeny
rted. ;
Play &t¢t.
‘28] Wae
't be able
et there

7 he expectin’
us ot

“I wish I'd
; never fixed up
the match now.
Drake’'s done
this because
he's wild at
bein’ left out of
the eleven, |
—I wonder
how ny hair
will look.”

“ I  suppose
theyre goin oft
for o jaunt in
the car,” mut-
terad "'aeolcw
“They will pay
for 1t, though.
Oh, my hat!
What a day
out | ¥

In very dis-
i wa try, - - eonzolate spirits
) late in the § P Wy Lo the crowd of

ngoi. ';\:c;- SRR /’f;:‘ff":f 3 _. ; nutty }.‘U'utv-lysu—

I goin’. not looking

2 those Daubney struggled frantically in the grasp of Drake and Rodney very nutty now
ere | I?11 as Sawyer major flowrished the scissors. A beautiful lock of hair —started on

. Drake fell over his nose. It was too much for Daubeny. “Stop!" he theirlang tramp

m fm' this howled. (See page 162 across the
how, heath. After
At present we've got to do the squirm-  the first two or three miles they trudged and
groaned Egan, dabbing his nose with his  limped, It was a dusty, disconsolate, and

5
L
1

kerchief, weary crowd that limped at last into the rail-
Does my hair look wvery bad, you way station at Kingsford. Daubeny did not
yg 277 even trouble to ask wlwtlwr there was a train
Sother vour hair!” in the direction of St. Jim's, It was too late
Look at my nose ! * now for a day’s match, anyhow; and the

And my evel” weary Bueks were feeling inclined for anything

" ( 193 )




but a long journey and a cricket mateh to
follow. W]mt they wanted was to lie down
and rest their weary limbs. And when a local
train landed them at Chade they tramped the
last mile to the Chadway, and crawled on
board the Benbow—where their unexpected
reappearance caused great surprise. From
Kingsford Daubeny had sent a telegram to
St. J im's: a message that was short and not
very sweet,  That dune he dismissed the St
Jim’'s mateh from his weary mind. Tuockey
Toodles was on the deck when the Bucks
limped on bhoard, and he b blinked at Daubeny
and Co. with wide-open eves,

And when the story became known, instead
of sympathy for the hapless Bucks, there was
urmt merriment on the Benbow, Lovelace
of the Rixth, to whem Daubeny gasped out
his tale of woe, roared m?h |ﬂllQ’h“‘.-f‘!'

“ They collared our car ! * howled Daubeny
md I rrmutl .

'\t‘.lmt “did vou let them for
the St. Winifred's captain.

And that was all he said. Tt was a question
that was really rather difficult for the Bucks to
answer. "And even when Daubeny stretched
hiz weary limbs on the elegant sofa in his study,
he was not Jeft at peace. The door !.'alwnrd
.md Tuckey ']mnllm grubby face grinmed in.

“ Sold again ! ” grinned Toodles.
* (et ouf:! ” moaned Dauhonv

“He, he, he! Soid again'! Whav did you
let them ) bag the car ? He, he, he !’

Da.ul)ﬂm lI‘.‘J,Llii'd fwhly for a enshion,

“Yah! Funk!

And with that Parthian shot
Toodles retired, and the cushion smote
door as it clozed.

JJJ

mguired

Tuckev
the

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER
A Startling Discovery

TepIN’ morning, deah boys!”
Thus Arthur Augustus D'Arey, on the
meorning of the great {i.w The sun that shone
on the nppim«, of the Chadway and the old
masts of the Benbow, was shimmering down on
the green quad at St. Jim's, and “the wide
playing-fields. Tom Merry and Co. turned out
that morning in great spirits.
Whole ]10h-:|m-- were few and far ]nf-'rween'

{

~another boat.

and the 8t. Jim’s fellows meant {o enjoy this
one to the full. A good ericket mateh would
have been welcome ; but there were othe:
resources. The St. Winny’s match being lef:
to the fags, the Terrible Three intended t-
have a boat out on the Ryll : and Blake and
Co., of Study No. 6, were planning to have
Figgins and Co., of the New
House, were scheming a picnic on the island
Levison of the Fourth was going on a lon:
cycle spin with Clive and Cardew. Bago
Trimble was thinking of joining them, and was -
seeking up and down St. Jim's for a bike ¢ |
borrow-—and seeking in vain. Every fellos
had his plans for that glorious day—and Wall:
and Co. were probably the cheeriest of 4l
They were going to play, in the school colour
for the School : reprmentmg St. Jim’s in ths
place of the junior eleven, That was mer
than enough to put the heroes of the Thir
into merry nplr:m

Tom Mnrrv and his ehums had agreed ths
they ought to be present when Daube:
arrived. It was up to them to greet b
vigitors civilly, and present them to the tess
that was to play them. Whether Verne
Daubeny would bave any fault to find wis
the arrangement Tom Merry did not knos
and he cared Jittle.  What he knew was the
he did not intend to waste a rare holids
playing a fumbling crew of slackers, in -
farcical match which would probably end sow
after lunch. He was guite sure about that

If Daubeny did not like the arrangemes
he could lump it ; that was how the junis
captain of 8t. Jim's looked at it, Besides. &
Tom had said. Vernon Daubeny was going s
wet a licking ; and what more could he wam |
or ask for ? '

“ It's simply ripping on the river,” Bles
of the Fourth remarked. ** On the whole, 1%
ot sorry we're giving cricket a miss for the
day. 1f it had been a match worth while &
course——:> '

* Yaas, wathah! DBut it isn’t, deah bas = ¥

* Kxactly ! Adolphus has hit the nail &8 3
the head, with his usnal tact and judgment =~ =
uhserved Monty Lowther, solemnly. |

* Weally, Lowthah, you are vewy well aws
thaf my name is not Adolphus.”

