THE FIRST CHAPTER
Simply Astounding!

es,
solemnly.

“Qh, rats ! ™
*“ Yaas, wats!”
ble !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tom Merry's news was received with utter
incredulity. The crowd of School House
fellows to whom he had imparted it chuckled
in chorus. Tom Merry was grinning himself.
The news was indeed surprising, and Tom
Merry had been ineredulous at first.

* Who told you ? » demanded Blake, of the
Fourth.

“ 1 had it from Kerr!”

Blake shook his head.

*“It’s one of Kerr's little jokes, then—one
of his blessed Scotch jokes. Of course, it’s
impossible. Figgins is an ass—but he’s not
such an ass!”

* Yaas, wathah ! 7 chimed in Arthur Augus-
tus D’Arcy. “I have always wegarded
Figgay as an ass—in fact, as sevewal sorts of

ins ! " said Tom Merry
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an ass—but T weally do noti considah that he
is such an ass as that ! "

“ Must be off his giddy rocker, if it’s true ! ™
chuckled Levison, of the Fourth. ** Not that
1 believe it.  Kerr was pulling your leg! ™

“It's the giddy limit!”" said Monty
Lowther.  “ Anybody but Figgins! ™

“ Not Figging! Ha, ha, ha!”

“T know 1t's funny,” agreed Tom Merry.
“ But it's true. ' He's going to take in his
name to Mr. Rateliff this afternoon,
the last day.”

“ Ha, ha, ha !’

“‘ Ratty will think he is joking.”

“ Blessed if I can swallow it,” said Blake.
“ Figgy oughtn’t to be allowed to make such
a giddy ass of himself. What are Kerr and
Wynn thinking about 2 Why don't they stop
him 2 ”

“ Yaas, wathah! Tt's a chap's dutay to
see that a pal doesn’t play the gidday goat !
said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, with a shake
of the head.

“Yes; we do that for Gussy,” remarked
Blake. “Lots of times we've chipped in to
stop him playing the giddy ox ¥

* Weally, Blake—"

)
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“ And Kerr and Wynn ought to do as much
for Figay. Why, it'll be the joke of the
term. What chance will he have 2

N

“ Less than nix ! ”

“ Hundred per cent. less than nothing,”
said Monty Lowther. “ Why, what does
Figgy know about Horace, for instance ?

“You should hear him construe Ciesar,”
grinned Blake. “He just scrapes through.
And Cwsar to Horace is like moonlight unto
sunlight, and water unto wine, as Shakespeare
says

“ Wasn't that Browning ? ” grinned Herries.

“No, it jolly well wasn’t,” said Blake

warmly. It was Shakespeare.”
*“ Browning: 3
““ Shakespeare——"

“Tennyson, you asses!” said Monty
Lowther, laughing. “ But blow Shakespeare
and Browning and Tennyson! What about
Figgins 2 I think a deputation ought to wait
on Figgins from all the Lower School, and
politely request him not to play the giddy ox.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Yaas, wathah ! T should be quite willin®
to be chairman of the deputation—"

“1 can’t quite swallow it yet,” said Blake,
shaking his head. * Let’s go and sec Figgins.
We'll reason with him. Of course, he's only a
New House bounder—but I don’t like to see
Tiggins looking for trouble in this way. Figey
is a good sort, though he's an ass.”

“1t will be a standing joke for the rest of
the term, if he really enters,” Manners
remarked.

i [RH)

Yaas, wathah !

“ Kerr and Wynn ought to be ragged for
letting him do it,” said Tom Merry, with a
nod. ““ He won't listen to us! But we'll see
him, and try our eloquence on him.”

“ Good wheeze !

And Tom Merry and Co. walked across the
old quadrangle of St. Jim’s, bent upon doing
their best with Figgins.

They were really concerned about Figgins.

If Figgins was not pulling the leg of the
school generally, he must certainly be off his
rocker, or so the juniors regarded it.

Figgins had his qualities. He was chief of
the New House juniors, their leader in all their

(

alarums and excursions against the School
House ; and Tom Merry and Co., of the School
House at St. Jim's, admitted that he was a
foeman worthy of their stecl.

Figgins was as brave as a lion, and generous
to both friend and foe. He could swim and
run and box and row—and he was a splendid
forward, and almost equally good as a half-
back. He was a jolly good fellow all round.
But in the scholastic line Iliggins was not
distinguished.

His best friend would never have said that
old Figgins was the fellow to enter for a diffi-
cult examination with any chance of
SUCCESS.

1t was the last thing that anybody would
have expected of Figgins. He hadn’t a taste
for that kind of thing. He was the kind of
chap who cannot breathe quite freely indoors.
On the footer-field or the river or the running-
track he was in his element. But in the class-
room he did not shine. Mr. Lathom, the
master of the Fourth, to which Form Figgins
belonged. did not regard him as a promising
pupil. He was industrious and painstaking,
and that was all. He had often expressed an
opinion that things would go on much better
at all schools if all Latin and German masters
were put into a sack and dropped into the
North Sea.

And now

It was enough to take one’s breath away.
The Bishop’s Medal was a much-sought-after
distinction. The examination was confined to
juniors—and many were the ambitious
“swots ”’ who sweated over their books for
the purpose of *“ having a shy ” at the Bishop's
Medal. The examination was yearly, and
there were generally nine or ten entrants.  The
subjects were ¢ stiff,” decidedly so. Fellows
like Levison of the Fourth, or Brooke, or
Manners of the Shell, had a good chance.
But Figgins

What could have induced Figgins to do it
—if he was really going to do it—was a
mystery.

He was not as a rule ambitious of distine-
tions of that kind.

To win a race or a footer match—Figgins
had ambitions of that kind. But to win an

exam.—that wasn’t in his line at all.
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Of course, there was no telling what a fellow
could do until he really tried. Figgins might
turn out a *“ dark horse.” But it wasn’ t likely.

“ BaiJove! [ wondah whethah old Fig\':;\'
is hard up!™ Arthur Augustus D'Arcy
remarked suddenly, as if he had found the
explanation. * They give ten guineas in cash
along with the Bishop's Medal, you know.”

“ My hat 1" said Blal “T'd rather raise
a subscription for F an let him swot for
that exam., if it s he wants.
He will burst he swots over
Horace."”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“It will be in the p
Lowther solemnly. “*8S
a Public School! Ut
Deadfupon a Volu
to Fatty Degener:

“Ha, ha, hal”

Kerr and Wynn, of th
standing in the doorway
when the School House ] r
Kerr and Wynn—tl Co.” of the
New House—were looking a lit s cheerful
than usnal. Perhaps they were worried about
that sudden, new cpected departure
of their great chur s

“Hallo! W
bounders want!
grufily.

“TIsit true, Kerr 2
at once.

“Is what true ? "’

** About Figgins.”

“Yes,” growled Kerr. * Didn't I tell you,
Tom Merry ¢ Figay's going to put his name
down this afternoon, when Ratty comesin.”

* But what's the matter with him 2 asked
Monty Lowther. * Is it insanity, or a weird
sense of humour 27 3

* Oh, rats!™ said Kerr crossly.
bother! ™

“ T suppose we can see Figgins 2 asked
Blake. * You haven't got him in a strait-
jacket yet, have you 2 -

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

< He’s in the study,” said Kerr.. “ Writing
a letter, I believe. You can go up if you like.
No larks, you know, or we’ll come and chuck
you out on your necks.”

" said Monty
ality at
»und Lying

h Due

on of t

w House
ived there.

School House

d Kerr, a little

sang out all the visitors

“Don’t

el - 5.

“ Weally, Kerp—"
“No larks!" said Tom Merry solemnly.
“Come in, you fellows! ™
And the School House juniors walked in
and ascended the stairs to the Fourth Form
passage, and thumped on the door of George
Figgins' study.
THE SECOND CHAPTER
Figgins Doesn’t Like 1t !

mess. of the Fourth, was scated at his
study table. He had a sheet of paper
hefore him on a blotting-pad, and a pen
in his hand.  Kerr had said that Figgins
was writing o lotter, and that certainly had
been Figgy's intention when he sat down af
the table.  But, as a matter of absolute fact,
Figgins was chewing the handle of tho pen,
apparently as an aid to composition.

Three words had been written on the sheet,
and they wero “ Dear Cousin Iithel.” And there
Figgins had stopped, at a dead loss for words.

Then came the thump on his study door.
Figgins jumped, and almost swallowed the
penholder, and hastily put his hand over the
sheet of paper.

“ (fome in!” he muttered.

The door opened, and Tom Merry & Co.
marched in, Figging had expected some
New House fellow or other, and he jumped up
in surprise at the sight of the School House
crowd. His first thought was that it was a
raid, one of the little *“ alarums and excur-
sions ”’ that enlivened the existence of the
rival Houses of St. Jim’s. And he picked up
a big ebony ruler in a very significant sort of
way—thus leaving the letter, with the three
written words uncongcealed.

Tom Merry waved his hand amicably.

“We're here as friends—no need for that
ruler.” 1

“ Wathah not, deah boy!”

TFiggins grinned rather awkwardly, and laid
down the ruler.

“ All serene ! ”” he said.  * What's wanted 2
You fellows will excuse me, I—I'm rather
busy now !’

“"Workin’ up for the exam. alweady, deah
boy?” asked Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
sympathetically.

. Figgins coloured.
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“Not yet,” he s'ud

- That’s what we’ve come to sce you nbout
sald Jack Blake. “Ts it really true, Figzy ?

“ Quite twue, deah boy ? o

“The truth, the whole truth, and nothing
but the giddy truth ?** asked Monty Low thcr,
with great solemnity.

“Is what true ? 27 asked Figgins irritably.
“ Look here

“ About your entering for the Bishop's
Medal,” said Tom Merry.

Sos) 1t

“You're not pulling our leg—eh ?

“No fathead!”

“It isn't a weird, wild, and wonderful
joke 2

“You silly ass

“Then what does it mean 2" asked Blake.
“ You've got about'as much chance of getting
the medal and the ten quidlets 2

 Guineas, deah hoy ! ™

“Shut up! Quidlets, as the man in the
moon—rather a smaller chance if anything,”
said Blake. * Do you know that Brooke
of the Fourth has entered ?

“ Never mind Brooke !

“ And Levison i

“ Blow Levison ! ”

“ And Kerruish

-5 Hmm Kerruish !

¢ And some more chaps

“ Confound the chaps!”

“Ahem!” said Tom Merry. “ Figgins,
old man, we don’t understand. We only want
to know, you know. This isn’t an exam. in
shooting for goal, or in late cuts, or anything
of that sort. They spring Hor.\cu on you—
giddy Homhus TFlaccus, wild and un-
tamed

“I know they do!” said Figgins crossly.
“ Why shouldn’t I mug up Horace as well as
any other chap 2

~ Akem! No reason why you shouldn’t,
excepting that you couldn’t. TFiggy, old boy,
we are quite alarmed about you !

“That way madness lies!” murmured
Lowther.

“If you start swotting for this medal you’ll
have brain fever, or burst a boiler, or some-
thing of the sort ! > said Tom Merry scriously.
* Then what shall we do without you, Figgins ?

(Bl

(

The New House will go to pot, and we shan't
have anybody left to rag. Think of us, Figgy,
before you do this dreadful thing.”

“ Yaas, weflect a little, F deah boy!

“Don't bring down our grey whiskers with'
sorrow to the crematorium! murnured
Monty Lowther. Rash youth, beware ! 7

Figgins turned very red. He had heard
remarks like that from fellows in his own
House, when he had first announced his in-
tention of entering for the Bishop’s Medal. But
it was too exasperating to have the School
House going for him too—Pelion piled on Ossa
so to speak.

“I'm much obliged to you for vour good
advice,” said I‘lf'r'nb. as calmly as he could.
* I know vou think me an ass

sa giddy thought-reader ! whispered

Lowther.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

I know you think I can’t do anything but
row a boat, or kick a football, or whack a
cricket-ball with a bat,”” said Figgins bitterly.
“Yes, I know that. But there may be other
people—people with more sense than you—
who think that I can do something with some
sense in it !”

The juniors stared at him.

“Isn’t there any sense in kicking for goal,
then ? 7 demanded Blake warmly.

“T mean something that requires brains as
well as muscle,” said Figgi ‘1 think 1've
got a chance of bringing 1t off.”

“Oh, my hat ! ”

“And I don’t see that it matters to you
chaps, anyway,” said F 1s bluntly.

“ We've come over as vour friends—as your
sorrowing friends,” said Monty Lowther.
“ We're sorry to see you on the road to Colney
Hateh in this w And we didn't really
believe it; we wanted it to be confirmed,
straight from the horse’s mouth—.lh\-m —I
ahould say, from the donkey’s mouth !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

I‘igqins vointed to the door.

I dare say you're very funny !’ he said,
5 but I'm rather busy now, and I've no time
for your funniness. Would you mind getting
out ¢

The visitors exchanged glances.

** Ahem—certainly ! said Tom Merry.
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3, wathah !
possibilities

I

I'm only sowwy that im-

cannot happen, for your sake,

pulse ev
ing,” said Lo
want to |

you're study-

‘We don’t

I supp
1" Bls
Yes, T hav
“ May an old pal
“Nol1”

* Ony2

“ Bat Jo
D’Arey.
have just caught s

don't

said Blak

want g-vn;vf»‘

should not leave the

you know. It's w e to covah it
up with your f s, as
Figgins, flushing eri is hand
again over. the lette s that I

saw it as it was not i
but now that 11
allowed to as}

“ Oh, rats ! :

“ I was not aware,” said D'Arey, with great
dignity, ** that you had a cousin named Ethel.”

*“ 1 haven't,” said Figgins.

“Then I pwesume that it is to my Cousin
Ethel that you are w'itin’ that lettah 2 said
Arthur Augustus, in his most stately manner.

“You can presume what you like!”
growled Figgins

“ Weally, Figgins, I have wemarked befoah
that you seem to considah Miss Cleveland
wathah as your cousin than as my cousin

* Oh, bosh!”

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy’s eye gleamed
behind his eyeglass.

“T came here as a fwiend, Figgins,” h
in measured tones. * Butif vou chawactewise
my wemarks as bosh, 1 shall have no wesource

Lut to give you a feahful thwashin’.”

for my eves;

1ave 1st beg to be

e e e

“ Oh, get out!"

* T wefuse to get out.
explanation——"

* Will you take that lunatic aw:
1 chuck him out on his neck ? ™ as
looking round. -

“We'll take him away,” said Tom Merry,
laughing. = Come on, Gussy——-""

“ Undah the cires., unless Figgins apolos
aises - ;

“ Kim on! " said Blake, taking his noble
chum by the arm. © This way to the door.
Good-bye, Fiagins, and don’t forget to tie a wet
towel round your head when you begin swot-
ting!  And when brain-fever sets in e

“Cheese it ! growled Figgins.

“ 1 wefuse to go until-——"

Arthur Augustus had no time to finish. Tom
Merry took his other arm, and Blake and Tom
between them walked the swell of St. Jim's
out of the study. The otler fellows followed,
Figging watching them go with a frowning
brow. When they were gone, he slammed the
door after them, grunted, and sat down to his
letter again, He chewed the handle of the pen
for some time, and then succeeded in starting :

“ Dear Cousin Fthel,—I have taken vour
advice, and I'm putting my name down to-day
for the Bishop’s Medal. I'm going to work
hard for it, and 1 hope——"" Then the chew-
ing of the pen-handle started again, and lasted
quite a considerable time.

Meanwhile, Tom Merry and Co, had descend-
ed the stairs, Arthur Augustus still expostulat-
ing. . But his comrades did not listen to his
expostulations, and he was marched out of
the New House by main force, and across the
quadrangle.

Then the news spread.

And all St. Jim’s, when they heard that
Tiggins was entering for the Bishop’s Medal,
expressed their surprise on the subject with
prolonged chuckles.

Some fellows refused to believe it, and went
over to see Figgins about it ; but Figgins was
“ sporting his oak ” now, and there was no
admittance of curious investigators,

The news was true. Figgins, who was
generally supposed not to be able to serape
through Ceesar without a crib, was going the
whole hog with a vengeance, or, as Monty

I have a wight to an

v, or must
d Figgins,
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Lowther expressed it Figgins, the champion
dufier of the Fourth, was going the whole
giddy unicorn. And the St. Jim’s fellows
agreed that wonders would never cease.

THE THIRD CHAPTER
The Scoffers !

< Co.\m in!” said Mr. Rateliff.
Mr. Ratcliff, the Housemaster of the

New House at St. Jim’s, laid down his pen
somewhat im- /
patiently. Mr.
Ratcliff was
not a good-
tempered mas-
ter—indeed, he
was decidedly
the reverse.
He was a thin,
sour man, with
an almost per-
petual frown, a
troublesonie
liver, and a
consequently
troublesome
temper.

Figgins  en-
tered the
study.

Mr.Ratelifi's
expression did
not relax at

cheeks, wondering what the Housemaster
would think, and what he would say.

Mr. Rateliff was evidently astonished. e
swung round a little on his chair, and looked
fixedly at Figgins. Figgy felt his face growing
redder and redder under the penetrating gaze
of the Housemaster.

“The Bishop’s Medal!™ Mr., Ratcliff
exclaimed at last.

“Yes,sir,  Thisis the last day for entering.””