'11\' mistake. 1 mean Aubrey.”

)




Weallv

& Tt is not Aubwey eithal, vou ass,
f hear that the New House bounders ave
2 -.ng; pu,,lmng,_ " remarked George He SITI0%
'rU}_lLtfllllV
* You are intewwuntin’ me, Hewwies.
“Just so. My ‘dea i is, that we may as well
2id the New House bounders, and make
“aem sit up,”’ said Herries,
" Hear, hear!:”
“ Good ege ! " said Tom Merry. “ Welll
15t hang on till the St. Winny’s fellows come,
.= then we can clear, and leave them to the
Third.”
* Yaas, wathah.”

"1 believe they're coming in a car,” said

m. Mtumps are p;tthﬁd at eleven, =o
“v'll be here fairly early. Might take a
-1 along the road and meet the car; they
e houm{ to come Abbotstord way.”
I will leave that to you. Tom Mewwy, 1
‘ogdin® to give "e"oall'.' sole  instructions
=t 1-.- for the game.
When the hlmd lead the blind!" mur-
rec )Juut_i Lowther.
Weally, Lowthah.”
Go it ! said Tom Merry, laughing. Tt

do Wally good. He may dot you on the

. and that may do vou good.”

Wats ! 7
trthur Augustus marched off in gearch of

minor, to impart valuable instructions to

* fortunate youth—instructions which were

“ined to be received by the fag with black
—atitude. The Terrible Three wheeled out
©= bieyeles, to ride up the Abbotsford

¢ and meet the St. Winifred's ear en route,

“5e three Shell fellows spun along cheerily

¢ bright summer morning. They were
“w=iv at Abbotsford when a big car loomed

o the road, pretty well filled with juniors
Winifred's. Tom Merry recognised
« = Dreke among the passengers as the car

= buzzing on.

Hallo, Drake’s thera!’” he exclaimed,
~at's the Bt. Winifred's car, I suppose.”

! don’t see Daubeny !’ remarked Manners.
~ There's that chap Rodney!” said Low-
= " And some more of the fellows we
last week at St. Winny's. This sn'c
=eny’s lot.”

= iy

-

i.F
S

(

“ Followers, perhapsz!”

“Then they're aliead of the leaders.”

5 WPII they're not Daub’s lot,” =aid Tom
Merry. ** May as well speak to them, and
s.ul\. them whether llmlwn'. is on the road."”

“ Yes, rather!’

The Terrible Three dismounted as the car
came humming up. They waved their hands
to Drake, who called to the chauffeur. The
car halted,

A dozen smiling faces locked down from
the big car at the three cyclists standing by
their machines in the road.

Even yet no suspicion of the truth dawned
upon Tom Merry. This car-load was evidently
not Daubeny’s team ; and he concluded that
it was a party of 8t. Winifred's fellows who
had come over to "'Mt]‘ll?‘i& the match.

“ Hallo, youchaps! ureetﬂl Drake cheerily
® Clmp on St. Jim's, what £

“ Only a few miles now,” said Tom Merry.
“ Have vou fellows come over to see the
game ¢ 7
“Ha. ha! Yes.”

“ Just a few ! " grinned Sawyer major,

“ All serenc.” aid Tom, rather puzzled Y
the outburst of merriment among the Benbow
fellows. ** The more the merrier. But we
came out t¢ meet Daubeny on the road.”

“Oh! Daub?”

E lek Is he behind you 7 ™

*A jolly long way behind!"”
Jif]-.. Drake, with a smile.

“Well, 1t was 'zrmngec] for qtumpq to be
pitched at eleven,” said Tom Mern‘ ‘ Some-
t'hLmr hd,pp@ned to delay them ?

“ eq

Dr&}«.e glanced at his companions.

* The fact i is, thpre & been a bit of a change
in the programme,” he explained. * You saw
what Daub’s cricket was like when you came
over to the Benbow with Cuzsy—

* Ahem! Yes.”

* Not guite the kind of game to put up for
'St Winifred’s, vou know,’ * said Drake. © Daub
didn’t see it at first ; but he sees it now, It's

. been explained to him.”

“Fully | 7 said Rodney.

** And the long and the short of it is, that the
team’s been changed,” said Drake. “ Daubis
staying out. We're the St. Winifred's eleven.

answered
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Tom Merry started.

“You !” he ejaculated.

“TLittle us 1" emiled Drake,

“ Oh, my only hat!”

“ Makes no difference to vou fellows, T
suppose,” said Drake. ~* We'll undertake to
give you a better game than Daub’s lot. You
amay rely on us for that.”

" I—I—1 didn’t know

“ We didn’t know ourselves until last night.
It was decided on quite suddenly: in fact,
Daub didn’t make up his wind to stand out
unfil this mormng.”

“Ha, ha, ha 1™ ,

“ And now here we are, ready for a good
game,” said Drake. * I say, is anything the
matter ¥

He stared at the 8t. Jim’s trio.