“Tam aware of that. I am only surprised
that you should
think of enter-
ingat all!” said
Mr. Ratelifi
snappishly.

tions for such
an  examina-
tion 2

“I—I'm a-
fraid, sir— but
I'm going to
work-hard ! ™

“ That will
be]quite a new
line for you to
take 1 think,
Figgine. You
are not, I be-
lieve, a credit
to your Form
in classies.”

thesight of “It is absurd for you to enter for this examination! You will have “I'm afraid

TFigains. H ¢ Mo chanice whatever!” exclaimed the House
o0 2

aster harshly. “I'm sorry

} . L N, SOITY not, sir.”
Rl it ) Kl gl don't think I have a chance, sir—but I wish {o enter,” said )
\

Figgins of the
Fourth. The free and casy Figgins was really
not likely to please the sour and suspicious
Housemaster,
“Well,” rapped out Mr. Rateliff, “ what
is it, Figgins ¢ .1 am busy.”
Figgins stood hesitating, his cheeks very
red.
““If you please, sir—"
*“ Kindly come to the point.”
“I want you to put my name down, sir.”
“ What do youmean ?  Forwhat 2
“For the Bishop’s Medal exam., sir!”
blurted out Figgins. Then he stood with scarlet

(

Figgins. - (See opposite page)

“1 think it °
is absurd for
you to enter for this examination. You will
have no chance whatever from your record
in the school!” said the Housemaster
harshly.  * You will simply bring ridicule
upon your House by an absurd attempt,
which can only end in ridiculous failure,”

Poor Figgins was the colour of a beetroot
now. He had expected his Housemaster to
be surprised, but he had not expected an out-
break like this. He suspected, however, that
Ratty’s personal dislike of himself had some-
thing to do with it, and Figgins, modest and
unassuming fellow as he was, had plenty of
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determinati

. Hehad ¢

T
i

come there to have his
or the Bishop's Medal exam.,
wt to have it put down. Mr.
latelifi’s remarks made him uncomfortable,

ne the less de ‘-.'xn ed

wn

I am sorry you d

r ve a chance,
said Figgins

- yourself ¢

House
rrious
yours wi
at

and
.I ‘l'
all to 'l\.
refore advise

\\Lm!!\' di n,wwl

3ut wasn't.
or two,
You may go,” said Mr.

t m\m « his he 1~1
\l'll Ihi Nt

down.’

“What 2™

‘I prefer to take my chance with the
exam., sir.

Mr. Ratcliff gave the junior a terrific look.
That Figgins would have the nerve to persist
in the face'of his displeasure h: 1wl not even

occurred to him. Figg anding upon his
rights, and he meant business, though his
manner was \'\‘l‘}' l'\'Sl'(‘\“flll-

“You mean that vou wish to enter this
examination against my advice 2 exclaimed
the Housemaster angrily.

* I wish to enter it, sir.”

Mr. Rateliff gnawed his lip.

* 1 cannot forbid you to do so, Figgins, as
the examination is open to all boys in the
Fourth und the Shell. But I disapprove
entirely.”

1 am sorry for that, sir.’

“ But it makes no difference to your de-
m\mn 77 exclaimed the Houscnnster sharply.

<1 think Iid like to try, sir.”

* Very well,” said Mr. Ratcliff, compressing
his lips.”  You may enter, if you choose to do

(

ESnbshtl

so against my wish 3 but I shall not forget this,
Figgins. 1 will put your name down. You
may go!"

* Thank you, sir.”

Figains quitted the study, and closed the
door after lim.  His face was very glum and
gloomy as he went down the passage. Kerr
and Wynn met him at the end of the passage
with inquiring lonl\s.

i .\-um‘ down ! " Kerr asked.

e L

“ Ratty nice about it 2 "

“ About as nasty as he could be,” said
Figgins. * He as good as ordered me not to
enter, but T stuck to it. I've left him awfully
ratty. He thinks 1shall make a fool of myseli,
and count another failure in the House record.”

“Well, it’s no business of Ratty's any-
way,” said Fatty Wynn, “Go in and—and
win, Figay.”

Figgins smiled bitterly.

“You «hup-! think ]ust. the same about it
as Ratty does,” he said. * You don’t think I
can do anything but slog a crickoet-ball or kick
a footer about.”

“ Well, exams. ain't exactly in your line,
Figav, old man,” said Kerr awkwardly.
s l"m sure I wish yon luck.”

*“ Heaps of it,” said Fatty Wynn,  Besides,
you never l\nnw what may happen. The other
chaps in the exam. may turn out rank duffors.”

Fiagins smiled grimly. Fatty Wynn meant
to be comforting; but there really was not
much comfort in the way he put it.

“Well, T think T have a chance,” said
Figgins, ““ and I'm going to slog my hardest,
anyway, and win if T can. I don't see why I
shouldn’t be good for something more than a
footer-match. My people \\oul(l be awfully
pleased if I pullcd it off. Why qhou]dn t12”

“ Of course, why shouldn’t you ?” agreed
Kerr, as heartily as he could.

Figgins grunted, and they sauntered out
into the quudran;,lc toncﬂxer Fatty Wynn
led their steps in the direction of the tucl\shop.

The dusk of evening was falling on St.
Jim's, and the tuckshop was li"htcd and the

cheery illumination gleamed out on the old
elms. There were School House fellows in
the tuckshop, and a loud laugh was heard
when they spotted Figgins and Co.approaching
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Tt was Levison of the Fourth, himself an
entrant for the Bishop’s Medal, who spotted
them, and sang out :

“ Here comes the medal-pincher

“ Ha, ha,ha!” ;

“ Listen to 'em,” growled Figgins. “ I must
say this is encouraging. The whole blessed
School House making fun of me, and my
own chums thinking that I'm playing the
giddy ox.” ]

« Well, you are, you know,” said Fatty
Wynn. “ I—I—I mecan, of—of course we're
going to—to believe in you, and—and back
you up—ahem !—we—-""

“ Oh, rats ! ”’ growled Figgins.

There was a sudden burst of melody from
the tuckshop. Four or five fellows had burst
into a tune—the tune of “ Bill Bailey "—to
which someone, probably Lowther of the
Shell, had fitted new words for the occasion :

(B
.

“Don’t play the goat, George Figgins—don’t
play the goat!
Don’t play the giddy o-ox!
You'll only get a licking, you will be licked,
Licked right out of your so-ocks!”

Kerr and Wynn chuckled—they could not
help it ; but George Figgins’ face was erimeon.
Figgins evidently did not appreciate Monty
Lowther’s humorous efforts.

“The silly rotters!” growled TFiggins.
“I’'m not going to stand this cheek from the
School House. It’s bad enough to have my
own pals doing the Job’s comforter bizney.
Back me up, and we'll soon stop their
squalling !

And Figgins rushed into the tuckshop.
Kerr and Wynn followed him loyally.

Monty Lowther was scated upon a high
stool at the counter, and Herries and Digby of
the Fourth were standing near him. Tevison
and Gore were also there. = The odds were
against the New House trio ; but Figgins was
too exasperated to think of odds.

He rushed right at Monty Lowther, caught
hold of him, and yanked him off the high stool.
As Monty Lowther was just refreshing himself
with a glass of ginger-beer after his tuneful
cfforts, the result was disastrous.

Swoosh! came the ginger-beer over

Lowther's face and neck, and the glass
dropped to the floor and smashed into fifty
pieces.

Monty Lowther was on the floor the next
moment, roaring :

“ Ow ! Fathead ! Yow ! Grooh! Rescue!™

Digby and Herries and Gore rushed to his
aid at once, and Kerr and Wynn piled in
instantly, and there was a wild struggle.
Levison quietly slipped out of the tuckshop.
Rough-and-tumble tussles were not in his line
when lie could aveid them. But four School
House fellows remained to deal with Figgins
and Co., and numbers told. !

Lowther had clutched hold of Figgins, and
was rolling on the floor with him, to the great
damage of the clothes of both the juniors.

Gore had closed with Fatty Wynn, and they
were wrestling furiously; and Dighy and
Herries had collared Kerr.

In two minutes the three New House
juniors were on their backs in the sawdust on
the floor, and four School House fellows were
sprawling over them, pinning them down, and
chortling victoriously between their gasps.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
School House against New House !

oxty Lowrner grinned cheerfully down
at Figgins as the chief of the New
House writhed under him. Figgins was
furious ; but Lowther was quite good-tem-
pered. Herries had lent him a hand in getting
Figgins under, and now Lowther was seated on
his chest, and the long-limbed junior was
helpless.
“Lemme gerrup!” Figgins murmured
sulphurously.
Lowther shook kLis head.
“Not this ecvening,” he said genially,
“ Some other evening.”
“You—you School House rotter—-
“Shush ! ” said Lowther. * Look at my
face! See the ginger-heer you've wasted ?
What do you mean by rushing at me like a
wild bull, simply because I was exercising my
vocal gifts 2
“Ha, ha,ha!”
* I—I—Dll pulverise you ! ” panted Figains.
“ Shush ! szid Lowther chidingly. * Now,
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don’t be ratty —I'm not going to hurt you.
I'm going to sing you a song instead.™

* Look here——"

“Don’t play the goat, George Figuins—
don’t pllr}' the goat!” sang Lowther, while
lis companions roared with laughter.

Figgins struggled d to relea
himself. Low 1 strength to
<eep him de ine came out
in spasmodic j¢

“ D-d-do-o-n"t
gid-d-d-dy o-0-ox!

“Ha,ha,ha'!"™

“Let meup!™

*“ Shush ! "

“Tll smash you!
House ! " yelled Fi
fellows of his ow
hearing.
iive me a glass of

please!” said M
aggles was regarding

her little counter v

behind
hands.
“ What for, Master Lowther ? ™ faltered the
good lady.
“I'm going to give it to Figgins !

“Don’t
roared Fig
it over me !

“Shurrup ! " said Lowther. “I suppose
one good turn deserves another, doesn't it ?
Buck up with that ginger-beer, Mrs. Tt

please !

Tageles ! "

ive it to | !
ts to swamp

ins. ** The bes

'n‘S,

¢ hook her head.

“ Rescue, New House!™ shouted Figgins
again.

An eyeglass gleamed at the door, and Arthur
Augustus D'Arey glanced over the scene in
surprise and amusement.

“ Bai Jove ! Isthata game ?” he asked.

Lowther nodded.

“Yes; we're playing at ragging the New
House bounders,” he said. * Figains rushed
in where angels fear to tread, and now he’s
getting it in the neck. Will you hand me a
soda syphon, Gussy 2 Mrs. Taggles is neglect-
ing me.”

*“Oh, Master Lowther—
Dame Taggles.

“With pleasuah, deah hoy,” said Arthur

(

2

murmured

Angustus, crossing towards the counter.
* Do you like sodab, Figay, deah boy ¢

“You -you rotters!  Rescue ! howled
Figgins.

Redfern, Lawrence, and Owen of the New
House, looked in. They had heard Figgins' ery
for rescue, and rushed across at once. There
was rivalry in the New House between the
two Co.'s : but agaist the School House they
were as brothers. i

* Keep "em out, Gussy ! " shouted Lowther.

Arthur Augustus ran back to the door, with
the soda-syphon in his hands.

“ Keep out, you wottahs ! ™ he exclaimed,
raising the syphon menacingly, I shall
swamp you if you-——- Bai Jove !

Swoosh ! went the soda water, and Redfern
and Co. rushed in, Redfern caught it full in the
face, and staggered back ; but Lawrence and
Owen were upon Arthur Augustus in a moment
and the soda-syphon was whirled away by
Owen, while Lawrence bumped the swell of
St. Jim's over upon the floor.

“Yawooh ! ™ roared D'Arcy, as he went
down. “ Bai Jove! IHelp!”

Swooesh ! Swihsssh ! Owen turned the
syphon upon the swell of St. Jim's, and
Arthur Augustus rolled over madly in the
midst of a swamping shower of soda-water.

“Gewwool ! Stoppit ! Chuckit! You'll
wuin my clothes ! Gweat Scott ! Ow!™”

“Yow ! roared Lowther, as the grinning
Owen tumed the syphon upon him, and a
stream caught lim under the ear. * Yow-
ow!”

The syphon gurgled in an expiring manner ;
it was exhausted. The New House juniors
were already piling in to the rescue of Figgins
and Co., and Owen dropped the syphon and
joined them.

Lowther and Herries and Digby and Gore
fought desperately ; but the odds were now
heavily against them.

One after another they were thrown outof the
tuekshop, and rolled on the ground outside.

Arthur Augustus was the first to go; and
as he sprawled helplessly on the ground, his
comrades came tossing out, one after another,
sprawling over him and over one another.
There was a chorus of gasps, and yells, and
TOArs. ’ :
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“ Yawooh ! Help! Gewwoff!”

“ Oh, crumbs !

“ Gerroff my chest!”

% Keep your blessed elbow out of my
eyel”

"4 Qw! Wescue!”

The New House juniors crowded the door-
way of the tuckshop, yelling with laughter.
The School House fellows scrambled up, untidy
and breathless, and crimson with exertion
and fury. Figgins waved his hand to them.

“Come back!” he said. * Come on—
we're waiting for you ! ”

“ You uttah wottahs! T shall give you a
feahful thwashin’ ! Back me up, deah hoys ! ™
shouted Arthur Augustus.

And the swell of St. Jim’s rushed fiercely
to the attack.

He was promptly collared and hurled
forth, and he gave a loud yell as he went
spinning along the ground.

But by this time the alarm had spread, and
School House juniors were running up on all
sides. New House fellows were also arriving,
and there was every prospect of a general
battle, in which the tuckshop would be re-
duced to wreck and ruin.

“Have the bounders out of there!”
shouted Jack Blake.

“Come on!” roared Tom Merry. ,

“ Buck up, New House ! ™ shouted Figgins.

Kildare of the Sixth, the captain of St.
Jim’s, came striding from the direction of
the School House as the rival juniors closed
in combat. The uproar had reached him,
and he had thoughtfully brought a cane with
him. At the same time, Monteith, the head
prefect of the New House, arrived upon the
scene from another direction.

The two prefects exchanged a glance, and,
without wasting time in words, they started
restoring order.

Slash, slash, slash !

Whack, whack, whack !

With great impartiality they lashed and
whacked at every junior within reach, and
there were loud yells of anguish from the
recipients. |

The combat ceased as if by magie, and the
juniors ran and dodged hither and thither to
avoid the lashing canes.

In one minute or less the ground was clear,
excepting for a few scattered caps

Kildare and Monteith exchanged a grin,
and went back to their Houses.

“Qw!” groaned Monty Lowther, as he
came into the study of the School House.
“Ow! I've got a cut across my arm, and
another across my back, and another——"

** Never ming id Tom Merry cheerfully,
“ we should have licked the New House. But
what was the row about 2

“ Figgins got his rag out,” said Lowther,
chuckling. * He's touchy about that blessed
exam., you know. Came for me like a giddy
wild elephant.”

Tom Merry laughed.

“Poor old Figgins! T say, you chaps, if
he cuts up rusty about it, better not chip
him.”

“QOh.rats! 7 said Lowther warmly. * Must
have out little joke. I'm thinking of doing
some comic paragraphs on the subject for
the next number of the * Weekly." ”

Tom-Merry shook his head.

“Oh, ring off, Monty! Poor old Figzy
will have enough to worry about if he's really
going to swot for that exam. You've been
over last year’s papers, Manners—it's jolly
hard, isn't it 7"

** Jolly hard,” said Manners, with a nod.
“1 don’t know that T shall pull it off this
vear—but as for Figgins, he hasn’t an
earthly.”

“Not a ghostly!” agreed Tom Merry.
“But we'll give him a quiet time while he's
trying, you know. That's only playing the
game. Now, Monty, don’t chip him any
more.”

“Oh, brrrrr!” said Monty Lowther
discontentedly. To the mind of the humorist
of the Shell, a joke came before anything else,
and he had foreseen immense possibilities
of fun in Figgy's strange and unaccountable
outbreak.

* Come, Monty, what do you say ? ”

“Rats! ™ said Lowther, laughing

“ Now, look here——"

“My hat—I'd better go and wash this
blessed ginger-beer out of my neck,” said
Monty Lowther.

And he quitted the study.
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Figgins rushed

THE FIFTH CHAPTER

Cousin Ethel’s Opinion.

VEWYTHIN' weady—what 2 7
Thus Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

Study No. 6, in the Fourth-Form passage
in the School House, was presenting an unusual
aspect of tidiness, cleanliness, and festivity.

The grate had been swept clear of ashes,
fragments of paper, and slippers and things.
The mantelpiece had been dusted. A bright,
clean. tablecloth, especially borrowed from
Mrs. Mimms, the house-dame, gleamed upon
the table. Bright, clean crockeryware glearied

Lowther and yanked him off the high stool.
over Lowther'’s face and neck!

Swoosh ! went the
(See Chap. 3)

upon the tablecloth. There were cups and
saucers of all varieties of pattern, borrowed
from studies in the Fourth and the Shell.
Cups in bright crimson stood in saucers of dark
green, along with a blue milk-jug and a pink
sugar-basin.  But, as Jack Blake remarked,
the effect was very bright, and really good—
quite in the style of an impressionist picture.

The unusual preparations in Study No. 6
were, of course, an indication that an unusual
visitor was expected.

The visitor was already in the Head's house,
staying with Mrs. Holmes, but she had con-
sented to come to tea in Study No. 6.
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Needless to say, the expected visitor. on
whose account the juniors had made such
almost unheard-of efforts of tidiness and
preparation, was Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s
charming cousin, Ethel Cleveland.

Bthel was expected every moment, and the
Co. were ready.

Blake, and Herries, and Digby, and D’Arcy,
the owners of the study, were looking very
neat and clean and tidy, Arthur Augustus
especially being a perfect picture of elegance.

The Terrible Three of the Shell—Tom
Merry and Manners and Lowther—had a nice,
newly brushed look, and their hair was very
tidy and neat.

“ All here—eh ? * asked Tom Merry.

“ Yaas, exceptin’ Ethel.”

“ No more chaps coming ?** asked Tom.

1 did not want too big a crowd, deah boy.
1 asked Kangawooh, but he has gone out on
his bike with Dane and Glyn.”

* Any New House chaps 2

Arthur Augustus frowned.

“1 weally did not think it necessary to ask
any New House chaps, Tom Mewwy.”

“ T was thinking that Figgins

1 weally do not know why Figgins should

" be supposed to have come here whenevah my
cousin comes. You seem to wegard Ethel as
Figgins’ cousin, and not as mine at all.”

“Tt’s all right,” Blake remarked. “T've
asked him.”

Arthur Augustus turned his eyeglass upon
his chum with a frigid stare.

“ You haye bad the awful cheek, Blake, to
ask Figgins to come ovah heah and meet my
cousin ? ” he exclaimed.

Blake shook his head.

** Certainly not ! ™"

Arthur Augustus looked relieved.

“Oh, that’s all wight, then!™ he said.
* But you remarked that you had asked him,
Blake.”

“T haven’t asked him here to meet your
cousin,” Blake explained. “T’'ve asked him
here to tea.”

There was a chuckle in Study No. 6. All
the juniors knew of Figgins’ desire to seck the
company of Miss Cleveland, for some reason
best known to himself, and they all sym-
pathised with Figgy. Arthur Augustus. how-

ever, seemed to be a little obtuse or else
obstinate upon the point.

* You have asked that New Honse boundah
to tea, Blake 7 7

“Yes. I suppose I can ask a chap to tea
in my own study if T like, can't 17" ex- !
claimed Blake, in astonishment. ** Of course,

I shouldn’t ask a fellow to meet your cousin
without consulting you. Tt would be a cheek.
But I suppose I can have a fdend in to tea 27

“You know perfectly well, you ass, that
Figgins cannot come to tea without meetin’

Cousin Ethel, as Cousin Ethel is comin’ to
tea.”

“Yes. That’s what you'd call a coinci-
dence, isn't it ? 7 said Blake, with a nod.
* These coincidences will happen, you know ;
they can’t be helped.”

“Two separate objects, moving towards
the same spot, are bound to meet in the long
run,” said Monty Lowther solemnly. * 1
don’t know whether that'’s in Euclid ; but it's
a fact.”

“ Undah the cires., Blake, 1 must wequest
you to wequest your fwiend Figgins to post-
pone his visit—"

“Rats ! ” said Blake cheerfully.

“If you say wats to me

“ And many of ’em!” added Blake.

“T shall be sowwy, Blake, to thwash vou
just when we are expectin’ a laday visit
but, under the cires., I considah——""

“You'll be doing your considering under
the table, if you don’t ring ofi ! " said Blake.
“ Now, shut up, and butter the toast!”

“1 wefuse to buttah the toast at all! 1
wefuse 4

*“ Cheese it ! ™

“ I decline to cheese it ! I wepeat that I do
not wegard Figgins X
. “Ring off, for goodness’ sake!" said
Herries. “ Bump him over, and sit on him ! "

“You uttah wottah!™ shouted Arthur
Augustus indignantly, shaking a  wrathful
fist at Herries across the table. ™ 1—-"

“ Good-afternoon !

It was a sweet and gentle voice at the door-
way.

Cousin Ethel looked into the study.

Arthur Augustus, taken by surprise, re-
mamed as if petrified for a moment, his




clenched fist extended across the table to-
wards Herries® grinning face.

Then he suddenly dropped it to his side and
swung round, his countenance turninga bright
crimson as he met Cousin Ethel's glance.

it © hnoon, deah gal!™
stammered. e o ¢ & ¥

he

said Blake.

“So good of you to come,”
“Chuck it, Gus you can finish your
gymnastics afterwards! ™

Arthur Augustus alr

“ Weally Blake, I—I
I feah that you saw me
attitude. I—I was sh
—to—to——""

“How to play the giddy ox!”
Herries p
“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Weally, Hewwi
—ah——  Hallo,
do youdo "™

Arthur Augustus was quite grateful to
figgins for entering at that ent.

Figgins scemed a little ised by the
warmth of his greeting, but he was pleased
by it.

* Pway sit down, deah boy ! " said Arthur
Augustus, dragging up a chair to the table.
* Heah you are! ™

And, n his confusion and agitation, Arthur
Augustus placed Figgins' chair next to Cousin
Ethel's—a thing he had certainly never in-
tended to do. He saw his mistake as Figgy
it down—as Figay very promptly did.

* Figgay, deal boy, pewaps you'd wathah
be nearah the fiah:

Not at all!” said Figgins affably.
This is quite comfy ! ™
** Sure yvou are not in a dwaught there 2 ”
asked D'Arey anxiously.

** Quite sure, thanks ! ™

And Arthur Augustus gave it up. Tea
proceeded very merrily, the junidrs vying
with one another in attending to Cousin
Ethel and looking after her requirements.
If Miss Cleveland had eaten one quarter of
the good things her hosts wanted to help her
to, she would have put Fatty Wynn, of the
New House, quite in the shade.

“ By the way,” Blake remarked presently,
“ Figey's got some news for you!”

deah gal,
1spicious
how to

said

ly—o

weally Ethel, I
, deah boy! How

s

o

Figeins flushed, as Cousin Ethel's eyes
turned upon him. E

* Blake means that I've entered for the
Bishop's Medal,” said Figgins.

“Yes; I'm so glad!™ said Ethel. “I
knew that already,” she added, in her frank
way. * Piggins wrote and told me, didn’t
you?!"

“Yes,” said Figgins. “1 only wish I
could have told you that I thought I bad a
look-in.™

* But you have a good chance,” said Ethel,
“and you will work hard.  And all your
friends will back you up, and help you to
work hard for the exam.™

The juniors looked at one another rather
curiously, and Monty Lowther turned a little
pink.  Certainly, so far, their efforts in con-
neetion with the matter had not been exactly
directed towards backing up Iliggins.

“Abem ! murmured. Blake. ** We—we
—we're going to, of course ! ”

“ Yes, rather!" said Tom Merry.

“ Of course, we all wish Figgy luck!”

“Yaas; we all wish he could perform im-
possibilities and things, bai Jove!”

* Lixcepting me ! grinned Manners. “ I'm

in the exam myself, you know, so I can’t quite
hope that Figey will pull it off. I hope he'll

be second !

“Thanks ! ” said Figgins.
ou!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Cousin Lthel's opinion that Figgy had a
chance for the exam. made a curious difference
in the point of view of the juniors. They had
not thought 'of taking Figgy seriously before.
But if Cousin Ethel took him seriously, there .
was certainly no reason why they should not.
They all had a very deep respect for Ethel's
judgment.

When tea was over, Arthur Augustus rose
to walk with his cousin to the Head's house.
Figains rose with the same object.

Arthur Augustus’ eyeglass gleamed at the
New House junior.

“Comin’ as fah as the door, Figgay?”
he asked politely but significantly.

“ Ye-es,” murmured Figgins.

And the juniors stood up and said “ Au
revoir ” to Cousin Ethel, and she walked away’

“The same to
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with Arthur Augustus and Figgins. And at

the door of the School House Figgins had to say

zood-bye, comforted, however, by the kl]OA“‘-
ledge that Ethel was staying the night with

Mzs. Holmes, and that he might see her on

the morrow.

Tiggins went off disconsolately towards the
New House, and Arthur Augustus escorted his
cousin through the dusky quad. towards the
Head’s private entrance.

“T want to speak to you, Arthur,” Cousin
Bthel said, slackening her pace.

“ Yaas, deah gal ?”

“ It’s about that examination.”

“ Oh, Figgins!” said D’Arcy carelessly.

“Yes. You don’t think he has much
chance 2 ”

“Well, he’s wathah a duffah, you know!
And it’s a vewy hard exam. I don’t weally
feel suah that I should pull it off myself if I
entahed.”

Cousin Ethel smiled.

“But Figgins may succeed, if he works
hard—"

“ Swottin’ ain’t much in his line, deah gal.”

“ His father would be very pleased, and it
would be a good help for Figgins in the school,
too. I suppose you all help him as much as
you can when he studies, and see that he is not
interrupted by pranks, or anything of that
kind 2 ”

Arthur Augustus stammered a little.

“ Well, as a mattah of fact, deah gal, he’s
been wathah wagged about it,” he admitted.

Cousin Ethel’s sweet face became very
serious. Probably she had guessed that
already.

 Arthur, dear, don’t you think that is a
shame, when Figgins is trying to do serious
work for the first time ?

“ But it’s all wot, you knoiw.
At
“ But he is trying.” /
“ Yaas; he’s twyin’,” admitted D’Arey.
“ Then isn’t it a shame that he isn’t given

a chance ?

“Ya-as; I suppose it is,” agreed Arthur
Augustus. “If we considahed the thing
sewiously, we should back him up.”

“Then consider it seriously. You like
Figgins, don’t you?”

He can’t do

“ Ah—er—ahem—yaas, 1 suppose sol”
said Arthur Augustus, rather taken aback by
the question. * He is wathah a checky ass
in some things, but he is a jolly good fellow.
A chap can't weally help hkin’ Figgins,
somehow ! ™

Cousin Ethel gave him the sweetest smile
she had ever bestowed upon him.

“ Then why not take 1t very seriously, and
back kim up, and see that all your friends do
so, Arthur ¢ It would be genérous, and like

you.”
“ Any old thing,” said Arthur Augustus, *“if
you weally think I ought =

“1T think it would be kind and generous of
you!”

**Done ! ™" said Arthur Augustus. * Aftah
all, miwacles have happened befoah, so why
shouldn't Figgay bwing off the exam., pew-
waps ? Anyway, I'm goin’ to wally wound
him, and I'll see that the othah chaps back
up, too, and wally wound old Figgins!™

And Cousin Ethel's face was very bright
as she bade her cousin good-night and went
into the Head’s house.

Arthur Augustus was looking unusually
serious as he made his way back to Study No.
6. It was impossible for Arthur Augustus
to refuse anything asked by a feminine tongue,
and Ethel had made him see quite clearly
that it would only be the decent thing to help
old Figgins now that he was struggling with a
heavy task ; but Arthur Augustus was a little
doubtful about how the other fellows would
look at it.

However, he had made up his noble mind
on one point—whatever the other fellows did
or didn’t do, he was going to keep his word
to Cousin BEthel, and rally round old Figgins.

THE é!XTH CHAPTER
“Rally Round!”

oM Merry AND Co. weré finishing the
ginger-beer and nuts in Study No. 6
when Arthur Augustus returned. The serious
look upon his aristocratic face attracted their
attention at omce as he came into the
study.
“ Wherefore that pensive brow ? ” asked
Blake.
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Arthur
moment.

Augustus did not reply for the
umed his favourite attitude
when about to lay down the law—standing
with his back to the fire, with his eyeglass
between finger and thumb of his right hand.
The juniors all looked at him curiously. It
was evide mething of unusuval im-

“Can’t
“1 he
“Pile on!

Lowther.
“Pway don’t intewwupt me with your

funnay wemarks, Lowthah! I entweat you

for the comic column in the
are not bound to wead that

N, it does no damage there! On the

» hand—" )

this a lecture or g

1ers politely.

‘ Neithah, deah boy. But I do not want
tobeintewwupted. Thave been thinkin——'

“Not really ! " exclaime ity Lowther,
In great astonishment.

“ Weally, you ass—"

“ Order! " exclaimed Blake. *“ For good-
ness sake, don't interrupt, or this will last all
the evening, and to be continued in our next !
Gussy, old man, cut the cackle, and come to
the hosses!”

“It’'s about Figgins. I wegard Figgins
as a vewy decent chap, and a wathah deservin’
chap.”

.

wonder,

reminded

' inquired

* i3 all right,” said Tom Merry, in
“What next?”
agins is entahin’ for a vewy difficult
exam. 1 considah that Figgins has a wight
to be wegarded sewiously.”

SONLE

“My hat!”

* Great pin!”

“Rot!”

“ Rubbish ! :

Arthur Augustus jammed his eyeglass into
his eye, and looked round upon the juniors
with a very severe glance.

* Yaas,” he said emphatically, “ that is my
point of view, I admit that it did not stwike
me until Ethel mentioned it.”

“Oh! Did Ethel say so?”

. AL L. & =

* Yaas, wathah!®

* Well, that alters the case ! " agreed Blake.
“ Of course, Figgy is only playing the giddy
ox, and we can’t possibly take him seriously,
though.”

*“ 1 wegard it as bein’ up to us to take him
sewiously and  help him!” said Arthur
Augustus firmly.  “ Of course, he is an ass—
I'll admit that. But he is o wathah decent
chap, and though he's only a New House
boundah, he is weally one of our pals, isn't
het™ ¥

“ Oly, yes ; that's all right ™

“ Well, when a pal of ours is up against
somethin® specially hard, 1 wegard it as our
duty to wally wound him,”

“To—to which ? "

“Wally wound him ! ™

“ Oh, rally round him | " said Tom Merry,
laughing.  * (ood cgg! So we're to rally
round old Figgins 1

“ Yaas, wathah !

“ Not a bad iden,” said Tom heartily. “ I've
gaid so before to you, Monty. Let’s rally
round Iiggins and buck him up.”

“ But there’s such a blessed lot of fun in
Figgy entering for an exam. ! ” said Lowther.
“It’s worth whole comic papers to us.”

“ Lowthah, I say it is up to us to wall
wound Riggins,” said Arthur Augustus, with
great firmness, “T fwust you are goin’ to
wally wound with the west.”

“ Weally and twuly wound with the west ! ”
chuckled Blake.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Lowther grunted.

“ Oh, I'm on,” he said, “ if you all think so.
You can count me in. But it's rotten! [
was planning all sorts of rags for Figgins.”

“ Well, so was I, as a matter of fact,” said
Blake, rather ruefully. “Still, we'll rally
round. After all, there may be a millionth
part of a baby chance that Figay may pull off
the exam. if he swots himself black and blue.”

“Oh, piffle! ”

“Bosh ! ”

“ I think he might have a ghost of a chance,”
said Tom Merry. * Of course, Manners will
beat him ; but hie may get in second if—if he
moves mountains.”

Manners was looking very thoughtful
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1 don’t know that T care much about the
Bishop’s Medal,” he said. '“ I've bagged lots
of their blessed pots and things. Tt se (:.mell a
pity to let it go to such a rotter as Lev 150;1)—-
that was why I put my name down. )m
if Figgy's really seriously going to h’}mt for it,
I'm blessed if 1 don’t stand out!

“ Bai Jove!”

« 1 gav. that’s rather a lot to do, Manners,
5ld man,” Tom Merry remarked. ““In my
opinion, the
medal was a
dead cert. for
you!”

“Levison
and Brooke
both have a
good chance,”
said Manners.
“I think very
likely I should |
have beaten
them. But,
_Imng it all,
I've collared
plenty of
things, and
Figgins has
never bagged
even a book
prize. I'm not
going to be a
hog. Tiggins
has never
taken any-
thing yet, and
I'm not going
to stand in
his way. T'm not keen on it, anyway.”

“ Well, that’s one way of rallying round
Figgins ! ” said Blake, laughing. * Are you
going to take vour name off the list,
then 27 ¥

“ Yes,” said Manners, with a nod.

*“ Good egg ! ” said Arthur Agustus D’Arey.
“1 think I’ll twot ovah to the New House,
and tell Figgins that we’re goin’ to wally
wound him.” .

And Arthur Augustus lost no time. What-
ever Arthur Augustus did, he did with all his
heart, and he was already enthusiastic
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“ I've said I'm not going to play, and I won't L” said Figgins dogeedly.

Kerr looked at him very straight. “ Then I've got no more to sa;
ing that I am ashamed of you, Figgins!”

over the scheme of rallying round Figgins
and helping Lim through his examination.

Brimming over with good resolutions and the
milk of human kindness, Arthur Angustus came
up to the New House with his graceful saunter

But, as luck would have it, hie was spottec
just in front of the House by Redfern anc
Owen and Thompson, of the Shell; and Pratt
of the Fourth, and several other New House
juniors; and, mindful of the row in the

- tuck-shop,
those cheerful
juniors rushed
upon him
without a
word of warn-
ingand seized
him and swept
him off his
noble feet.

Arthur Au-
gqustus gave a
wild vell as he
waswhirled
into the air.
Earth and
sky, trees and
stars  seemed
to swim about
him in wild
confusion.

“Yawoooh!
Welease me!
Let me down
Se at once, you
wottahs !

Bump !

The N ew
House juniors obeyed, and they let him down
—hard.

“Oh, ewumbs! You are—ow !—wuinin’
my twousahs ! Lemme gewwup, you wottahs |
Oh!™” '

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ No School House tramps allowed on the
decent side of the quadrangle!” grinned
Redfern. “ Run him back to his own House !

“Ha, ha! Come on.!”

“Ow! Youwottahs ! T have come ovah——

“Ha, ha! And now you're going back!”

I came here to look for——"

ay, except-
(See Chap. 10;
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Trouble! ™ ehu
¥

found it !
*“ Ha, ha,

kled Owen. " And you've

+ fellows
against
y quad-

“ My hat!
down the stairs

* Gwoo-wooh !
“Ha, ha, ha !

1

you haven't
rally  round

we'rg
kled

who was
remained m 1
the School House
rally round him.

Flaccus,
the fact that

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER
The Limit!

rew days later Tom Merry, of the Shell,

mi bave been seen, as they say in
the novels-——and, as a matter of fact, was
seen——to wear a worried look.

It was a Saturday, and in the afternoon
the St. Jim's junior eleven were going over to
Abbotsford to play the team there.

The junior team of St. Jim’s was selected
from the best players in the two junior House
teams, and Tom DMerry was the captain
thereof.