The expressions on the faces of Tom Merry,
Manners, and Lowther, were extremely
peculiar,

Manners and Lowther exchanged a look,
Tom Merry's eves were fixed on Jack Drake.
His glance roved from Drake to the other
fellows in the car. What their ericket was
like Tom did not know, as he had never seen
them play. But a glanee at them was suffi-
cient to tell him that they were players of a
kind very different from Daubeny's nutty
team. Kvery fellow in the car was heflty
enouzh : not one of them had the dainty and
lackadaisical look of Daubeny or his {ollowers.
Tom recognised some of them as the fellows
who had been gibing and hooting Daubeny’s
cricketers on Little Side at St Winifred's
the week before. Evidently there had been
some sort of a revolution at St. Winifred’s,
and the cricket representation was new in the
hands of the opposition.

How it had come about did not matter
much ; the important thing was that it had
come about ! i

The team of fumblers, who were to be <o
gloriously licked by the fags of 8t Jim’s,
ware not coming !

This hefty crowd had come instead ; and
Wally and Co. were booked to meet them !

Tom Merry stood rooted to the ground, as
the awfulness of the situation dawned upon
hitn. He could not speak for a minute or two.

Drake looked puzzled.

“ Anvthing the matter ! 7 he repeated.

“Oh!” stottered Tom. “Ah! I—I— '3

see! Then Daubeny isn't—isn’t comos
over ? ¥’

e N{“J.”

“ And-—and none of his men—the chaps =
saw plaving at your show ¢

“Nanet . T '

“ And—-and—-oh, my only hat!”

“1 don’t quite see——" began Drake
perplexity. :

“ Excuse me, J—I think Tl get of
apsped Tom Merry. * Come on, you felles
Put it on,” '

The Terrible Three jumped on o=
machines and pedailed off, grinding at ==
pedals as if they were on the racing-trs=
Jack Drake stared after them blankly.

“ What the merry thumnp is the matter
Le exclaimed.

“(vive it up,” said Rodney.

“ Well, droive on.” _

The ear started again, and buzzed on
St Jim s

Meanwhile the Terrible Three were rid=
hard for the school, by short cuts and by-wa-
heedless of mud and ruts. There was o=
one thought in Tem Merry’s mind; to =
hack to 8t. Jim's before the St. Winifre:
team arrived there, and alter the arrans
ments that had been made.

He could not throw away a cricket mat-
the first match played between the =
schools. Wally must be persuaded somele=
to give up his claim, and leave the mas
after all to the junior cleven ; and the elev
must be called together before it scattered ©
the dav by road and wood and river.

. The ear was rapid, but it had to follow =
road, and the route hy road was longer. =
short cuts and bumpy bridle-paths the Termis
Three rode—and they rode as if for their Live

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER
Wally Declines te See Reason

“"Toum Mewwy ! Anythin’ up?”

Arthur Augustus D’Arey was lomne
ing elegantly by the old gateway of St. Ji=:
when three dusty and perspiring eyclists caze
tearing up. '
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a4 shouldn™t take chances with cricket matches,”

The swell of 8t. Jim's jammed his celebrated
ocle into his eve, and surveved them in
nishment,

“hree  bikes went spinning unregarded
nst the gate, as the juniors jumped down,
Merry caught the swell of the Fourth by

houlder.

|

% FISSY—VOU 088 )

2 Weally, Tom Mewwy 3

{ ‘om Merry panted for breath. He had
the miles from Abbotsford in record time.
A ussy ! Oh. you thundering chump——"

Bai Jove!”

You know that chap Drake at St.
w2 77 gasped Tom,

Yaas, wathah ;: quite an old fwiend.”

Is he any good at cricket ?

Wippin™."

(167

remarked the Captain of St. Jim"s.  (See Page 170)

“Up to 8t. Jim's form ? 7

“ Quite.”

“ Buppose he captained a team from St
Winny’s, what would you think of Wallv'a
chances of a win ¢’ :

* Wally wouldnt have anv chances, deah
hov.”

“Oh!”™

“You are wumplin' my jacket, Tom
Mewwy | ™" remarked Arthur Augustus in a
tone of mild reproof. :

“ You fearful ass!” groaned Tom Merry,
“ I've a jolly good mind to rumple vour silly
features ! A prettv scrape yvou've landed us
in, with vour pottv stunts! ™

* Bai Jove ! T fail to compwehend.

“ Ass) ¥

Tom Merry bumped the elegant Fourth:

)
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Former ageivst the gate, and ran on leaving
Arthur Avgustus gasping for breath in a state
of comp]etu bewilderment.

‘(Ghweat Scott!  What's the mattah !
Mannahs—TLowthah—what's the mattah? ™
stuttered D" Arey.

e _-'\.SS 1, =

“ Fathead ! ™

With those emphatic but unenlightening
replies, Manners and Low"thar followed Tomn
Merry. .

* Bai Jove !’ murmured A'rtlmr Angustus.
“ Those thwee fellows are fairly off thuir
wockahs! T wondah if it is sunstwoke !’

Leaving Arthur Augustus to wonder, the
Terrible Three ran towards the junior cricket
ground. Wally and Co., of the Third, were
already there, in high feather, and the.stumps
were pitched. Some of the fags were giving
the pﬂsch a final roll. D Arey minor :frceted
the Terrible Three with a’cheery nod as they
came breathlessly np.

*“ Hallo, old fops!”
seem in rather a hurry.

sai Wally. ™ You
St. Winpy's in sight

yet R
* They'd hettor not be late,” remarked
Reggie Manners. I don’t fancy hanging about

waiting for anybody.”