Now, although when heated with argument
with the New House fellows, Tom Merry
would maintain that any fellow in the School
House could give any fellow in the New House
the ““ kybosh ” at footer, yet on the occasions

when the junior team played outsiders, Tom
was very particular to secure the services of
Figains and Co.

On such occasions Figgins and Co. could not
possibly be left out.

Figgins was a wonderful torward, Kerr
was a most reliable half, and Fatty Wynn was
simply a marvel in the * chicken-run ™

Figgins and Co. had their places in the junior
eloven, as a matter of course, when the match
was of any importance, and, as a rule, they
were very keen to play.

But a change had come over Figgins of the
Fourth. \

Figging waa swotting.

For days now Tiggins had been at it, and
owing to the noble resolution of Tom Merry
and Co. to rally round him, he had been
allowed to prosceute his unusual studies
without interruptions or rags.

Indeed, Arthur Augustus had kindly offered
to coach him, an ofier which Figgins had, for
reasons unknown to Arthur Augustus, declined
with thanks.

Figgins had shown an astonishing keenness
forstudy. Hestuck to it all the harder because
it was against the grain. But the general
opinion was that he was overdoing it. For
he was cutting footer practice for the sake of
the grind.

And now the day of the Abbotsford match
had come. Tom Merry had a suspicion that
Figgins meant to cut the match, and stay at
home mugging up Latin, instead of kicking
goals for St. Jim’s on the footer field.

And the prospect of leaving behind one of
his *best forwards brought a worried look to
the youthful brow of the junior captain.

There were plenty of fellows to take
Tigging' place, so far as that went—indeed,
many fellows regarded themselves as possible
improvements on Figgins—but Tom Merry
knew that he would not be able to find an
inside-right to equal old Figgins. And the
Abbotsford match was a stiff one. There were
rumours that Abbotsford were in specially
good form, and were going to make terrific
efforts to wipe out two successive defeats.
And the unanimous opinion of the junior
football committee at St. Jim’s was that
Figgins couldn’t be left out.
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When the Fourth Form came out of the
Form-room on Saturday morning, therefore,
Tom Merry was waiting for Figgins in the
passage. The Shell had come out a couple
of minutes earlier. Figgins, as he came down
the passage with a book under his arm and a
thoughtful expression on his face, found him-
self stopped by the Terrible Three.

“ Halt!” said Monty Lowther.
and deliver !

Figgins grinned feebly.

“Don’t be funny, now!” he said. *“I'm
in a hurry. T've got time for another grind
before dinner.”

“ Your mistake ! ” said Tom Merry. “ You
haven't ! ”

“Yes, I have!” said Figgins, in surprise,
looking at his watch.

“ Not at all—you’ve got an engagement.”

“ An engagement ? ' said Figgins, staring
at him.

* Yes, you're coming down to the footer-
field, to show us what kind of form you're in
for this afternoon.”

“ This afternoon ? ” said Figgins vaguely.

“ You may have forgotten that there’s a
match on with Abbotsford 2 Manners
remarked sarcastically.

*“ Match 2 ” said Figgins. “ Abbotsford ?
Ol, yes! I'm sorry, Tom Merry—I shan’t be
able to play this afternoon.”

Tom Merry looked very grim.

T thought that was coming,” he observed.
“ Well, youre going to play. We can’t spare
you. Do you want Abbotsford to lick St.
Jim’s 2

TFiggins looked distressed. :

“Qh, no, no! Put Reddy in instead. He's
all right.”

“1 know he is—right as rain,” agreed Tom
Merry. “ But if your silly wits hadn’t gone
wool-gathering after Latin conjugations and
declensions and deponent verbs and things,
youwd remember that Redfern is right-half
already. As he can’t be in two places at once,
1 can’t very well play him as inside-right, too.
1 would if I could—but I don’t see how it’s to
be done.”

Figgins smiled.

“ I—I was thinking of something else,” he
said. “ You see, I find that blessed grind for

“ Stand

the Bishop's
thought.”

“ Go hon! ™ murmured Manners.

* But I'm determined to bring it off, or at
least get honourable mention, or bust a
boiler,” said Figgine. “ Ull run you pretty
close, Manners."

“You won't tun me very close,”
Manners. ““ I'm not in it.”

* Your name's down,” said Figgins.

“ I've withdrawn.”

Figgins whistled.

“1 hadn't heard. What did you withdraw
for?”

“Sort of decided to, somehow,” said
Manners. “ I'm going in for the Percy Prize,
instead. Levison and Brooke are your toughest
rivals now—and Brooke doesn’'t have much
time for grinding at exams., now he's got
coaching work to do. You've got Levison to
beat. The others won't touch Levison.”

“Well, I'll try,” said Figgins. ** Levison
will be a hard nut to crack—but he's not your
form, and I think I shall beat him if T work
hard at it. So you see I've got to chuck footer
for a bit.”

Tom Merry shook his head.

*“ That’s just where you make a mistake,”
he replied. “ You can’t really grind for an
exam. unless you keep fit. 1f you shut your-
self up all the time, and get off colour, you can’t
put your beef into your work. A good game of
footer every now and then will make you fit
for the swotting.”

“T'm sorry

“ Nothing to be sorry about. You'll grind
all the better afterwards when you've played
Abbotsford and kicked goals for St. Jim's.”

Figgins looked worried.

“I'm sorry,” he repeated, * But I really
can’t, you know. I know you mean well,
but I simply can’t give up an afternoon.”

“ We can't leave you out.”

“ But—but there are others, you know.
Look here, I'm going to have a jolly hard
grind this afternoon. 1 simply can’t come.
You can easily fill my place.”

* Look here, Figay, I know what I'm talk-
ing about. You'll be making yourself ill, stick-
ing indoors and grinding away, after what
you've been used to. Suppose you fall ill, and

Medal is harder than I

said

e
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get crocked

like thas ¢
* Oh, 1 shall be all right.”
“ You'll be all righter if you help us play
Abl The fact is, Figgy, they're very
yv've got two or three new men
are reported to be regular corkers—all
to spring on us to-day. We can’t run
I don’ that you are the best
inside-right 1
you out, it
* Thanks !

for the exam.- how would you

come. My heart wo
You must let me off, this
lats !

“ Rub

“I'm really sorry—t
Owen or Thompson—b
stand out for once. I'm so
are. I've got special reas
pass this exam. I can't af
chances.”

“ You won't pass it v look after
your health; and you can’t after your
health without taking a proper amount of
exercise.”

*“ Oh, my health's all right.”

* Look here ; you must come ! ™

“T can't—I really can’t!”

And Figgins, to save further argument,
dodged the Terrible Three, and darted out of
the house, The Shell fellows rushed after him.

“ Figgins ! Stop a minute!"

“ Can’t! "

“ Collar him ! ”” shouted Tom Merry.

Figgins broke into a run, and the Terrible

Three dashed in pursuit. But Figgy’s pace,

as he crossed the quadrangle, showed that
swotting had not impaired his speed, at all
events.

He dashed away like a deer, and disappeared
into the doorway of the New House, leaving
the Terrible Three baffled and exasperated in
the quad.

“ Hang it all!” said Tom Merry, as they

turned back. “ Thisisrotten! We can't leave
him out.”

* What's to be done, then "

* Blessed if 1 know. But he's jolly well not
going to be left behind. if we have to take him
by the cars and bundle him neck and crop
into the brake ! " exclaimed Tom Merry.

And the Terrible Three, instead of proceed-
ing to the footer-ground, proceeded to call
together Blake and Co., and other members of
the team, to consult what was to be done in
the case of the recaleitrant Miggins,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER
\Not To Be Left Out !

Tou Merny's team for the Abbotsford
mateh consisted of seven School House
fellows and four of the New House. Figgins
and Co. and Redfern represented  the
New House. The School House members
were Tom Merry, Lowther, Kangaroo, Blake,
D'Arcy, Reilly, and Herries. The seven, when
the matter wag discussed, were unanimously
of opinion that Figging couldn’t be left out.
Tom had not called the New House members
to the meeting, as he guessed that the measures
he had in contemplation might not be ap-
proved of by Kerr and Wynn, at least.

“ Like his blessed check to ask to be left
out, 1 think,” growled Herries. “Why, the
New Iouse fellows were grumbling at only
having four members in*the team, against
our seven. Now one of them wants to stand
out!”

“Gure, and he can’t be allowed,” eaid

2eilly. *“ If it was any other match, it wouldn’t
matter entirely. Young Mulvaney could be put
in—he’s jolly good form. But we've got to pul
in the toppest team we can get to beal
Abbotsford this time.” . %

“We could fill Figgy’s place easily enough,’
assented Tom Merry, “ if it were a match a bit
less stiff than this. But as it is—""

“ Figgy’s got to play.”

“ Yaas, wathah!”

“ He’s as obstinate as a giddy mule,” Monty
Lowther remarked. “ I don’t believe he can be
talked over.” y

“ Then he’ll have to be walked over ! ”” said
Blake.

( 275 )
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“ Hear, hear!”

“ Yaas, wathah ! If Abboteford heat us by
a nawwow margin Figeay wonld feel awlly
wotten aboutit,” said Arthur Augustus D*Arcy.
“It would pwobably wowwy him and upset
him for his beastly swottin’, and so in the long
wun it would do him more harm than good.
Besides, if he isn’t made to take some exaheise,
he’ll swot himself ill!*

“He’s got-to play!” said all the fellows
together.

“ Yaas. You wemembah, deah boys, that
we have agweed to wally wound Figgins. I
wegard this as an important point. Figgay is
ovahdoin’ it. As his pals, who have sworn to
wally wound him, we are bound to pwevent
him fwom ovah-doin’ it. It is our dutay as—
ety

* As ralliers round, or as rally-rounders ! *
said Monty Lowther.

“ Yaas, it is our dutay as wally-woundabs to
see that Figgay doesn’t ovahdo that beastly
swottin’. I wecommend stern measuahs !

“@ood!” said Tom Merry. My idea is
this—we’ll wait till the brake’s at the gate,
and get Kerr and Wynn and Reddy in it first,
in case they feel inclined to interfere—as they
are New House kids they might cut up rusty—
then we'll collar Figgins by main force and
drag him in.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“““If he won’t go quietly we’ll sit on him, and
when we get to Abbotsford—why, as he’s
there, of course, he’ll play.”

“ Good egg ! ” said Blake heartily.

“Yaas, wathah! It is wathah dwastie, but
I don’t see any othah way. We’ll all back you
up, deah boy ! *’

“ Only the other New House chaps may
chip in, and make a House row of it!” said
Herries rather doubtfully. “ We don’t want a
House rag just before a footer match.”

“No; we shall have to be careful,” agreed
Tom Merry. * Most of the New House chaps
will be against Figgins standing out of the
match, you know. Still, we’ll be careful.
1 don’t see anything else that can be done.”

*“ Wathah not, considewin’ that we have
pwomised to wally wound old Figgins ! *

And so it was decided. The juniors went
Jown to the footer-ground for a punt about
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before dinner, joining the New Honse members
of the team there. When they came off the
field, Kerr joined Tom Merry, looking rather
anxious and worried.

T suppose you've heard from Figgy about
his standing out ? ™" he asked.

“ Yes,"” said Tom.

“I've been keeping him from telling you
all the week,” said Kerr. *“ 1 hoped I should
be able to dissuade him. But he's as firm as a
rock.”

“It’s all right!” said Tom Merry. “I
think we shall see him at Abbotsford this
afternoon after all, Kerr,”

Kerr shook his head.

“You don’t know how set he is on that
blessed exam.,” he said. “ He's putting it
before everything else, and he’ll be making
himself ill with overwork soon. The queer
thing is that I'm beginning to believe that he
has a chance. I've been through last year's
papers with him, and the amount that he has
picked up already is astonishing. I never
thought he had it in him. Now that Manners
has withdrawn I think Figay will very likely
pull it off, unless he breaks down before the
exam.”

There was a chuckle from Levison of the
Fourth, who overheard Kerr’s remark.

“ Will you take a bet onit 2" asked Levison.
“T'll give you five to one that I get in ahead of
Figgins in the exam.”

“No, I won't,” said Kerr disdainfully.
“ Make your rotten bets with Mellish, or Cutts
of the Fifth-—they’re not in my line.”

Levison grinned spitefully.

“ Well, 11l take jolly good care that vour
precious Figains doesn’t have much chance for
the exam.,” he said. ** I've been slacking a bit
myself, but I could beat I 1s blindfolded,
and you know it.”

“ We shall see,” said Kerr, and he walked

)

away with Tom Merry, leaving Levison
scowling.

“You don’t think you can persuade
Figains to come, Kerr 27" the captain of the
junior eleven asked.

“I'm afraid not.”

“Well, we shall sce.
two—you’ll be ready !

** Right-ho !

) i

The brake’s here at
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Like an arrow |

his own territory, sed with the
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rward and crashed upon the goalkeeper.

i

14

|l

Back he went into
ball in his hands—charged fairly into the nett

(See Chap. 11.)

And the juniors went in to dinner.

Promptly at two o'clock the brake drew
up outside the gates of St. Jim'’s. Kerr and
Wynn and Redfern came down with their bags,
and Reilly and Blake and D’Arey and Herries
joined them. Manners and Mulvaney, who
were going as reserves, also got into the brake.
Kerr looked round, but there was no sign of
Tom Merry or Lowther or Kangaroo.

“ Where are the other chaps ? * he asked.

“ Oh, they’re coming!” said Jack Blake,
with a grin. 3

““Who's playing instead of Figgins 2’ Kerr
asked.

82Ty

“Ahem ! Perhaps Figgy will be playing
after all.”

*“ Oh, no—he’s not, coming |

“Pewwaps he may come,” smiled Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy. “In fact, I wathah fancy
that Tom Mewwy has gone to twy and persuade
him to come.”

“It won’t be much good,” said Redfern.
“I've jawed to him for a steady ten minutes on
the subject, but he’s as obstinate as a mule.”

“Not a bit of good,” said Fatty Wynn
sorrowfully. T should never have believed
it of Figgy, but he’s putting that rotten exam.
before a football mateh. Queer, ain’tit 2"

)



“Yaas, it's wathah wotten—but Figgy
has fwiends to look aftah him, you know. It's
a case of <a\in’ a chap fwom himself.”

* Shurrup ! ”* said Blake.

Kerr Jooked at them quickly and suspici-
omlv

“T say, is there some game on? " he ex-
claimed.”  We can't have any larks with old
Figgins, you know. If he chooses to stand out,
he stands out, and that’s all there is about it

“ Not quite all ! ”* grinned Blake.

“Wathahnot !

Kerr jimped up.

“1 think I'll just run back to the New
House—"

Jack Blake grabbed Kerr and dragged him
back into his seat.

“No, you won’t, my son!” he chuckled.
“Steady on! You New House kids are
staying here. Look out, you fellows ! ™

** Look here ** shouted Kerr.

“It’s no go, Kerr! ” said Herries. “ Don't
let any of ‘em get out of the brake, you
chaps!™

*“ What-ho!

Redfern laughed, and remained motionless
in his seat.

“If you've got any dodge for making
Figgins come, youre welcome,” he said.

** School matches come before House rows.
Figgins ought to come. I jolly well shan’t
interfere.”

“Quite wight,” said Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy. * I quite appwove of your attitude in
mattnh, Weddy !

“Good! Now I can feel quite comfy,”
)awned Redfern. *“If yon hadn’t approved
«qussy, I should have felt fnnhtfullv worried.”

“ Weally, Weddy

“Look here, we're getting
claimed Fatty Wynn. *Let go my arm,
Mulvaney, yvou beast! Leggo, my collar,
Herries ! Get off my feet, Manners ! ”

“Rats!”

* Yaas, wats ! 7 :

Kerr and Wynn began to struggle, but the
School House fellows held them firmly in
their seats. Redfern whistled cheerily.
Kerr and Wynn, as a matter of fact, were in
sympathy with Tom Merry's device, which
thev now suspected, but they felt bound to

(

out!” ex-
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stand by their chum. But they had no choice,
The Schiool House fellows in the brake outs
numbered them, and they were pinned down.
There was a sudden shout from Mulvaney.
* Arrah! Here they come ! ™
“Hurrah! "

THE NINTH CHAPTER
By Main Force!

Fh‘m\\ was in his study, when Tom
Merry and Lowther and Harry Noble
entered the New House. Figgins was Jook-
ing a little glum as he bent over his books.
He had felt that he was bound to devota
half-holidays to study instead of to spor,
until the Bishop's Medal exam. was over. But
it was hard. His whole soul was with the
team who were going over to Abbotsford ta
do battle for the St. Jim’s colours. He was
worried, too, at the thought that the reserve
who wonld be played in his place might not be
up t> bis form—probably would not be
Figmns was not conceited: but he knew
his own value in 2 football team—if he had
not been one of the best players in the New
House, hie would not have been skipper of the
junior House eleven. But he felt that he hada
dmv to do, however worrying it was, and he
stood by it manfully. The thought had
crossed his mind that he might be overdoing
jt—Kerr had hinted as much to him. 3
But Figgy felt that that was a temptation
to leave his books, and he would not yield to
it. He was seated at the study table; with a
Latin dictionary open before him, a Horace
on his left hand, and * Latin Verse ™ on lis
right, when the three School House fellows
Wi nlked cheerfully in.

Figgins turned his head and looked at
thcm dolefully. He could not help looking
glum. He thounln they had come to say good-
b\’\ and he would have given .m\'tlnu-' to
;hv lis books into the fire and 20 W ith them,

* Just off 2 he asked.

“ Yes—comeon!”

Figgins made a weary gesture.