“Qh, give them a chance!”
minor generously.

* They're coming!” gasped Tom Merry.

“ They’ Il be ]1ere in ten minutes, I think,
D’Arcy minor.’

“ Well, we're ready for 'em,
“ Chuck that rolling, vou kids ;
do.”

“ Wally, I—I—T want

“You want me to give you a place in my
eleven ¢ ™ grinned Wu.lh “Can't be did!
Number’s full 1

“ Couldn’t play the Shell,
marked Jameson.

“Not in a School match!” said Levison
minor gravely. :

And there was a chorile from the fags.

“T—I—I don’t want you to play St.
Winny's after all, Wally, old kid,” gasped

said Levison

” gaid Wally,
the pitch will

anyway ! re

“Tom Merry.

D’Arey minor laughed,
“Is this your fun;iw morning ? 7 he in-
qmred

4
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* There—there’s been a change in the
arrangements.” explained Tom Merry, with
sinking heart, as he realised that Wall
smiling as he was, was as hard as nails unde-
his smiles. Wally bhad his rights in th
matter ; Kildare of the Sixth was a witnes
to that. If Wally did not choose to yield v
his rights, there was no telling what was to &
done,

“ A change—what?” sajd Wally calmly

“Yes. You sep———"

“Not so far as we're concerned,” sa
D’Arcy minor cheerfully., * We arranged -
play St. Winny's, and we ‘re going tn plas
them No change in that.”

“ I want you to give up the mateh, Wally
* Ha, ha, ha |’ mared Wally.
.Wha‘a are you cackling at, you yonms
asg 1%
“ Your little joke, old son.”
* I'm not joking i
* Yes, you are ; vou must be. You can-
he ﬂuhuw ine se rmm.lv to give up the nw:-
when we've been a!u;z;.:uw for a week to g
ready for 1it. If vou were I should onl} te
vou to go and eat coke.”

* Look here, Wally.

“ The \mret of vou kids in the Shell,” sa
Wally, “1is that vou don’t know your o=
minds. T foresaw it—didn’t I, you chaps

“ You did ! ' said Manuers minor.

“That's why I made you come to Kildar
and make it official,” said Wally. * Nothize
doing now, Tom. "mrrv : but there you are.

et

]!J

“ Look here b?gdn Lowther hotly.
“ Nothing doing |  repeated Wally obstis-
ately.
“You voung ass—"" Manners began.
“ You old ass!” retorted Wally indepes
dently.

“ Listen to me, Wally,” =aid Tom Me=s
patiently. * The thing isn't as we supposet
We thought—we were given to understand— =
that Daubeny of St. Winifred’s was comie
over, with a crew of silly fumblers that we ss& 8
playing at Bt. Winny’s last week. You fas
conld have beaten the lot with an innings =
gpare. But it turns out that quite anotise |
team is coming—a really helty team, up ™
our own weight. You see ? You fags ean®
possibly play them.”
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“Oh, can't we 2" exclaimed Reggie Man-

ners warmly.

*“ No; it’s impossible.”
“ We'll jolly well try, anyhow.”
* You see, Wally, the case is fllterpd ™ said
‘om Merry almost pleadingly. “We aave
‘ou the mateh against Daubeny. Bnt this is
.Hn.e different. Drake and his men are a
2ally good team.  We must play them, or they
—111 beat St. Jim’s hollow.”
*“Oh, they won't beat us!” answered D’Arey
minor cheemly
“You won't have the ghost of & chance
:zainst them, kid.”
“Rats!”
* Now, Wally, be a sensible chap. I know
= handed you the match ; but it was under a
appr@lmmmn.
Quzte a mistake, you see!” said Lowther.
1 know I warned you that if T took the
stch on, I shouldn't allow you to change

sur mind,” retorted Wally, ** The Third
= playing 8t. Winny's to-day. That’s
=t tled.”

"1 tell you 2

‘No you hanrlmi us the match heeanse v-ﬂu

wm it w .h.n t any good,” said Wally sar-

itu“lh “ Now vou want to bag it again
=canse you think it's going to be a «rr{md one.

o you call that ericket 2 7

"Tt—it isn’t like that! You see, we can't
© St Jim's score a defe:mtw—-xxe can't put a
nmr in the school record

Hcm wow! We'll heat St. Winny's all

.8 ]

ZHL.
“Youean't!®
“ Bosh ! ™
Look here, vou cheeky young ass, vou
o get off the field ! ** exclaimed ‘ilﬂnh Tovw-
v impatiently. “ Call the team tOOF't]IEF,
o, and we'll clear these young ruffians off
their necks.”
Wally's eves sparkled.
Will you 7 ” he ejaculated: * Reggie, cub
“ and call Kildare. Head of the Games will
= fair play.”
Tom Merry made a hopeless gesture,
Ym: needn’t eall Kildare,”” he said. “ A

zain's a bargain ; and if you keep me to it,
L

* roared Tom Merry.

% ,.H —

What-ho ! " said Wally emphatically.

{

“Tt means 151?1‘*!"1]‘1!‘[#!1{‘1{[“(’ i'ar St, Jim’s.”

“ That’s only your conceit,” =aid Wally
calmly. “I've told you often enough that mv
team could lick yours, Tom Merry, if you |
fix up a mateh.”

“ You little ass ! ¥

" Nuffsaid ! Trot St. Winny’s along whpn
they arrive,” said Wally. “ Well give ‘em
gyp. Don’t you worry, old scout; we can
beat any team that you could heat. Now,
would you Shell fellows mind getting off our
field ? Only players in the field of play.
Travel, will you ?