“Don’t begin that again, for noodnesg
sake! ™ he said. ““ It’s bad enough as it 15—
you don’t know how much I want to come.
But I can’t, and there’s an end of it
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“ That's where you make your little mis-
take,” said Monty Lowther. * That isn't
the end of it!1"

“ Just the beginning of it, in
marked Kangaroo.

“ The fact
Tom Merry explained.
can't stand by 1 let you overdo it, and
knock yourself u hat isn’t good husiness.
We're going to loo AS We
can’t possibly
match.”

“ Good-bye,”

fact!" re-

K § I

pare you from the

“ Now,
“ You're keeping tt
said Figgins, “and,as a n

wasting my time,
at Abbotsford !

The School Ho fe
* were quite willing
ns was open to pe
wasn't, they were equally ready to use other
measures.

“ We're not going without you,”
Merry bluntly. = ;

* Then you won't g

“In oth ;
you can T
lian junior. “ That's the
choice, Figgy.”

. “Don’t play the
impatiently. ** Bu
work. It's hard enough, an)

The three School House juniors did not
buzz off. They advanced upon Figgins ; and
Figgins jumped to bis feet.

* Get out ! ™ he exclaimed angrily. “ You'
silly asses, do you think you're going to take
me to Abbotsford against my will ¢ Are you
\lnll)' &5

“No; but you are,” said Tom Merry.
* Now, are you coming ? 7

*“ No ! " roared Figgins.

* Collar him!”

Figains dodged round the table.

* You silly chumps ! ” he panted. “ Do you
want a serimmage just before a footer-match ?
T'll call the other fellows in if you don’t clear
off !

““ The other fellows are all out,” said Tom
Merry coolly. * Most of them have started for

Good-by

ox,” said Figay
1 let me get to

R e e ee VO © '

Abbotsford already to see the mateh. There's
hardly a fellow left in the House, and there
are plenty of our chaps hanging round the
House to come in if we want them. You are
coming with us, Figay.”

“'monot ! yelled Figay.

“"Nuff said ! " exclaimed Kangaroo. *“ Have
himout ! "

Fiugins dodged round the table again, with
Kangaroo after him. He made a break for the
door, but Monty Lowther intereepted him.

“ Now, Figgy —yaroooh ! ™ roared Lowther.

Figains' blood was up.  He hit out, and
Lowther rolled over on the study carpet. But
Tom Merry's grasp was upon Figey the next
moment, and he was dragged back from the
door. Kangaroo's arm was thrown round his
neck from behind 3 and Lowther, jumping
up, collared him also with great energy. Fig-
ans strugeling wildly, was borne to the floor
i the nudst of the three.

On the floor he rolled and wrestled, but
three sturdy juniors pinned him down, and
Figgins had no chance. He put up a good
ficht, however, and the trio were panting
breathlessly by the time they had secured him.

“ (ot him " gasped Tom Merry at last.
w, Migay, are you coming quictly ¢
* No ! " gurgled Figgins,

“Then we shall carry you."

“Rescue ! yelled Figgins.
House ! Res—groohoooogrrrr | ™

Tom Merry stuffed a handkerchief into
Figay's open mouth, and Figay’s yells died
away suddenly in a gurgle. Monty Lowther
drew a length of whipeord from his pocket,
and coolly fastened Figey's wrists together,
Figging was making wild efforts to eject the
aag, but Kangaroo tied a string round his head,
offectually keeping the handkerchief in place.

The New House junior lay and glared up at
Lis captors in powerless fury.

“ Now, walk him out ! " "panted Tom Merry.

Figgins was lifted to his feet.

Tom Merry took one arm, and Kangaroo
the other, Monty Lowther went ahead, and
the juniors quitted the study.

Figgins had to walk. When he declined
to move his legs, Tom Merry and Kangaroo
swung him clear of the floor and carried him
out. It was more comfortable to walk.

“ Rescue, New
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In this guise they descended 4le stairs,
Figgins looking round in vain for succour.
In the lower passage there were some fags,
and they came running up; but Figgins was
rushed out of the House in a twinkle. and out-
side the New House there were a dozen School
House fellows ready to surround him. Figgins
could have drawn the Housemaster from his
study by making a row, and certainly Mr.
Ratcliff would have put a summary stop to
the proceedings—and he would also have
reported the three invaders to their House-
master for punishment—but Figgins had no
intention of doing that; it was not playing
the game. Outside the New House the crowd
of fellows surrounded him, and he was rushed
away towards the gates without any casual
observersin the quadrangle even seeing Figgins
in the throng, so the fact that his hands were
tied escaped notice. At the gate Tom Merry
jerked the handkerchief from his mouth.

“Come on, Figgy: it's all up now. you
know.”

“Groo! Lemme go!”

“Tift him in!”

“ Reseue ! ™ spluttered Figgins.

The juniors heaved him into the brake.
Kerr and Wynn, loyal to their chief, were
struggling in the brake:; but they svere held
fast by the fellows there. Figgins went
whirling into the brake, and tumbled over
there among the many feet, and Tom Merry
and Co. scrambled in after him.

“ Drive on!” shouted Tom Merry.

The brake started.

Figgins, with three or four School House
fellows sitting upon him, writhed and struggled
helplessly in the bottom of the brake.,

The juniors at the gates laughed and cheered
us the brake rolled away. The driver cracked
his whip, and the horse broke into a trot.

The team for Abbotsford were fairly started
now, and Figgins was with them !

THE TENTH CHAPTER
Figgins says ‘“No 1”*
5 L}l.\l.\m gerrup ! 7
Thus George Figgins
Figgins was wriggling under quite a heap
of juniors. The brake was as full as it
could hold of fellows who were going to play

(

Abbotsford. and fellows who were going
see them do it. Lawrence and Owen and
several other New House juniors had jumped
in, but they followed Redfern’s example, and
did not “chip in." Only Kerr and Wynn
strove to come to their leader’s assistanes,
and they were firmly held

** Are vou going to be quiet #
Merry.
Nol™

asked Tom

o “ I'm going to get

roared Figgins.

ou

* Then vou'll stay where you are.” .
“ Lemme gerrup ! I'll pulverise you ! I'll—
; 55

I—-
“@o easy ! said Kangaroo. “ No good
trying to shift me off, Figgins. I'm planted
on veur manly chest.  All the way to Abbots-
ford, if necessary

“Gerroff! Gerrooh! Ow!"

“Rit on his head, Hammond.
enough to be comfortable.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

*“ Keep off, Hammond, you beast} Look
Lere, you rotters! Melp me, Kerr! Back
up, Fatty ! Reddy, lend a hand ! ™

2edfern shook his head.

“Can’t be did. Fi
to come to Abbotsford.

“Won't you back up your own House 2"
roared Figgins.

“ Not in playing the giddy ox,” said Redfern
calmly. ““ It’sall right. You'll be glad of it after-

It's soft

I think you ought

wards. It’s like taking medicine, yon know.”
“You're going ! " said Tom Merry, with a
chuckle.

“1 won't play when 1 get there.”
“Yes, vou will, Figay. You won't sulk,

H up like a sportsman,” said the
junior captain cheerfully.

Figgins relapsed mto grim silence.  He was
in for it now, and there was no escape from
the hands of his captors.  And the brake was
bowling along at a good speed, covering the
ground in fine style.

“ Get off me, you beasts ! ™" growled Figgins
at last. ' I'll stay in the brake.”

* Honest Injun 2

“Yes!"” snapped Figgins.

* Let him get up.”

The juniors rose from their seats on various
parts of Figgins’ person, and Figgy scrambled

)
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AN HISTORIC JAPE AT ST JIM'S
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HOAX ON RECORD

. Jim's has there
jape” as that
trated by one of the

. 1 4
school du

w o v

senior

r boys in tl

e reign

of Henry the Eigh
The name

.
of Dick Drys

all the geners

ate the King
a roval visit. °©
a charm! ™ he sai
nd ye shalla
hoax that wil
t St. Jim's—vea, and thro

Drysdale had a relati
and from him he obt
tumes. Then he ca

Wt

ary cos-

» to be sent

that His Gractous M:
the school with a v
The mes

to honour
r's Day.
p\uin'-_r»
question
n Founder's Day
dawned there were stirring scenes at the old
school.  Drysdale and his fellow conspirators
had adjourned to a lonely spot in the woods
and donned their disguises. Then, having
hired a number of noble steeds from the King's
Arms at Wayland, they rode majestically away
to St. Jim's. Here they received the humble
obeisance of the Mead and the masters, and
a mighty ovation from the scholars.
The bogus monarch and his bogus retainers
were shown round the school by the Head,
“who flattered and fawned upon “ His Most
Gracious Majesty,” little dreaming that he
was eating humble pie to one of his own
pupils! The great jape was carried through
without a hitch; and it was not until Drys-
dale left the school that he confessed to
having been the prime mover in the biggest
schoolboy hoax in history.

HA.

sage was written on an
looking scroll, and the Head did not
its genuineness ;

and v
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(Continued from page 280.) ;
up. gasping.  He gave the juniors grim looks,
to which they replied with pleasant grins, and
glumly sat down in the brake.  He was silent
for a long time, while the fellows round him
chatted over the coming mateh and the school’s
prospeetsinit.  Manners took a pocket Horace
from his jacket, and passed it to Figgins.

“ Tmprove the shining hour, like the giddy
busy bee, Figay, old man,” he said.

“Oh, thanks ! ™ said Figgins.

And his face cleaved a little as he opened
the volume, and was soon deep in the * Car-
mina,” turning the pages continually to refer
to the notes at the end and then biinking
back at the text. The other fellows grinned
as they watched him. They did not mind
Fizgins “ swotting” on the way to Abbots-
ford so long as he played up when he reached
the place.

The brake bowled on through the country
lanes and ran into Abbotsford at last. The
school appeared in sight.  Tom Merry tapped
Figains on the shoulder, and Figgins came
out of Horatius Flaccus with a start.

“We're there, Figgy,” said Tom.

“T'm not going to play,” said Figgins.

“ Stufi!”

“ 1 haven't got my things with me, for one
thing! " growled Tigging. “ You didn’t
think of that when you yanked me out of my
study.”

“Yes, we did!” said Tom Merry, laugh-
ing. *“ We've brought you some of Kangy's
things. They fit you, you know.”

“ Look here, I'm not going to be ragged into
playing if T don’t choose to,” said Kizgins
morosely. “ You had no right to bring me here.”

The brake halted before Tom Merry could
reply. The St. Jim’s fellows, swarmed out,
and” were greeted by the Abbotsfordians.
Figgins was the last to leave the brake. He
glanced round him as if meditating bolting ;
but the other fellows were all round him ; and
Tiggy, too, did not want to make a scene before
the Abbotsford players.

But his look was still very grim, as he was
walked into the dressing-room in the midst
of the St. Jim’s party.

“ You're not changing, Figgy,” said Tom
Merry, after a minute or two. ;

H



The St. Jim’s players were rapidly turning
into their football things, with the evcephon
of Figgins. He was standing with a moody
brow..

“T’'m not going to change!” said Figgins,
doggedly.

** Buck up ! urged Tom Merry.

“Twon't, I tell you!”

Tom Merry looked a little nonplussed. Tt
was so utterly unlike Figgins to be sulky that
Tom had not counted upon that. He had not
doubted for a moment that, once upon the
Abbotsford ground, Figgins would fall into line
and play up cheerfully.

“ Abbotsford will be waiting for us soon,”
said Kerr quietly.

“TLet 'em wait ! said Figgins.

“Look here, old man——" began Fatty
Wynn persuasively.

*“Bosh!”

Two or three of the team broke out wrath-
fully.

* Look here, Figgy, none of your rotten
sulks.”

“You've got to play.”

“We'll ]ollv well lmmmor youif you don’t1”

“’I‘mth, lave him out, and put Mulvancy
inl”

“ Let the sulky brute go and eat coke !

“Bump him!”

Figgins was grimly silent.  He was evidently
very “rusty.” Some of the fellows were
looking very angry now, and closing round
Tiggins as if to collar him. Xerr and Wynn
had not a word to say.

Tom Merry raised his hand.

“Hold on!” he said. “You say you
won’t play, Figgins ? 7

“No, 1 won't !

“Very well. \\’o ll play a man short, and
if we get licked

Tiggins jumped.

“Man short!” he exclaimed.
Abbotsford ? Are you dotty ?

*“ If we get licked—"" went on Tom Merry
evenly.

“TE!” howled Blake.
to the wide !

“ Licked out of our hoots ! said Kangaroo.

“Dished and done ! growled Herries.

“Yaas, wathah ! ”

“ Against

“ We shall be licked
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“If we get licked,” pursued Tom \Iorrv, as
soon as he could make his voice heard, ** then
Figgins can answer for it to all the fellows!
I'm going to take ten men into the field, and
leave Fi s place open. If he likes to see
St. Jim's play Abbot sford without an inside-
right, he can. T shouldn’t care to be in his
shoes afterwards, that's all.”

Figgins frowned.

“That’s rotten unfair to me!” he said
irritably.  * You'll get licked, as sure as
a die, and the School will say it's my

doing! ™

* So it will be your doing ! ” said Redfern,
hotly.  * By George! We'll make the New
House foo hot'to hold you if you leave us in
the lurch like that, I can tell you!”

* Figgins won't leave us in the lurch,” said

Tom Merry. ““ I think I know him better than
that. Figgins will take his place.”
“Iwon't!” said Figgi

“Very well. I mean what I say. You
fellows ready 7 7

“Yes, we're ready.”

Tom Merry, without another look at Figgy,
walked out of the dressing-room, and the
team followed him. Kerr and Wynn lingered
behind to reason with their chum.

* Figgy., yvou can’t do it, for the sake of the
House!” Kerr expostulated. “ The New
House will never be able to look anybody in
the face again!”

“You must_come, Figgy!” urged Fatty
Wynn. “ Now, get into your tlnn'm Here
they are, all hu(l\ I 1u~lp you.'

“Tve said U'm not going to play, and I
won't! " said Figgins, with 2 doggedness his
chums had never observed in him before.

Kerr looked at him very straight.

“ You don’t mean that, Figay ¢ "

“1domeanit!”

“Then I've got no more to say——excepting
that I'm ashamed of you!” said Kerr. And
with a very red face, Kerr walked out.

“ Figgy, old man > Fatty Wynn urged
helplessly.

“You coming, Wynn ? * called out Tom -
\Ierr}'

* Just comin«'r T say,

i “ ynn, you're wanted !

3

»

Figay-
They've won the

7

to
)




The Greyfriars
MASTERS' GALLERY i

His manly ways a

ways
Of Billy or of i
He shows no greedy craze
For doughe jammy.
He does not tell *tall,”

To tease, tor:
In fact, he does
With the late An

Ho rules the inky tribe of fags

In manner firm but pleasant ; >

Indeed, the lesson never drags e
When Wally Bunter's present ! e

When teaching grammar to his wards 3}

He makes it entertaining ; >4

And it is seldom he awards Pl

An impot. or a caning. f.:f

Without a doubt, he holds high place = 3¢

In this, our masters’ gallery ; %

His deeds are never mean or base, =-:=

He well deserves his salary. 5

He always has a cheery smile, 45

He's never melancholy ; 3

e You'd have to tramp for many a mile 3
a5 To find a ** sport ” like Wally ! B
)
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Fatty Wynn gave Figging a reproachful
look, and hurried out.  The teams were in the
field, and already lining up. Raikes, the
junior captain of Abbotsford, had won the
toss, and given St. Jim's a stiff wind to kick off
against.  Blake touched Tom Merry on the
arm.

* You don’t mean it —ahout playing & man
short 1™ he whispered.

“ Figains will come.”

* But supposing he doesn’t 2 ™

“1 think he will. 1 he doesn’t, we must
chance it,” said Tom steadily. ** But Figgins
won't find things very pleasant at St. Jim's
afterwards if we're beaten.”

“You're a man short, Merry,” said the
referee.

“ That’s all right,”” eaid Tom Merry. “ We're
ready to start.”

** Not crocked—eh ? ™" asked Raikes.

“Oh, no!"

The Abhotsford captain gave him an odd
look. If a member of the team had been
crocked or turned seedy, Tom Merry had
plenty of fellows with him to play instead.
And why a member of the team should stay
out of the fighting-line at the kick-off was
more than Raikes could understand, unless
Le was scedy.  But it was no business of his,
if the St. Jim's captain chose to play ten
man instead of eleven,

Pheep ! went the whistle. )

The ball ran: from Tom Merry's foot.

Figgins had not appeared.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER
Play Up!

oM Merry had no time to think about
Figzins for the next few minutes.

The Abbotsford fellows came on with
a rush, and soon showed their quality. Thero
was a tussle for the ball in the visitors’ half,
and it went into touch. As the fellows stood
round for the throw-in, Tom Merry spotted
a long-legged and awkward figure, and
smiled.

TFiggins must have changed like lightning,
for he was on the field now. Tom Merry
had judged him well. If the St. Jim's skipper
had played a man in his place, Tiggins would
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have gone. But he could not possibly leave
the Saints to ficht ten against eleven. Not
for the sake of a dozen Bishop’s Medals would
Figgins have left his comrades in the lurch
in that manner.

“Good old Figay!” said Kerr, greatly
relieved.

And Fatty Wynn, in goal, grinned a fat
smile of satisfaction.

Never had the aid of Figgins been more
required.

The Abbotsford fellows were keen and
determined. Their attack was hot and hard
pressed, and almost incessant. The Saints
were used to attacking, but they found that
they had a good deal of defending to do now.
When the ball went across the half-way line,
it was incessantly sent back, and for a long
time none of the St. Jim’s forwards got
anywhere near the enemy’s goal.

Fatty Wynn, between the sticks, was all
eyes and hands and feet. It was not easy
to send the “pill” past him—never was a
chicken-run better guarded.