Tom Merry and Co, travelled.

THE SEWEHTEEHTH CHAPTER
The Great Match

HAT & game !’

1 Ha ha, ha‘ 23
The junior {-rlcket-grmun] was thronged. 7
Crowds of fellows who had intended to spend
the whole holiday out of gates changed their
mind, and came down to see the cricket match

nhim& The Third, of course, turned up as
one man. But nearly everybody else was in-
terested.  The story of Gussy's great idea, and

Tom Merry's disastrous adeption of it, made
all 8t. Jim's chortle,  Kven fellows of the Fifth
and the Sixth honoured the occasion by stroll-
ing along to look on. And they looked on
with mmtmp;ia{,eh
Al 8t. Jim’s knew what had happened now ;

that Tom had expected a team of iumhlmn'
“ duds,”” and had given the match over to the
fags in consequence; and that, now that a
hefty team had turned up instead of the
expeeted fumblers, the fags held him to his
hargain. There seemed to be really no sym-
pathy at all for Tom Merry's hapless situa-
tion. The fellows only chuckled over it.

Naturally the junior eleven were all there
tolook on. Tom Merry nourished a faint hope
that Wally’s erowd might possibly beat the
visitorz, somehow or an:.hm\ It was a very
faint hope, but he clung to it. It was all he
had to cling to.

His handsome face was very pink as he
stood by the ropes and watched the start.
Every fellow “who glanced at him smiled.
Grundy of the Shell was there, loud and
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eloquent. Grundy wanted to know if he
‘thedn’t warned Tom' Merry of this very possi-
‘bility ; and Grundy was ogly silenced by
bemg fﬂr{',lbh collared by the Terrible Three,
and having his feuturcs severely rubbed in
the grass,

“Tt’s hard cheese, kld " said Kildare of the
Sixth. as he passed Tom.

** Horrid ! *” said Tom dolefully.
I never knew——"

“You shouldn’t take chances with cricket
madches,” remarked the captain of St Jin's.

* 1 know that—uow.”

* It was rather a potty idea, wasn't it ? ¥ gaid
Darrel of the Sixth, w ith a smile.

* Awfully potty.”

“ What put it inte your hea,d then

“ That howling idiot Gussy !’

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ You gee,

“ Weally, Tom Mewywy—-="
Kildare and Darrel walked on, langhing.
Tom Merry watched the ericketers, Wally of

the Third tossed with Drake for choiee of
innings, in an extremely dignified manner,
Wally, at least, was taking the affair with por-
tentous seriousness. 5o were his followers.
There was nothing absurd in the situation, as
far as the heroes of the Third could see, They
had taken over the match ; they were going to
plavit; and they were going to beat St. Wini-
. fred’s, That was how the Third looked at it.

The Third batted first, and Drake and lis
merry men went into the field. Some of them
were grinning.

Drake’s expression was rather pecular.

To bag this match, and keep St. Winifred’s
from scoring a defeat, he had taken most
drastic measures with Daubeny and his men—
for which there might be consequences when
he returned to the Benbow. And the match
he had bagged was—this!| However, he was
landed in it now; and certainly there was
going to be a Benbow victory on the St. Jim's
ground—for what that was worth under the
eircumstances.

It occurred to Drake that Daubeny probably
would not have grudged him the match if he
had known how matters stood. Certainly
Daub’s lofty dignity would have been greatly
offended if he had found hitaself hooked to
play a gang of scrubby little fags, Daub’s dig-

——

-nowhere near the form of the St. Winifrec
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nity had been saved—and Drake had saved it
for him. This, undoubtedly, had not beer
Drake’s object !

Wally and Levison minor went to the
wickets, the rest of the Third Form batsme:
r~“i:smd;Ln;:,i' in a group by the pavilien, and Jook-
ing on with ]}E’]‘ff‘f}ﬂ‘;" serions faces., T
judge by their looks, and the looks 01’ the twe
batemen, they nnrrht have been pl nymﬁ foe
the county.

Drake Lhmwd at the fag batsmen with =
H't‘lh, and tossed the hall ‘tu lJu k Rodney.

" Kill "em gnick, old scout ! he said.

“TT try ! ™ gaid Rodney, Jaughing, An
he went on to bowl.

Dick Rodney was the champion junic
bowler of the Benbow; though the gre:
Daub had always firmly dec lined to recoanis
the fact. His comrades expected to see b
send the fag batsmen home with & duck's ez
a piece.  But Wally and Co. were made
sterner materal than that.

I¥ Arey minor had the bowling, and
stood up to it manfully. To the surprise
2t. Winifred's, and to the relief of St, Jin -
he lived through the over. There were »
runs, but there was no wicket; rh:mn and t!
was xome{‘hmg

< Aftah all, Wally may pull thwoungh .
remarked Artlrur _‘ku:rustuh hopefully.

The wish was father to the thought.

“ Rats ! " grunted Figgins.