But for his sturdy defence, Abbotsford
would have scored and scored again in the
first ten minutes of the play.

But Fatty Wynn was * all there.”

The struggle swayed away into midfield,
and the ball went continually into touch,
but the St. Jim’s fellows were gaining ground.

Tom Merry’s eyes sought Figgins somewhat
anxiously.

Now that he was playing, Tom Merry knew
that he would play his best, and work his
hardest ; he had not the slightest doubt of
that.

But he had neglected all practice for a week,
and it was likely enough that he would be
a little off colour, and every little helped the
enemy in so close a match.

Figgins’ speed, his accurate passing, and
his steady kick at goal were very much wanted
uow on the St. Jim’s side.

And certainly Figgins did not seem to be
quite up to his usual form just at first.
Perhaps the thought of the exam. and the
“ swotting ” he had had to give up haunted
him in spite of himself, and took his heart
out of the game. Or perhaps it was only
that he had been neglecting practice.
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Certainly he did not scem so useful as
usual.

The Abbotsford fellows were scoring now.
Raikes had passed the ball to his centre, anc
the centre had put it in, in spite of FattyWynn.

It was first blood to Abbotsford

There were ten minutes of the first half
still to go, and the Raints made a desperate
effort to equalise, but they exerted themselves
in vain.

The whistle went, leaving Abbotsford one
to nothing.

It had been a hard half, and the fellows
were breathing very quickly as they rested
in the interval. Figgins’ face was very
gloomy.

“T haven't been much good to you, after
all, Tom Merry,” he said ruefully, as he
rubbed his crimson and perspiring face.

“ Better luck in the next half,” said Tom
Merry. *““ After all, they've only broken their
duck.”

“ Better have put me in,” growled Gore of
the Shell, who had come over to look on.
I fancy I couldn’t have done worse. Figgins
is sulking, and he doesn’t want to win.”

Figgins heard the words, and his eyes
glittered.

But he made no reply. He knew that Tom
Merryand Co.would not suspeet him of slacking
because he had been forced to play; but
Gore, and fellows of Gore’s kidney, would
turn naturally to such a suspicion. And if
the match was lost, a good deal of blame
would fall to Tom Merry for playing an
unwilling man. Figgins inwardly resolved
that he would play up like an International
in the second half.

The teams lined up, and the second half
commenced.

By this time Figgins was feeling all his old
form coming back to him, and he was as fresh
as paint, and very keen. Horatius Flaccus
had vanished from his mind, all thoughts
of swotting and mugging were gone, and he
was a footballer from the crown of his head
to the tips of his toes.

The wind was behind St. Jim's now, and
it helped them as much as it had hindered
them ‘in the first half. Tom  Merry and Co.
attacked, and Figgins came out very strong.



With a fine forward rush, ther brought the
ball up the field, the whole forward line
passing like clockwork. The leather went out
to D'A on the wing, and he ran it along
it in to Blake as he
centred to Tom Merry
he ball. Tom Merry
hed on, and as
he sent it out on the
1 sent 1t further
1. Kerr sent it
n Merry,

im off
the hall,

there w
ight, and Fig
1t to Kerr as he
vack to Fiz

1 Tom

ind itwas
i into goal.

“ Bravo, Fig

“Goal! G

* Hurrah! ™

Kerr patted Fi
back.

“Good man'!
man! "

* A bit of luck,” sat
whole line took tha

And the St. J
restart with very

There were twen
plenty of time for
and lost over and over
men fought hard fora §
and they succeeded at la
beaten by a shot that few
have saved.

Two to one!

But St. Jim's were in splendid fighting
trim now, and ten minutes later Tom Merry
whizzed the ball right in, beating the Abbots-
ford goalie hollow.

Two to two!

* Looks like a draw,” yawned Gore of the
Shell.

“You can't say Figoins isn’t playing up
now, hang vou!” said Lawrence.

Gore snorted. There was no doubt that
Figgins was playing up like a Trojan. He
was as good a man as anyone on the field,
and better than most.

* Getting close on Yime!” Mulvaney re-
marked, looking at his watch. *“ Not more
than four or five minutes now.”

1 up for the

't to play—
be won
and his
art on the score,
v Wynn being
epers could

“ Play up, 8¢ Jim's! "

“On the ball! ™

“ One goal more, Tom Merry ! ™

“Play up! Play up!”

Both sides were playing up hard, but the
struggle was in the home half, and Abbotsford
had plenty to do to defend their goal.  Azain
and again the St Jim's forwards broke
through, but alwavs the defence was sound,
and onee or twice the home players suceceded
in rushing the game into the visitors territory.
But it was whirling back again, and the
Abbotsford goal was hotly attacked. All the
players knew that it was close on time, and
they strained very nerve for that last goal.
The play was fast and furions. The referce
was handling his whistle when Tom Merry
buzzed the leather in, and the goalkeeper
just canght it and staggered forward to fling
it far.  But in his excitement he came o little
too far—and TFigging' eagle eye was upon
him.

Like an arrow from a bow Figgins sprang
forward and erashed upon the goalkeeper.

Back he went into his own territory, reeling,
and collapsed with the ball in his hands—
charged fairly into the net.

Pheep !

The whistle rang out, while the goalkeeper
lay and gasped. There was a frenzied yell
from all the St. Jim's fellows on the ground.

“Goal! Goal!”

“Tigaging ! Figgins! Figging! Hurrah!"

Right on the stroke of time George Figains
had won the match for St. Jim's, and his
fellow-players thumped him on the back,
and dug him in the ribs as they came off the
ground. Tom Merry’s wisdom in playing
Figgins was justified now, to the satisfaction
of everybody—excepting, perhaps, Abbotsford.
And Figgins was grinning joyfully as he came

- off the field.

“ Better than mugging up Latin—what 2
Blake bawled in his ear.

Figgins became serious at once.

“My hat! I'd forgotten the mugging!”
he said.  “ Never mind, I'll have to grind at
Horace in the brake going back—""

And he did.

As the brake rolled homeward in the winter
dusk, Figgins was poring over Mannerg'
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pocket Horace ; but as the other fellows were
roaring out choruses and playing tin whistles
and mouth-organs, it is probable that he did
not put in very much real and serious study
during that drive home.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER
The Hero of the House !

To.\t Merry's study was crammed.
The passage outside was swarmed.

The St. Jim's juniors were rejoicing.
The victory over Abbotsford was being
celebrated—and it was being celebrated in
tremendous style.

Tom Merry and Co. had pooled funds for the
occasion, and quite a raid had been made on
Dame Taggles’ tuckshop, and everybody
had been asked to the feed.

Guests of honour had chairs, stools, or
stood up, in the study—the rest swarmed
in the passage, where chairs and benches and
forms had been dragged for their accommo-
dation.

As Monty Lowther put.it poetically, the
“red wine flowed freely "—the red wine,
however, being represented by mere harm-
less beverages, such as ginger-beer and
lemonade.

The excitement and enthusiasm was great,
and the noise also was considerable. But at
a hint from Kildare, the captain of St. Jim's,
the prefect turned a deaf ear to the noise.
The juniors had won one of their toughest
footer matches of the season, and it was only
natural that they should want to celebrate
it with song and dance, so to speak.
iggins was the hero of the hour.

Figgins, though he had been fairly kid-
napped to play in the match, had won the
match for St. Jim’s, There was no doubt

about that. It had been practically a draw, .

when Figgy, with lightning promptness, had
charged the goalie into the net with the ball
in his hands. By that prompt action he had
pulled off the match.

But while all St. Jim’s—all the juniors, at
all events—iwere prepared to do great honour
to Figgins, at any cost to their lungs and
their digestion, the modest and unassuming
Figgy was avoiding the public eve.

He was expected to come over with Kerr and
Wynn, and Redfern and Owen and Lawrence,
and the rest of the New House fellows who
marched over in a body to join in the jubilee.
But he didn't come with them.

“ Where's TFigoins 77
inquiry.

*“ He's going to look in later,” said Kerr, a
little awkwanrdly.

“ Bai Jove ! But he's the hewo of the hour,
you know!™ Arthur Augustus D’Arcy ex-
claimed.

“I've told him so0,”

“ And what did he say, deah boy ?

“ He said rats! ™

“Ha, ha; ha!™

“ Swotting again ? ” asked Tom Merry.

“Well, T left him with his nose in a
dictionary.”

“Grooh! ™

“ Silly %

** Sure

was the general

grinned Kerr.

coming over, though ? ' asked
Tom Mer “ He must come.”

“Well,” said Kerr cautiously, *““he said
he would if he could. If he couldn’t, he wants
vou chaps to excuse him.”

“Yes, we'll excuse him—I don't think!"
said Tom Merry warmly. * The chap who
got the winning goal against Abbotsford isn't
going to shut himself up and swot while
we're celebrating.”

* No fear!”

“Wathah not!”

“ @ive him a chance,” said Blake, “ and if
he doesn’t come, we'll feteh him.”

“Yes, rather!” said Fatty Wynn, *1
sympathise with Figgy—Dbut 1 think this is
sgoing too far. Missing a feed like this would
be a sin and a shame !

And Fatty Wynn started upon the feed with
an energy which proved that he, at all events,
had no intention of missing it.

“We'll fetch him presently,” said Tom
Merry. “Give him half an hour. Pile in,
gentlemen !

The gentlemen were already piling in, as a
matter of fact.

Figgins did not appear, and ere long Tom
Merry announced his intention of going for
him, Blake and Lowther and D’Arcy and
Redfern decided to go with him.  There might
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wation as the electric licht was suddenly switched on.  Like ¢
e ike a
\\-. Ratcliff, his Housemaster, standing before him.  “ So \'Lnu

said Mr.

s Redfern thought-
ad to come.
“The bounder may sport his oak!” said
Digby.
* He can't!”

be occasion to use forc
luII\ remarked. Figg

said Fatty Wynn, with a
chuckle. ** I've got the key of the study in
wy pocket.”

Ha, ha, ha!™

And Tom Merry and his comrades crossed
over the dusky quadrangle to the New House,
and hurried up to Figgins’ study.

Figgins was sitting at the ~tukh table, his
books before him, poring over them with a
thoughtful and worried brow.

He did not look happy. He would have
been very glad to be sharing in the jollification
over at the School House, .md the silence and
gloom of his study formed a very unpleasing
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Ratclifi grimly  (See Chap. 15)
contrast to the brightness and umn-'\ he knew
would be going on in Tom Merry’s study.

But he stuck grimly to his urm(l

He could not help sighing a little, however,
as his thoughts wande red to the me ITy scene
over in the School House, and Tom \[urn and
Co. heard that sigh as they came \lnn" to his
door.

Tom Merry pushed open the door, w lmh was
ajar.  The juniors looked in, on tiptoe—
Figgins had not heard them.

The hero of the Abbotsford mateh had
rested his chin on his hand, and was staring at
the book before him with unsecing eyes. ;

He was pl\*un «lin a far from happy reverie,
but he started out of it as the door was flung
Yiulrntly back against the wall, and thu
Juniors swarmed in
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TFiggins ]umped to his feet.

“ Come on,” said Tom Merry: “the feed’s
going strong! The festive scene m toward in
the ancestral halls of the Shell—

“ And goodly viands load the groaning
board ! ”* cmd Jack Blake.

“ And the red wine flows like water ! ” said
Monty Lowther.

Figgins grinned.

“ Iixcuse me, you fellows: TI'd like to
come, but after the time I've lost to-day. I
think I'd better not. Leave me here ; T must
work—I must, really ! ”

“Come on!” said Redfern. “ Never do
to-day what you can put off till to-morrow !
If pleasure interferes with work, give up work !
Come on!*’

‘“ But I_"
““ This way ! " said Blake, taking his arm.

 Help him along, Tom Merry ! **

Tom Merry took Figgy’s other arm.

“March ! ’* he said,

“ But I—I—I

“This way to the feed !

And Figgins was extracted from his study,
and walked down the stairs, hardly knowing
whether to laugh or be angry.

“T say, you chaps, I ought to work, you
know ! " he expostulated.

“ Lots of time for that!” said Monty
Lowther. “ A feed comes only ev ery NOW
and then, bul. a chap can always find time for
work.”

“ Yaas, wathah!”

“Tve got to grind at Horace! There's a
viva voce exam. on Horace, you know. ’llw_\'
make you construe the bonst at sight ! ”

“Yaas; that’s wathah wuff. But I have
alweady offnhcd to coach you on Howace, if
you like, Figgay. I don’t know vewy much
about hnn, nevah havin’ opened Howace in
my life ; but I should be vewy willin’ to help
youl?®

TFiggins did not appear very grateful for that
generous offer.

““ Oh, rats!”” he said.

“ Weally, Figgins:

“ Horace or no Horaces!” said®Tom Merry,
“ you're coming to the feed! Shoulder-high,
you chaps! Up with him!” :

“ But I—I say—my work—"
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*“ Blow your work ! %
“ The exam.—
“ Blow the exam. ! ™
T]m medal——"
low the medal! ™
Figgins gave it up in despair. He was
hoisted upon the shoulders of Tom Merry and
Monty Lowgher, and marched across the dusky
quad. Right into the School House he was
marched in that guise.
Kildare. of the Sixth, met them in the pas-
sage, and grinned.
3 R«]m.\. the conquering hero ! *
Lowther.
to honour ! ™
“Don’t break his neck,” said Kildare,

" said Monty
* A fellow whom the Shell delights

if we can possibly help it,”” said

“ But we're bound to honour him,
at the risk of his giddy old neck ! ™
vathah; we've got to wally wound
ah boys!”

p the stairs | " said Tom Merry.

Mr. Railton, the master of the School House,
looked out of his study for a moment ; but he
smiled, and closed the door in. He was
quite willing to give the juniors a little rope
on such an occasion for celebrating.

Up the stairs went the juniors, with Figgins
shoulder-high in their midst.  As soon as they
were ~pn't«d in the Shell passage there was a
throng round them, all cheering the hero of
the Abbotsford match.

“ Here he comes !

“ Hurrah !

*“ Qood old Figgins!”

“Way! Way! Place! Place!” shouted
Monty Lowther, as they swayed into the study
with their honoured burden.

In the crammed study it was not really casy
to make way for the procession. Iiggins
ducked his head just in time to avoid a erack
as he came through the doorway, and the
movement made him sway so heavily on the
shoulders of his bearers that they stumbled.

There was a yell of warning :

“ Look-out !

“Holdon! ™

“ Oh, crumbs !’

Figgins plunged forward. His bearers and
" half a dozen other fellows grabbed at him—tao
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upon the festive

sat u !‘.
red over

hat”

g off the

I must go mlxl‘
‘ No, yvou jolly well won't ;
“ Ha, ha, ha!”

lmt Im stick

you'd bolt! ™

“Ha, !L\.. ha!®
“ But—but I'm

v—I'm buttery—"

hanky ! " said Blake
're not epough, you can
Rous™;

* Ha, ha, he

There was no escape for the hero of the hour,
so Figgins cleaned himself of the butter and
jam and jelly as well as he could with the
handkerchiefs so liberally supplied by Blake,
and sat down to the feed. And in the con-
viviality that followed he forgot once more all
about Horace and all his works.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER
Figgy Requires Looking After!
«1eey’s looking pretty seedy!”

F Tom Merry made the remark, one
morning a week after the Abbotsford match,
as the Fourth-Formers w ere. coming out after
lessons.

Figgins had passed them. without looking
towards the Terrible Three and gone out into

the quad, and as he walked away he was
reading !
Reading Latin, walking in the gquad—

the very last and most hopeless sign of a
swot !

All the follows who saw him exchanged
glances.  Well-known swots were sometimes
seen to read in the quad., mumbling over Lutin
as they trotted to and fro under the old elis.
But Figgins |

Figainss friends gloomily prognosticated
that he was going wholly to the bad. And
undoubtedly, as Tom Merry remarked to his
chums, old l"iku\' did look seedy.

“Seedy isn't the word! " said Monty

Lowther. * He looks sick and solemn as a
boiled owl ! He hasn't touched a footer since
the match at Abbotsford.”

* Hardly cven a sprint round the quad., I
believe,”” said Manners.
wck Blake joined them.

mnlﬂl pretty stufly, old Figgy, docsn’t
he remarked.
“Just saying so,” said Tom Merry.

“ Lucky, the exam. isn't very far off now, or
he'd be ill, T think. He's taking it ]nll_\'
seriously. I never thought he had St in him,
By Jove, if he should pull off the exam., we'll
give him a stunning ovation !

“ Yaas, wathah!’" said Acthur Augustus
D’Arcy. “ We'll wally wound him and
celebrate like anythin’ | And, weally, he may
have a chance—Mannahs has withdrawn, and
I have not entahed——"

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 weally do not see anythin’ to cackle at
in that wemark,” said Arthur Augustus.

“PI'm wathah a demon at things like that
when I exert myself, you know! T took up
Gweek once, and I learned an awful lot in
one aftahnoon—sevewal lettahs of the alpha-
bet, and something else—-I forrrnt; what now.
I was weally thinkin’ of goin’ in for this medal,
but I'm glad I didn’t now. I want to give
Figgy a look-in. But he will find Levison
wathah hard to beat!”

“ T suppose Levisen has the brains to beat
him,” Tom Merry admitted. *° There’s no
denying that Levison is clever, But he slacks

lh‘ 14
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too much; he hasn’t been working for the
exam."”