“Bosh! "™ said ]iia'l{e

“ Weally, deah boys, it is quite pogs——"

“ Bow-wow | "

“ Look ! " snorted Grundy of the Shell

Drake had gone on to bowl the second oves
to Levison minor. Frank Levison w=
remarkably good for a fag bat: but he ==

bowlér, His wicket went down at the secoss
ball, and Levison minor tramped back o =
pavilion with a rather rueful countenance
“Call that batting 27 inquired Jamesss |
as he came 1. :
*“ Try it yourself ! ** grunted Levison mimes =
But it was not Jameson’s turn vet. Regse
Manners was next map in. The Jast ball of 2he ’
over proved fatal to the unfortunate Regze | ¥
he was caught at point by Sawyer major.
Then Rodney was bowling again.
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This time Wally’s luck was out—and Wally
followed it, as it were. He came back to the
pavilion with a very red face.

“ Man in! * he snapped.

Joe Frayne went in.

He came out after the next ball. Then came
Jameson’s turn. And Jameson came out
blughing, and the St. Winny's fieldsmen
cheered the hat trick.

Tom Merry suppressed a groan.

By that time it, was easy to see that, what-
ever Daub and his men might have heen like,
Jack Drake’s team were hot stuff, quite on a
par with Tom Merry's own doughty eleven.
Tom Merry’s men, of course, cn:mid have
walked all over the Third, and it was clear
that that was precisely what Drake’s men
were going to do.

Even Wally was looking very thoughtful
as he watched the batting from the pmﬂmn

Wally had food for ﬂwuﬂht now,

It came into his mind ﬂmt he had over-
estimated the powers of the Third Form
ericketers. But if Wally repented, repentance
came too late, as it so often does,

The die was cast now ; as Manners put it
classically and sardonically: * Jacia est
alea !

The best men of the Third Form eleven
were out, and not a run had been scored so
far. There was general surprise when Hobbs
of the Third broke his duck,

But he did it; and here and there a stray
run was * sneaked ' as the disastrous innings
went on. -

The innings ended early—remarkably early.
The Third Form total wms ten runs.

YA “i(.lu."l a run!” said Tom Merry
dispiritedly. T suppose that was what we
imight have expec ted ¥

a Yaas, wathah!
Augustus.

St. Winifred's decided fo bat before Junch,
There was plenty of time. Wally and Co.
went into the field with faces that were more
serions than ever—though it was now the
outlook of uwemhe'nm]ﬂr defeat that made
them serious.

Some of the spectators strolled away,
laughing: but a good many remained to
watch the interesting match. Among them

murnnred  Arthuor
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were Tom Merry and Co. As Figgins =ar-

casfically remarked, he w aut(*d to know exactlv

Eow many Innings St. Jim’s would be beatex:
v

St. Winifred's were grinning hugely now.
evidently looking upon the match as a first-

class joke.

But Wally and Co. were not slain yet,

Levison minor wag a wonderful bowler for
his age, and it was he who took the first over
Wally imploring him, almost with tears ix
his eves, to do his level best, Frank Levison
went on determined to do or die. No doub:
Drake, who started the batting, was careless.
owing to the view he was taking of the whols
aflair,

He paid for his carelessnese, Levizon
minor sent down & ball that curled round the
careless bat. and there was a crash.

* How's that ? V' shrieked the Third Form ¢
St. Jim's, with one view,

“ Hurray ! ™

© Well bowled, young Levison ! ™

‘ Bravo, Fraoky ! " roared Levison of the
meth brandmhmg his straw hat in grea
enthusiasm. ‘Well bowled! Oh, well
bowled ! ™

Drake blushed as he walked off. He had
certainly been careless, but that did no:
alter the fact that he had been bowled by =
Third Form fag! IHe could have kicked hin-
self as he walked back.

“ Oh, Drake!” murmured Rodney,
came 1. :

** Look out for that little blighter!” wa
Drake's answer: and Rodney nodded, and
went out to join Sawyer major at the
wickets,

The runs began now. But in bowling and
fielding, the 'fcu_;a proved themselves more
hefty than in batting against bowlers who weze
over their weight.

St. Winifred's did not sweep them off the
face of the earth, as they had fully anticipated.
Runs piled np, but wickets fell. Two good
catches eame to Wallv in the field : anothe:
wicket fell to Frank Levison’s bow ling, and
one to Manmers minor.

Tom Merry’s face brightened a little as ha
watched. If was not m be such a crushing
defeat as had seemed probable at first,  'Wally

as he

j

)




"

“ Call that batting 2 inquired Jomeson, as Frank Levison came in.

They
going to win, but they considered that they

ind Co. were putting up a really good game,
wmsidering the weight against !h{tm

It had been Jack Drake’s intention to knock

a level hundred runs, and then declare,

* expecting to be called upon to bat in a

ond inmings. But the hllndred as 1t

npened, did net materialise, . Wini-

wd’s, 1o 1,_114.11- surprise, were all L‘lnwti. for

T
N

However, sixty to ten for the first innings
¥as A very comfortable margin, and the St.
Winny's men went smiling to lanch.

Tom Merry and Co. entertained the visitors

lunch, keeping up cheery countenauces
sith an effort—rather a big effort.

Wally and Co. seemed fairly satisfied with

(

(See page 170)

themselves, realised that they weren't
were doing pret.t_\ well,  So they were for that
matter. It was quite certain that they could
have walked over Daubeny’s team. But a
hig defeat was to be scored for St. Jim’s, all
the same.

After lunch cricketers and spectators fore
gathered on the field again. Jack Drake
emiled to Rodney as lhf.w wenf into the
field,

** Anyway, we shall ]mw a win to repoct
at home,” he Tﬂn'arkod " And we'll have a
run round the country in Daub’s car this after-
noon, £6 the holi dn won't be wasted.”

And Rodney laughingly assented.

I73 )
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Drake’s expression was extraordinary for 1 moment. * How did vou know ? © he gasped at last. Too
Merry answered with a laugh, and held up the telegram. (See page 170)

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER
An Exchange of Telegrams

" gru hit, Wally ! "
“ Bravo! ™

There were no duck's eags for D'Arey minor
in the St. Jim's second innirgs, at all events,
Wally was on his mettle, and striding up
to the odds in great style. He sent the ball
travelling, and crossed and recrossed the
pitch with Levison minor.

“They're tough lttle beggars, anyhow,”

A R

Monty Lowther remarked. * They do St
Jim's credit—in a way.”

“In a way,” murmured Manners,

“What a wav ! 7 grunted Blake,

Wally was still batting when Levisor
minor was extingmished in the fourth oves
Reggie, who took his place, played up well
Drake and Co. found that they had fo exes
themselves a little.

** Master Merry !*

Toby, the House page, came down withs
telegram, Tom Merry glanced round,




“ For me, kid ? 7 he asked.

“Yes, sir.”

Tom Merry took the telegram and opened it.
He stared as he read the message within.

* Sorry prevented coming to-day. Play you
another time.—DAUBENY.”

That was the message.

“ Anything up ? 7’ asked Monty Lowther
ss Tom Merry stared at the telegram in be-
vilderment.

“1t's from Daubeny of St. Winny's.”

“ Hallo! .What's Daub got to say {

“ Look ! ",

A dozen fellows looked at the telegram and
tared. Why Daubeny should telegraph that
2 couldn’t come, and suggest a match on
:nother date, when a St. Winifred's team had
arrived, was a deep mystery.

*“ What the merry thump does it mean ? "
sked Tom Merry. “I—I1 suppose it's all
ssraight, isn’t it, this really is a team from
st Winnys??”

“ Yaas, wathah ! We know the chaps, don’t
=27 gaid Arthur Augustus, * But that
“elegwam is weally wathah puzzlin’.”

* Any answer, sir 7 inquired Toby. © Boy
waiting, sir.”

“Yeg; wait a minute.”

Tom Merry pencilled a reply on the back

* the telegraph form.

** Daubeny Benbow Chade,—Drake’s eleven
“laving here—Tom MErry.”

i And Toby trotted away with the reply.
‘ In a perplexed mood Tom resumed watch-
=+ the cricket. A suspicion was dawning in
.« mind now. It seemed a fantastic one,
“2t he could not help thinking that there was
< mething very suspicious in the circum-
cances. Was Drake's eleven, after all, the
Scial junior eleven of St. Winifred's ¢ Did
Daubeny know they were there 2 If not——-"

Daubeny’s reply, at all events, would clear
> the mystery, and Tom Merry waited
=her anxiously for it.

Meanwhile the fag batting was going on.
Wally of the Third was out at last, and, after
= fall, the wickets went down faster. Thirty
~1zs had piled up, but it wag perfectly clear
it the St Winny's total would not be
wached, and that St. Winny's would not
Lve to bat again,

T

“ All over bar groaning,” was Lowther’s
remark.

“Yes, wathah!® said Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy dismally. “It has 2ll turned out
weally vewy unforiunately. Howevah, I
twust it will be a lesson to Tom Mewwy not
to wun wisks with a ewicket mateh again.”

“ The question is,” said Blake ferociously,
“ what are we going to do to Gussy ¢~

“ Weally, Blake——"

“ Boil him in eil ! " said Manners.

“ Weally, Mannahs——"

“It's all Gussy’s fault,”” said Blake. * As
soon as the Bt. Winny’s chaps are gone I
suggest giving Gussy the ragging of his life.”

" Bai Jove ! -

I considah— :

“ Hear, hear ! "

“ Loolk out for squallg, Gussy ! "’ said Blake
darkly. 3

“Wats! " exclaimed Arthur Augustus in-
dignantly. * I weally considah——"

““Hallo! There goes last man!”

T.ast man in was Hobbs. Hobbs stayed in
just long enough for Dick Rodney to knock
his middle stump ount of the ground.

* All down for thirty!” '

*“Oh, dear!”

¢ Nice for St. Jim's !
record ! groaned Blake.
we'll take it cut of Gussy.”

“ Weally, Blake—-"

Toby came on the ground with a bufi en-
velope in his hand.

** Master Merry——-

“Hallo! It's raining telegrams to-day ! "
sald Manners. ““ What 1s it this time,
Tommy 2 *

Tom Merry opened the telegram, and a
crowd of fellows read it together. It was
from Daubeny of St. Winifred's, and from
its length it was evident that Daubeny had
not counted the words, or recked in the least
that there wasan extra charge for every word
over twelve.

Nice for our cricket
* Never mind,

¥

“ Tam Merry, 8t. Jima's, Rylcombe.—Drake
has no right to play for St. Winifred’s. He
bagged our car and turned us out on the road.
We didn't know he was coming to St. Jim’s,
The match does not count.  Kick the rotters
out. Davseny.”

(e < .



“ Oh, my only auni Sempronia Ann!”
velled Blake. " They're not the St. Winny's
team at all! ™

“ Pai Jove! What a stunt!”

“* Not the St. Winny’'s eleven—just any old
eleven!” gasped Tom Merry. “It’s not a
School match at all 1™

“ Phew ! ”

“ Unofficial, at least!”
Lowther. © Just a private little eleven that
has come over to play our fags.”