* He thinks he can do it without working
hard, against the other clnps who have
entered,” Blake re marked ; “and he's aw-
fully clever—learns up Latin and Greek just
as we might learn English. But he may ba
oversure; 1 be a case of the hare and
the tortoi

“1 hope it
m:'nr see Fig
100l House ¢

‘ Thank yo
voice behind hi

id Tom Merry. “TI'd
, though Levison is a

son's sarcastic
ber your good

things; and, b
hap than you are,
s«ovison sneered.
“Well, I've got some time left to swot in,
nd perhaps I nay ]w\\ § i
ally. “ Tl ask t
me into n1~~ 1 irst Form
let a duffer like Figgins b

And 1.\\1:"11 shi -
walked away.

Tom Merry looked for Figgins
and found him in his study.
working.

“ Got one minute to spare ! " asked Tom,
with a smile.

* Just ene,”
* \\lnt ittt

“ Do you w
Sat ur\h\- ay
team ?’
ains shook his head.

“No; I asked you to put aomx'hod) in my
place after the Abbotsford - match, you
remember.”

“ Yes—I've done it,” said Tom Merry.
“I'm giving Owen a ¢ lmnu.. But your place
is .1[\\ ays open to you if you choose to take
it

sarcasti

'1(‘.3 was

s, in a tired voice.

“Thanks! But not till after the exam.”
“We nl.\\' the return m.ltch with Grey-
friars loter,” said Tom. “ You've simply
got to play for that—but that's later than
th exam., luckily. So we needn’t worry

about that. Are you cutting the junior
House-mateh, too 2 ™

“Yes;: I've armng«l with Redfern to
skipper the team.”

* Look here, Figay, you're ovcnlomg it,
vou know,” said Tom earnestly. * You're
Immw all your colour, and me Wynn says
vor're going off your feed.”

Figains smiled faintly.

“ TFatty thinks any chap is off lu~: food if
he doesn’t cat enough for an army,” he
remarked.

* 1 fancy Kerr and Wynn are hoth anxious
about you, Figay.”

“T'm all vight.”

Figgins turned back to his books. Tom
Merry laughed. It was a plain hint that
Fizgins wanted to be alone.
here’s another matter,” said  Tom.

“While you've been st u' ng your nose into
vour blessed hooks, you've been overlooking
other thinas besides Tootball. Thare's some-
thing geing on in your House Hmt you ought
to keep an oye on.”

Figeins looked startled.

“What's that 2" he asked.
rathor out of things lately.”

“1 don’t know how much there is in it,”
said Tom. ‘I heard it from Levison, and
one never knows whether he's telling the
truth. But he says ho heard Monteith, your
prefect, telling Kildare about some junior in
vour House blcukln;, bounds at night. It
seems that Monteith was coming in Tate the
other night, and he spotted o junior getting
in at the. passage window at the back.”

Figgins turned red.

“My hat! Did he?”

“Yes—and ho didn't recognige him, and
he made a round of the dorms. afterwards and
found everybody in bed. Now, if there's
an idiot on your side playing the giddy ox
like that, he's running the risk of heing
sacked, I‘lgg y—and as junior captain it's up
to you fo keep an eye open.  You don’t want
a fellow éxpelled.”

“T don’t think there’s any danger of that,”
said I‘lgs,ms uncomfortably. ** We ]mvcnt.
any smart fellows, no giddy blades, in the
New House, like ?  He paused.

Tom Merry laughed good-humouredly,

“T've been
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“Like we Lave in the School House—
Levison and Gore and Cutts, for example,”
he said. “ Well, T thought I'd mention it
to you, Figgy. If you've got a chap here
asking for trouble, he’ll find it sooner or
Jater, and however big a rotter he may be, it
comes rough on a chap to be sacked.”

“ How do vou know he’s a rotter 2 said
Figgins irritably.

Tom Merry looked surprised.

“ Well, a chap must be a rotter who breaks
bounds at night, I suppose,” he said. * He
couldn’t go out of bounds for any good, I
suppose.”

“ How do you know he goes out of bounds?

“T don’t know, of course,” said Tom, still
more surprised. “But I don’t suppose a
fellow gets out of his house nearly at mid-
night simply to walk round the quad.”

* I—I suppose not !’ muttered Figgins.

Tom Merry was looking at him very
curiously, and Figgins, for some reason, turned
very red. A suspicion, natural under the
circumstances, came into Tom Merry's mind,
but he dismissed it instantly. Old Figgins
was not the kind of chap to be guilty of
* pub. haunting,” or anything of that kind.
But Tom Merry’s suspicion, momentary as it
was, showed in his eyes, and Figgins saw it,
and his face, already quite red, grew perfectly
scarlet.

“Well, don’t be offended, 7 said
Tom, getting off the table. I mentioned
it, because you're junior House captain, and
you ought to know. Of course, it's no
business of mine, as a School House chap.”

“I—I'm much obliged to you, of course,”
said Figgins haltingly. “ But—but I don’t
think there’s anything wrong.”

“Right-ho! T'm off. Give my love to
Horace,” said Tom Merry; and, with a
cheery nod and a smile, he walked aut of the
study.

Figgins was minding Latin again before he
had passed the doorway.

But Tom Merry's face was very serious as
he crossed the quadrangle. He was so serious
and thoughtful, that he almost walked into
the chums of Study No. 6 as he came into the
School House, without seeing them.

“Hallo! Gone to sleep 2™ asked Blake

—

genially, as he grabbed hold of Tom Merry's
arm and brought him to a halt. * Wherefore
this worried brow, oh, my son ? 7

“T was thinking,” said Tom.

“ More miracles ! " sighed Blake. “ When
Figgy starts swotting, and you start thinking,
I really think the age of miracles has come
again! We only want to hear Gussy start
talking sense, and then I shall really believe
that the end of the world is coming.”

“ Weally, Blake——"" 3

“I've just seen Figgy, and I've told him
that yarn of Levison’s, about Monteith having
seen a junior scuttling in at a window nearly
midnight Tast night—and if 1 didn’t know
Figgins so well * Tom Merry paused.

“Well ? ™ said Blake curiously.

“He coloured up so much, I should think
he was the chap—only it's impossible,”
said Tom. * He isn’t that kind of a But
e knows who it is—I'm sure of that. Some
pal of his playing the giddy ox, and worrying
him at a time when he oughtn’t to be bothered.
It’s too bad if that’s the case.”

“Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus
indignantly. * This is a time for
A wound old Figgins, and not for
bothahin® him. The chap ought to be
ashamed of himself, whoever he is.”

“He ought to be stopped,” said Blake,
frowning. * Figay's got a hard, uphill fight
before him, and if we are going to let him
off footer, and his chums are letting him off
the House-matches, too, it’s silly rot for a
giddy ox to bother Lim with tricks like that.
Perhaps that’s what’s making him iook so
badly off colour, as well as the work. The
chap onght to be mobbed, whoever he is.”

“T was thinking—— " began Tom Merry.

Blake nodded quickly.

“1 savvy! But it would be a rather
serious bizney for us to get out of our House
at that time of night to collar him—if we
were spotted ont——"

“Bai Jove! It would mean twouble—-"

“We could risk that, for Figay's sake,”
said Tom. “1I think there’s no doubt that
it’s weighing on his mind. 1 remember now
that Fatty Wynn mentioned that he woke
up one night and found Figay's bed empty.
TFiggy came in a few minutes later, and didn’s
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tell Fatty what he'd got up for—but since we
know this, I think it's pretty clear. Figgins
knew there was a chap breaking bounds, and

had been to look for him or <top him—="
“I can't believe he's the chap himself,” said
Blake. “1 ot in his line at all. Besides,
if he was going to play the roving blade like
Cutts of the | he wouldn’t do 1t at a time

when he's wo or a hard exam.”

U ¢t Figgins.
worrying
he

3ut he kno

about it, and 1 3

into p
prefect.  We'll scare
him out of his wits S
threatening to take
to the Heac
let him get away.
doesn’t cure him of breaking bounds at night,
m\lhm" will. But 1 wonder who it is2 ”
*We shall know if we catch him,” said Tom.

“It’'s » go. Supposo you start with me
to-night. And if we draw it blank, Lowther
and Manners can wateh to-morrow night—
and Kanay and Herries the night after—till
we catch the votter ! "

o (l\‘\ ll \\" ' 4 ' 2

“ Powwaps I had bettah keep watch, deah
boys. 1t was weally my ideah at the start
to wally wound old Fi xgins, you know.”

“You can come if you like,” said Tom

Merry. “I e\nect you Il be fast asleep—"

“Wats! I shall make it a special point
to keep awake.”

(

vou and  the
(See Chap. 16)

e AT .

“T'Il make it & special point to haul you
out of bed by your leg,” chuckled Blake.
“ That's all right--we'll be in the box-room
to-night—say at ten, Merry.”

“T'll join you there,” said Tom.

And so it was arranged.  The chums of the
School House felt that 1t was the only thing to
be done.  They knew Figgins' sense of duty,
and they knew his regard for anybody who
had any claim on his friendship. It was just
hke Figgins to lose his night's rest, at a time
when he needed it badly, in looking after some
foolish fellow who was lmnﬁnl_' for troublo.
Certainly the Co. could not “rally round ™ old
Tigging more effectively
than by relieving his
mind of such a worry.

And when ten o'clock
rang out from the old
tower that night, Tom
Merry was waiting in
the box-room for the
two  Fourth-Formers—
and they joined him
there in the darkness;
and ten minutes later
the three of them were
seudding  towards the
New Housein the gloom
—to keep watch upon
: \ the passage window
exclaimed Tom by w‘hich the unknown
caught ! You'll qolinquent had left the

others 2 N

ew IHouge on one occa-
sion at least—probably
on many. If anyone came out of that window,
or tried to enter by it, during the next two
hours, they were ready to collar him ; and he
would not escape from their rl\ltchcs withouts

answering most severely for his sins.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER
Something like a Surprise !
Tmﬂ night was dark and gloomy.

Fitfully through ridges of dark clouds
the moon peeped down upon the old quad-
rangle of St. Jim’s, one minute shedding a
silvery glimmer, and then being again lost, to
sight.

“Tom Merry and Blake and D’Arcy waited
patiently.
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They were pretty certain that the culprit,
if he was coming out that night at all, had
not yet come out. The bedtime of the juniors
was at half-past nine, and the young rascal
would surely allow half an hour to elapse
before he ventured to leave the dormitory
for the coast to be clear. It was much
more likely that he would be later than that
he would be earlier than ten o'clock. Indeed,
it was quite possible that if he was bound
for forbidden haunts outside the walls of
St. Jim’s, he would not come out until eleven
o'clock.

The three juniors swung their arms, and
tramped to keep themselves warm—in the
old quadrangle it was cold enough, and there
was a keen wind. They sheltered themselves
as well as they could behind an angle of the
outbuildings, in sight of the window they
were there to watch.  When the moon shone,
the window glimmered with the light, and
then was plunged into hlackness aguin.

Half-past ten had chimed out, when Tom
Merry uttered a-sudden exclamation. The
window had moved in the glimmer of moon-
light, and the lower sash was raised. Then
the clouds hid the moon again, and all was
invisible.

“Did you see anythin’, deah boy?”
whispered Arthur Augustus, who had been
polishing his eyeglass at that moment.

*wes, the window opened.”

“Then the wottah's comin’!”

“Yes. Quiet. I he hears us he'll get
back, and we shall have all our trouble
for nothing. We've got to collar him!
Don’t move or make a sound until he's on the
ground.”

“ Wight-ho ! ™

“ Shush ! ” murmured Blake.

“ Weally, Blake—-"

“ Shush, you ass!”

There was a sound of rustling ivy, faint in
the stillness of the quadrangle. The three
juniors held their "breath, even Arthur
Augustus forbearing from making any further
remarks. They listened intently.

The moon glimmered again, and for a
moment they caught a glimpse of a dark form
clinging to the ivy. Then all was darkness
again.
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The glimpse had been too brief for recoz-
nition to be possible, and the face of the
junior, too, was turned to the ivy he clung
to. But it wasa junior they had seen—a
fellow in the Fourth or the Shell without a
doubt.

They heard the light pit-a-pat of feet as he
dropped to the ground.

They waited for a moment for the moon
to emerge again, confident that when it
gleamed they would see the unknown making
round the house to get into the open quad-
rangle, to head for the school wall.

But when the gleam came, Tom rubbed his
eves in wonder. They were between the
unknown junior and the open quad—and he
could not have passed without their knowing
it.  But the place was deserted—he was not
in sight. The moon was clear for a full
minute—the light scarched out every inter-
stice of the wall—the ivy glimmered before
them, but the junior who had descended had
shed.

M-my hat !
ishe?”

Tom Merry snapped his teeth.

“ He's cut off round the hack of the house.”

“Then ke can’t be making for the road,”
muttered Blake. “ He didn’t know we were
here waiting “for him—and he wouldn't go
right round the house and by the stables for
nothing. He can’t be going out of the gates.”

“1 don’t understand it ; but he must have
gone round the back of the house. 1 thought
he would pass this way, of course. Blessed
if 1 know what’s on! Anyway, after Lim,
and be careful, or he'll dodge us in the dark.”

“It’s vewy odd ! said D'Arcy.

Greatly puzzled, the three juniors moved
on, and passed round to the back of the New
House. All was darkness there, and they
iistened and strained their eyes in vain.
There was nothing for it but to wait for the
moon to gleam out again, and it was a couple
of minutes before the clouds rolled on and
left the moon clear. Then thelight was strong
enough, and they looked round them. For a
time they saw nothing ; but just as the moon
was disappearing again Tom Merry spotted a
dark figure moving cautiously in the distance,
in the direction of the rnined tower.

)

? murmured Blake.  ** Where
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“There he is! ™
Darkness again.
“Where '’ muttered Blake. “I saw
nothing. Did you see who it was 1™

but I spotted him! He's making
for the old tower.”

“Great pip! What can he possibly want

there 2 7
“ Blessed if I know; but we're going to
find ot Come

on!”

1

Still more p
way towards t
did not
they knew e
night. They r
cautiously so as
It began to look as if the ni
not going to break school-b
but the ) rs meant to
o , and who he
very mysterious, and
What a fellow could want in

the juniors made their

need

was

eold at
tly beyond

ieir powers of guess

Tom Merry led t
tower. A t 1
eyes, and he halted. The
of burning oil.

“He's got a bike
Blake.

“Yes; weshall spot
They pressed on.
down the old stone st
and reached the stone door
room in the tower. The old en door had
been shut~—they had heard it close softly.

A gleam of light came under it.

“ Well, we've got him now! ™ said Blake.
“ There's no way out of that room excepting
by the loophole—and only a cat. could get
through that.”

“ Yaas, wathah! Open the door!”

“1—I don’t know,” said Tom Merry hesi-
tatingly, with his hand on the door. “ The
chap isn't going to break bounds after all. I
don’t know that we've got any right to inter-
fere with him, as it turns out.”

“* Well, he's a New House bounder, any-
way, and we’ll bump him for giving us all
this trouble,” said Blake.

“Yaas! Besides, we've

L \l
struck upon his
re was a faint odonr

lantern! ™ whispered

im now.”

amered
v mounted,
of the first

got to know

what's goin’ on, so that we can tell old Figains,
and welieve his mind,” said Arthur Augustus.

Tom Merry nodded.

“ Right-ho! We'll go in!™

Tom Merry threw open the door, and the
three juniors rushed in.

here was a startled exclamation within,

A boy who was sitting at an old oaken
beneh jumped up, and swung round towards
the three invaders. The bicyele lantern,
burning on the bench, gleamed upon his face,
and the astounded juniors recognised him,
and almost shouted :

“FPIGGINS ™

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER
Mr. Ratelllf makes a Capture !

“Rieains!”

* Bai Jova "
gy! Youl”
gains it was !

He seemed as astounded as the three
School House juniors. He gazed ab them like
a fellow in a dream.

“You!” he exclaimed. “Tom Merry—
Blake—CGussy ! What on earth are you doing
here at this time of night 2

“What are you doing here—that's the
question ! ” retorted Tom Merry.

“1?7 Oh, I :

“So you're the chap Monteith spotted
last night getting into a window in the New
House 2 ”” said Blake.

Figgins flushed. ;

“Well, I suppose it's no use denying it
now,” he said. *“T'm the chap!”

* But what are you up to ?2” Tom Merry
demanded, in wonder. * What do you mean
by getting out of your House at this time of
night, and coming here ? What's the little
wame ?

Tiggins waved his hand towards the gak
bench.

The juniors looked. Then they understood.

There were books and impot. paper and
pen and ink there. Figgins had a pen in
his hand. A Latin dictionary—a delectus—
Horace and Virgil !

“ Swotting ! ”” yelled Blake,

“ Bai Jove! Swottin’!”
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“Well, you—you ass!”
Merry.

Figgins’ flush deepened.

* There was no otler way,” he said apolo-
getically. * This exam. is a regular twister,
and I couldn’t—1I simply couldn’t find enough
time for studying in the daytime. There’s
such a lot of things to interrupt a fellow, and
the time’s so short to the exam.”

“So you've been coming here of a night
to study when you ought to be in bed asleep ?
Tom Merry exclaimed.

TFiggins nodded.

““You ass! Do you think that's the way
to get ready for an exam. ? ”’ exclaimed Tom
hotly. “No wonder you've been looking
scedy and going off your feed. You'll be
knocked up before the exam. comes round ;
you'll be in the school hospital instead of in

acsped  Tom

the examination-room, when the time
comes.”
“1 shall be all right.” 1

“Wubbish ! 1t's burnin’ the midnight oil
at both ends, dealh boy,” said Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy, with a sage shake of the head. *“It
won’t do—it weally won't.”

“I've been putting in a couple of hours
every night,” said Figgins. * Sometimes
only one hour, when T was too fagged to keep
it up. It’s nice and quiet here for study—-
no beastly interruptions, no silly asses coming
in to jaw, until now—excuse me--—"

Tom Merry laughed.

“ We'll excuse you,” he said; ““ but you
must chuck it, Figgy. It's—it’s madness.
You'll get knocked up. Do the other fellows
know ? 7

“Not a bit. I've kept it dark. Blessed
if 1 know how you spotted me,” said
Figgins.

* We were watching for a rotter breaking
bounds.  We were going to nab him and stop
him.  We thought you were worrying about
it!” i

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, Fatty Wynn
night, and Y

*“ Yes, it nearly came out that time,” said
Figgins, with a grin. “ Now, you kids go
back to bed and leave me alone. 1 cant

waste time.”

found you up one

“Theri you're going to keep this up?™
asked Blake.

“1 must.”

“It’s retten. Figgy.

"

up.

Youll got knocked

‘1 can stand it—till the exam.,” said
Figgins wearily. * I'm going to pull off that
exam. or burst something. And the harder
1 work, the better chance I shall have. T'm
getting on splendidly. 1 know I've got a
chance.”

“You won't have a chance if you get
crocked and have to miss the examination
altogether,” said Tom Merry.

“That's all right. I'm pretty tough.
When it’s all over I'm going in for outdoor
games again like a bird, and it will scon pull
me round.”

“1 wish you'd go back to bed,” said Tom
Merry uneasily.  “ This s over-doing it.
Really playing the giddy ox, Figgy. Suppose
you're spotted out of the House ™

“Well, 1 shounld have to chuck it then, I
suppose.”

“ But you'd get into a row.
take it out of you.”

“T can stand a licking.”

“Yes: but he niightn't believe that you'd
been out of the House to swot. He
might think vou'd been up to games like
Mellish or Cutts.”

“ 1 should explain it all if I were spotted,
of course. Now buzz off, like good fellows,
and let me wire in,” aid Figgins.

The School House - fellows exchanged
alances.  They did not approve of Figgins
methods at all'; but he was his own master.
If he was determined to burn the midnight
oil, it was his own business.

“Well, T think you're an ass!” said Tom
Merry at last.

“Yaas, wathah;
ass!’

“Though vou larrup a duffer with a
cricket stump, yet will not his folly depart
from him,” said Blake resignedly. Al
serene, Figgy, we wou't waste your time.
Good-night ! ™

* Good-night ! * said Figgins.

He turned back to his books. He was deep
in Horace hefore Tom Merry had closed the

Ratty would

several sorts of an
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door. The three juniors made their way back
to their own house, considerably worried
about Figgins, but glad that matters were no
worse. The night-walker had turned out to
be old Figgins; but though Figgins might
play the “giddy ox,” he would never be
found out doing anything worse than
that.

In the lonely room in the old tower Figgins
worked away grimly till midnight tolled out
from the clock-tower close by. Figgins
paused a few moments then; but he bent
resolutely to his task again, and worked on till
the half-hour chimed. Then he rose and
sighed.

He put his books into his pockets, concealed
the ink and the lantern in a recess of the old
wall, and left the lonely room, making his
way down the old stone stairs in the dark.

He was tired out, and his head was
throbbing.

The unaccustomed work of swotting was
telling very much upon the sturdy jenior,
and he felt o weary desire for the whole
thing to be over. Well, would be over
soon, and he would know her he could
do things or not; and perhaps the medal
would fall to him, and at that thought, and
the thought of showing Cousin Ethel that her
faith in him was not misplaced, Figgins felt
a warm glow and his weariness dropped from
him like a cloak.

He climbed the ivy behind the New House,
and clambered in at the window, carefully
shutting it after him without a sound. The
House was very dark and silent. At that hour
ind boys were long in bed.

agins tiptoed bis way back to the Fourth
Form dormitory, and opened the door. In
the passage all was dark and silent.

He entered the dormitory and closed the
door behind him.

The next moment he uttered a sharp,
startled exclamation, as there was a blinding
flash of light.

The electric light had been suddenly turned
on in the dormitory.

Figgins staggered back, dazed, and, like a
fellow in a dream, he saw the fizure of Mr.
Ratclifi, his Housemaster, standing before
him, and his wondering gaze detected the

zonrth-l‘omen sitting up in bed with scared
cos.

** So you have returned, Figgins.”

Figgins could only stare.

Dimly he realised that his Housemaster
must have made a round of the dormitories
at a late hour, and missed him from his bed,
doubtless owing to Monteith's report of what
he had seen the previous night.

The Housemaster had discovered that
Figgins was missing from the Fourth dormi-
tory: and, with cat-like patience, he bad
waited there in the dark for the errant junior
to come back. ;

When ho heard Figgins enter the room, he
had turned on the light; and Figgins was
revealed—{fairly caught !

Pizging gazed dazedly at the Housemaster.
He saw tho cold, eruel smile upon Me. Rat-
cliff's thin lips, and realised how pleased the
hard-hearted master was at this discovery.
All Ratty's old dislike of the free and inde-
pendent Figging was in his hard, sour face,
at that moment, and gleaming in his greenish
eyes.  Of all the Now House fellows Figgins
was the one whom Mr. Rateliff would have
chosen to have completely at his mercy, and
his time had come now.

All the fellows were awake. They had been
awake ever since Mr. Ratcliff cameo into the
dormitory.  Kerr and Wynn were looking
almost haggard with dismay. For unless
Figgins had some very good explanation to
give, he was ruined. There was only one
punishment for breaking bounds at night
and staying out to nearly one o'clock in the
morning, and that was expulsion.: Farewell to
the examination for which he had worked so
hard—farewell to the old school and the
playing-fields—that was Figging’ punish-
ment! Kerr and Wynn, who would have
faced death for their chum, could not help him
now. He wag like a mouse in a cat’s claws,
and Mr. Rateliff’s hard, cold, sour face showed
that he would give no more mercy than the
cat would give to the captured mouse.

“ Where have you been, Figgins ?”

Mr. Rateliff’s voice was hard and metallic.
Figgins gasped.

“Tve been out, sir.”

Mr. Ratcliff smiled, a cold, sarcastic smile.
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* 1 am aware of that, Figgins, since I have
been waiting for an hour and a half for you to
come in. But I need not ask. What dis-
graceful place have you visited at this hour of
the night?*

Figgin’s eyes flashed. He began to recover
himeself a little.

“None, sir,” he said firmly. “1 haven't
been outside the school walls.”

Mr. Ratcliff sneered.

“Do you expect me to believe that,
Figgins 2 .

“ Yes, sir,” said Figgins.

“You expect me to believe that you have
spent two hours in the
middle of the night out-
side your House, but
within theschool walls ?
And what what were
you doing, pray?”

“I—I was studying,

§

ir.
Mr. Ratcliff almost
jumped.

“You were—what ?

*“ Studying, sir,” said
TFiggins, with an effort.
He realised that his
midnight swotting was
all over now, at all
events. “I'm working |
for . the exam.—the
Bishop’s Medal, as you
know, sir. 1 got up to
study, and I've been in

the tower, working, sir, The old Hall rang with the cheering when the

siuce I left the dormi- Bishop’s Medal and the purse of ten guineas were

handed to George Figgins by the Head himse
(See Chap. 16)

tory.”

“Ido not believe one
word of it,” said Mr. Rateliff, in a sneering
tone. “If you cannot think of a better ex-
planation than that Figgins, you had better
hold your tongue!”

““ But, sir, I o

“You have been to some public-house, I
presume—like Sleath, who was expelled for
such practices,” said Mr. Rateliffi. *“ You,
like he, are a disgrace to your House. I
demand to know, Figgins, what disgraceful
resort, you have been to 27 °

Figgins turned crimson.

“I can only tell you the truth, sir. I've
been studying in the room in the old tower,
and I've been doing the same every night ths
week,” he said steadily. “1 couldn’t work
in the House. 1 should have been spotted
burning a light.”

“You refuse to tell me. then?”

“T've told you.”

“Enough! Go to bed, and in the morn-
ing I shall take you to Dr. Holmes, and then,
Figgins, you will receive your sentence.
You need not have the slightest doubt
that you will be expelled from the school
you have disgraced.”

W ]

“Silence!  Go to
bed! ™

Figgins, with burning
eves, went to bed.
Mr. Ratelifi turned out
the light, and quitted
the dormitory.

“Oh, Figay! 1 :.l>)\k‘ll
Kerr, *“I—1 knew it
wasn't anything rot-
ten, though 1 was
staggered when Ratty
came in, and you
weren't.  here ! But,
Figgy, Ratty won't
believe you ; the Head
mayn't believe you!”

Figgins groaned.

“It can’t be helped.
Don’t worry about me.”

But his chums could
: not help worrying, and

' there was little more
sleep for Figgins and
Co. of the New House that night.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER
Rally !

oM MeRrRY came down in the morning,

a little heavy-eyed and sleepy from loss

of rest on the previous night. But all
his sleepiness vanished as Kerr came running
into the School House, white-faced and

panting.
Tom ran towards him.
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“ Kerr, what's the matter? What's hap-
pened, old chap?™

Kerr caught his arm, clutched it tight in his
agitation.

‘ You saw Figgy last night ? ™ he muttered.

“ You and Blake and Gussy—Figzns told me

—in the old tower swotting!”
aid Tom Merry, in wonder. * But

* He's cau
made a ro

1.

'l.

¥ lown on him
nOY o Bishop's
Medal against h s jolly glad
he's caught him out— he beast!
1 taking Figgy to

ing to have him -
1

bounds at
pub.-haunting. where he
Wi The Head v o Ratty, and—
and——"" Kerr choked again. )

“ Great Scott! Wh

luck that we found F'

t a ripping stroke of

r out ! " exclaimed
Tom Merry.
“ You'll speak up for him 1
“ WWell, rather!™
* Oh, good! Good
“ Hasn't Figgins mentioned—"

* He hasn’t said a word about you. You'll
get into a row, you know, for being out of your
House at that time of night. Figey’s not
coing to say anything about it. But I knew
if 1 told you—="

“ Oh, the ass! id Tom Merry. “ As if
we should mind his giving us away at such a
time as this! Just like Figgy, thoughl
But you bet we'll speak up, if we get the
tlogging of our lives for breaking House bounds.
I'll find Blake and Gussy at once!”

* Heaven bless you!” said Kerr. There
were tears in the Scottish junior’s eyes, and
Tom Merry, who had seldom seen traces of
emotion in the cool, steady junior’s face,

e e

e i

x;‘dised hov; deeply he was moved by his
chum's peril. * I—l-—speak up for Figay,
that'sall. The Head will Pbee‘lie\-eg'ou. if Rat(t»vy
won't. I'm sure the Head will take your
word. Get Blake and D'Arey to go with
you-——"

“You bet!™

Tom Merry rushed off in search of Blake
and D'Arcy.  They ‘were not down yet, but:
he met them on the staivs,  In a dozen panted
words he told them what had happencd and
what was wanted.  Blake chortled.

* Oh, what ripping luck we were out last
night ! Three gddy witnesses for Figgy !

“ Yaas, wathah ! said Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy, with great satisfaction.  * They can
lick me if they like; 1 don’t care a wap!
This is the time for us to wally wound Figgins,
and no ewwah.”

And, whatever might be the results to
themselves, the three juniors were determined
atonce on that point. 'T'hey were going to speak
up for Figgins, and bear witness in his favour.

A dittle later Mr. Rateliff was observed
crossing the quadrangle, with Figgins walking
by his side. Figging was looking very down-
cast. Mr. Ratelifi had sent a message over
to the Head that he wished to see him carly
upon a very important matter, and Dr.
Holmes was in his study waiting for him. Mr.
Rateliff and Figgins walked through a erowd
of curious fellows to the Head’s study, and the
door closed upon them.

Dr. Holmes looked inquiringly at the House-
master. His kind old face grew very grave
as he listened to what the New House master
had to say. Then he turned to Figgins.

“ You do not deny this, Figgins 2

Figgins faced the Head’s calm, searching
glance bravely.

“ I don’t deny that I was out of the house
last night, sir,” he said. * But Mr. Ratchiff
has not told you my explanation.”

“ A most palpable falschood ! snapped
Mr. Rateliff. ;

“ However, I will hear it,” said the Head.

“T'm working for the Bishop’s Medal ex-
amination, sir. Every night this week I've
been swotting—I mean, studying—in the
room in the old tower, sir. That’s where [
was last night, mugging up Horace.”
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Dr. Holmes looked at him very hard.

I hope that is true, Figgins.  But what is
your opinion, Mr. Ratcliff, as this boy's
Housemaster 2 -

My opinion, sir, is that the explanation is
false.”

“ You have no proof, Figgins, of any kind ?
Did your companions know where you had
gone ¢’ e

“No, sir,” faltered Figgins.

“You did not tell your own personal
friends 2

“J—I didn’t want to get them mixed up
in a breach of the rules, sir, in case it should
come out at any time.”

“ You must be aware, Figgins, that this is—
well, 2 most extraordinary explanation,” said
the Head coldly.

“Tt's true, sir,” said Figgins miserably.
“Mr. Rateliff doesn’t believe me, and 1
suppose you won't. But it’s true.”

Knock !

The door opened, and Tom Merry stepped
into the study, followed by Jack Blake and
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

Dr. Holmes looked at them with a frown.

“ How dare you * he began.

“ Txcuse me, sir,” said Tom Merry hurriedly.
“We know what Figgins is here for, and we
can bear witness, sir.”

“Do you mean that you know something
about this matter, Merry 2"

“ We know all about it, sir.”

*“Yaas, wathah, sir!”

“Tt is impossible that these School House
boys can know anything whatever about it !
gaid Mr. Rateliff angrily.

The Head made a gesture.

“7 will hear them. Go on, Tom Merry.”

“We know that Figgins was swotting in the
old tower last night, sir.”

*“Indeed! How do you know ?”

“ Because we saw him, sir.”

“ Then you must have been out of your
dormitory and your House in the middle of
the night.”

Vs usI N

“ Tt is untrue ! >’ said Mr. Ratcliff, * a plot
amongst these young rascals to save Figgins
from the punishment of his iniquity—"

“ Weally, Mr. Watclifi—"

“Silence! Kindly explain to me, Merry,
how you came to be ont of your House at
such a time of the night,” said the Head very
quictly.

Tom Merry explained breathlessly.

Figgins gave the School House juniors a
look of heartfelt gratitude. He wondered if
they had saved him. But it was Mr. Rat-
cliff’s sour voice that broke the silence.

* Of course, Dr. Holmes, you do not credit
this 2 These boys are known to be personal
friends of Figging, and this is evidently a
scheme——"

“1 do not think anything of the kind, Mr.
Rateliff.” said the Head icily. ** On the con-
trary, 1 know these three boys to be thoro-
oughly honourable lads, and I firmly believe
every word they have uttered.”

Tom Merry’s face lighted up, and it was with
difficulty that Jack Blake restrained himself
from shouting * Hurrah!”

Mr. Rateliff’s face was a study.

“The evidence of three honourable and
straightforward witnesses is enough, and more
than enough.” continued the Head. It is
clearly established that Figgins left his dormi-
tory for the purpose he has stated.  Tam very,
very glad that three boys have had the courage
to come forward in this way at the risk of
severe punishment to themselves to speak up
for a schoolfellow. Under the circumstances
Merry and Blake and D’Arcy will not be
punished for having broken House bounds,”
said the Head. “I thank them for having
come forward and saved me from the possi-
bility of committing an injustice. Figgins, you
have acted very unwisely, and it must be
understood that nothing of the kind occurs
again.”

** Certainly, sir,” said Figgins.

“1 am very glad that you are cleared from
disgraceful suspicions. Mr. Ratelifi, as Figgins’
motives were good, though his conduct was
unwise, 1 should prefer this matter to be
passed over without punishment.”

And Nr. Ratcliff could only bow ; he could
not trust himself to speak. He hurried from
the study without another word.

“You may go, my boys,” said the Head.
I wish you good fortune in the examination,
Figgins, but no more midnight study. Every-
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before Figgins could
gain. But he managed
bove the din at last.

r toast—!"" he roared.

It was some ti
make himself heard
to make his voice rise

“ And there’s ano

*“ Hurrah ! ™

“ Tom Merry and Co.—

* Hurrah ! " shrieked Tom Merry and Co.,
laughing.

“ For rallylng round and helping me to
win—-"

Good old Figgy ! "

“The Bishop's Medal ! " wound up Figgins
breathlessly.

And that toast, too, was drunk with
enthusiasm, and Cousin Ethel’s eyes fairly
olowed. 1If she had ever wanted proof that
the rivals of St Jim’s were also the greatest and
staunchest of pals, she had it now !

7

TEE END
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No. 6.—Mn. Hacker

Tho learned master of the Shell
Knows lots of Greek and Latin
Geography and * maths ™ as well,
Are subjects he is ** pat ™ in.
The brain behind his massive brow
Is simply stacked with knowledge ;
In classic lore, wg must allow
He's champion of the college !

He rules the Shell in drastie style,
And keeps his pupils under ;
If he should sce a scholar smile
His voice booms forth like thunder,
The class sits silent and subdued,
They dare not show elation ;
For Hacker’s opties are endued
With powers of penctration !

Like Mr. Quelch and Mr. Prout,
He's not exactly youthful ;
He says he's forty, but we doubt.
If such a claim be truthful.
For he was forty ycars of age
When Lascelles was eleven ;
Which means that, at the present stage,
His age is sixty-seven !

Upon the whole, he’s less revered
Than all the younger masters ;

His fussy conduct, it is feared,
Has often caused disasters.

Like other men who toil and moil,
He cannot stand a slacker ;

He thinks that everyone should toil

Like Horace Manfred Hacker !




THE WARNING THAT CAME TOO LATE!
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“Beware of Pickpockets!”
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