' Ha, .ha, ha!”

Tom Merry laughed.

“ This isn't the St. Winny's wateh,” he
said. “ The St. Winny's match hasn’t come
off to-dav—that’s all! My hat! Who ever
heard of such @ trick? I—T can’t blame
Drake for being fed with Daubeny, and taking
the match off hig hands, But that doesn’s
alter the fact that he doesn’t represent St.
Winny's, and that this sn't the St. Winny's
match at all ! ™

“ Bagged their car, and turned them out ! i
chuekled Lowther. © Serve them jolly well
right. if von come to that. But Drake seems
to have overlooked that remarkably useful
invention, the telegraph.”

**Ha, ha, hal”

¢ Here they come ! ™ grinned Blake. “ We
ought to congratulate them on beating our
faws, and hope that they will come over to see
the St. Winny's match—when it comes off.”

“ Ha, ha. ha! ™

And Tom Merry and Co. hurried to meet
Jack Drake and his merry men as they came
off the field.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER
All's well that ends well

“ PoxGRATULATIONS, Drake !”
“ Yaas, wathah !

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

Drake looked at Tom Merry and Co. with
a rather perplexed smile.

“Vou're awfully good,” he said. “We
expected to win, of course, but I'm blessed if
I expected you fellows to be so pleased about
it,-’

“ My dear chap, it was kind of you to spend
a whole holiday coming over here to play our

grinnertl  Monty

Third Form,” answered Tom Merry genially.
“ Qur Third is good stuff, for fags, you know :
but they don’t often get a chance of playing
a visiting team on their own. I don’t think
we should have been good-natured enough
to come over to your show and play your
Third. This was really kind of yvou.”

“ Awfly kind, Dwake !

* And T hope you'll come over when the St.
Winifred’s match comes off. Drake—"

“Eh 1"

“ It's postponed, you know-—-

“Wha-g-at 27

“ But it's coming off later,” said Tom Merrs
calmly. “ I should recommend Daubeny to
put vou in his team, Drake. Some of your
men are prettv good, too, though of course
vou haven't had a fair chance of showing what
vou can do in a fag match like this. Still, T
must say again that it was kind of you to give
our Third a mateh.”

* Yes, rather,” chuckled Lowther.

“VYewy kind indeed.” grinned Arthur
Angustus. © Awfl'ly, in fact ! ™

The St. Winifred’s cricketers looked at
them, and looked at one another.

“T—I don’t quite understand,” said Jack
Drake slowlv. * This is the 8t Winifred's
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match.”
* Not at all.”
“What ?**

“ You see, the St. Winifred's match was
booked with the St. Winny's juniors eleven,”
explained Tom Merry genially.

wa Bl_.Lt—"""‘""_.‘ .

“ And the 8t Winny's eleven, having been
pitched out of their car und left on the road.
the mateh is naturally postponed——-"

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

Drake's expression was extraordinary for s
moment.

“* How did vou know ? * he gasped at last.

Tom Merry beld up the lelegram, laughing

“Oh!” gasped Drake.

“ Bold again !"” murmured Sawyer major.
“ Blessed if I thought of that!”

“ But—but were from St. Winifreds,
you know,” imurmured Rodney.

* Are you the St. Winny’s junior eleven
arinmed Lowther.

13

“ No-o-no !
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Then the official match is postponed, old
top! You're some sort of a scratch eleven
that’s come over to play our Third, what ?

“ Oh, dear ! ” murmured Drake.

* And it was awf'ly kind of you! "’ chortled
Arthur Augustus D’Arey, in great glee. 1
am suah that my young bwothah feels highly
honahed.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And Tom Merry and Co. generously and
rressingly repeated their invitation to Jack
Drake to come over and see the St. Wini-
fred’s mateh—when it came off.

Jack Drake and Co. departed, after an
carly tea, in Daubeny’s big car, hardly know-

ing whether to feel satisfied or not with the.

way things had turned out on that eventful
lay, (Lrtalnlv they had a sweeping victory
20 report on board the Benbow ; but equally
ertainly that victory was only over the Third
Form of 8t. Jim’s, in a quite unofficial match.
The official match was vet to come.

But whatever Drake and Co. thought, the
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St Jim's fellows 1wr0'£celing quitf- satished,
t"'a]JﬂLiﬁ.H\- Arthur Augustus D'Arcy. The
terrific ragging that had loomed over nohle
Cussy's head dld ot happen. Indeed, as the
matter had turned out, Arthur Augustus
elaxmed the credit for having propounded,
after all, & really ripping w huwe and he
repeated his assurance to his chums that, in a
case of doubt, they could always rely upon
him to peint out the * wight and pwopah
thing to do.

A couple of weeks later Daubeny and Co.
came over to play the official match, and this
time they came by train. And this time,
alzo, Tom Merry did not call upon the services
of the Third Form of St. Jim's.

Daubeny and Co. were f*r}*mnrmhh eaten
by an innings and fifty runs, but t]u,,x seemed
qLute ﬂultm{lud with themselves when thev
departed. Tom Merry and Co. were also
satisfied, so, as rarely happens, everybody
was satisfied. Which was quite & happy
state of aftairs.

THE END

o

wﬁnﬁ;}ﬁaﬁﬁ -

«IT’S A LONG, LONG ¢
WAY TO—--"

“How f{ar does it
say, Pat?”

“Ten miles.

“ Arrah, then! Do-
ing ut togither, it
he foive moiles each
betwoeen us.”
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