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Co., the JC,}“."“S of St.

im's.

BY MARTIN CLIFFORD,
—
CHAPTER 1.

D’Arcy Thinks It a Cood
fdeal

» AAS, wathah!”
Y Arthur Augustus
‘Arcy, of the
Fourth Form at
St. Jim’s, made that re-
mark  with considerable

emphasis.

Now, Arthur  Augustus was  seldom
emphatic. Emphasis did not accord with
that repose which stamps the caste of Vere

Hence there was reason for the surprised
stares which Blake, Herries, and Digby
proceeded to fasten upon the swell of St.

ere. Naturally, therefore, the other|Jim’s.
fellows in Study No. 6 glanced at D'Arcy | “Yaas, wathah!” repeated  Arthur
as he spoke. . Augustus, more emphatically (han before,

Besides, D'Arcy’s observation was not|and apparently uncomscious of the gazes
made in reply to anyone; mo one had|that were focused upon him.
spoken. That emphatic remark broke the| Jack Blake tapped his  forchead
silonce of ‘the Fourth-Form study. significantly.
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Oft—at last1” he murmured.

“Clean off I” said Dighy.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

D’Arcy’s’ uncxpected confirmation _of
Digby’s remark tickled- the chums, and a

sust of laughter went through the study.

D’Arcy screwed his monocle into his eye,
-and regarded the chums of the Fourth
inquiringly.

“What’s the deah  boys2” he
inquired.

Same old joke!” replied Blake.

“What's that?”

“Yourself, old chap!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Weally, Blake—"

“Will you condescend to enlighten us as
to what y&u happen to be jabbering about ?”
asked Blake with elaborate politeness,

*Vaas, wathah 1"

“Oh, change the record!” said Dighy.
“We've heard that oue already.

“Woally, Digemss?

“We can’t have you cultivating the habit
of talking to yourself, Gussy,” said Blake,
with a serious shake of the head. “That
way madness lies,”

“Weally, deah boy—-?"

“Of course, wo know it must come sooner
or later, but as good chums we want to
keep you out of golncy Hatch as long as
possible, and—-"

“I wegard your wemarks as merely
wibald, Blake. " I—"

“We'd rather subscribe out of our own
pockets for a strait-waistcoat and keep
him in the study,” said Dighy gencrousiy,

“I wegard you as an ass, Dig!”

“By the way,” said Blake, “talking
about cricket—"

“We weren't talking about ericket.”

“No, but we're going to. Things aren’t
looking very lively in that line at St.

jeke,

Jim’s, Since we beat the Gram.
mariang-——"

“Blalke, deah %

“And whopped the village:

“Blake—-"" i

“And licked the New Housl] iy we
baven’t—-"

“Blake, T insist—?

“Hallo, are you still talking, Gussy?”

“Yaas, wathah!” said D’Arey, eyeing
his chum with considera le indignation,
“You lnow vewy well that I am still
talkin’, Blake!”

“Well, you generally are,” said Blake

resignedly. “Are you bound to go on talk-

ing at the present moment?”
Weally—?

“Because if you wouldn’t mind going
out into the passage and closing the door,
and coming in after you've finished—'

o Weally—" 5

“You could talk without disturbing any-
body,” concluded Blake.

“Ha, ba, hal” )

“If you chaps wefuse to listen with

wopah wespect, I shall have no_wecourse

ut fo go and ask Tom Mewwy instead of
you.”

“Ask him what?*
~To come.”

“Come ?”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Come where?
again?”

"To come with me, I mean.”

" Ass!”

Are yow wanderi

“I wefuse to be called an ass. While yswr—
chaps have been chatterwin’, I have been
thinkin’ it ovah—-"

“Thinking what over ?”

“The ideah, you know. I think it a
wippin’ one. at was what caused me
0. wemark. It is awPly

What is?”

“The ideah. T think T shall take one or
two of you fellows—-"

+He'’s off_again,” said Digby.

.Right off,” said Herries, with a nod,

“Weally, deah boys—-"

wLook here, Gussy—" began Blake.

“Pway don’t intewwupt me, deah boy, T
wegard the ideah as bein’ simply wippin’,
and I was goin’ to ask you fellows. Bub
if you dow’s want to join in it, Y1l go to
Tom Mewwy's studay and speak to him
and Mannahs and Lowthah, I dare say
they will be glad enough of a holiday.”

A oliday 2"

“Yaas, wathah,
cewicket thwown in.’ :

“Cricket 2”

“Certainly, deah boy! The suggestion
comes just in the nick of time, when it's
just what we want, and 1 must say it’s
awfully thoughtful of my governah.”

“Your governor?”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“What are you talking about ?”

Weally, —

Asst”

with plenty of good
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* Weally—-"

D'Arcy xose to his feet
- "I wefuse to wemain here and listen to
these_oppwobiwious_exp
“I will go to Tom Mewwy’s studay——
Trabjous fathead 1

y well; T will wetire—"
C ar him'!”
o Weally deah l,i‘oys—"

Ow
Arthur Augustus was prompily collared
as he made for the door. Thico strong
Sty Ob pande mae ik, Mol B
jammed against the study wall with a
force that took his breath aw

“Ow! Yow!" gasped the swell of St.

w, then,

T elem e alled an st Tt you
o ot welease mo instantly, I shall give
S feL.}‘E-xl thwashin’.

What
What's

“What were ou going (o ask us?
aro you going to P erry ?
the game? What's the wheoze?- Explain !

* Weally—!

“Go abcad!”

“T wofuse! ' You have tweated me with
gross diswespect, and, wefused (o considah

38 o

2 h—’

“But we don’t kuow what the idea is
yet!” roared Blake. “You haven't told
us that!”

“Bai Jove!”

“We don’t know anything about it,
%{wn\p' We're quite in the dark, fathead!

“Bai Jove, you know! I nevah thought
of that!” gasped D'Arcy. “Pway welease
me, and don't bo a set of wull asses, and
T will explain, deah boys!”

The chums of Study No. 6 released him.

But they stood round him, with their
hand mdy to grasp him again in case of

bending extremely ex-
e upon him.
JiNow go ahead!” growled Blake.

xp
Yaas, wathah!”
Artaur Augustus seemed in no hurry to
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begin, Ho set his collar straight, and
adjusted his neckiic and smoothed out his
slecves, repairing all the damage that had
beon dono fo_ his cnegnnce by the rough
thack of the juniors.
ho chums ‘watched him with growing

e‘mspemuon
He had roused their curiosity, and his
deliberato and leisurely manner wonld

have tried greater patience than the chums
of, the Fourth possesse
“Will ou go ahead?” roared Blake at

as
"Yz\ns. wathah!”
“Oh, collar him!”

“Lets b\\mp it out of hi

exrlm'ned Digby.

egg!
Dva uus(-d his rearrangoment of his

necki o
“Huld on, dcth boys—L’ll exp!

nl”

CHAPTER 2. %
No Exit!
ACK BLAKE glared at his elegant
chum,
"Ll give you oo second to start,”
s
Ty sk Y 1 jam his monocle
into his eye, and started in a great hurry.
You sce, deah boys, it's a splendid
ideah
“\w.ac is?”
, will

at will?”

“But T shall only be abls 1o take gosd
ewicketahs—of course, my patsh makes a
point of that. Pway don’t get excited,
Blake, I'm comin’ to the point. In short,
L havo had a lottah Ewom my governah.”

‘1[° s holdm

give uws a bit of a

a cwicket week.”

“A what

“Weally, Blake, you surely know what a
cwicket weel is? My bwother Conway
has a prefe of cwicketin' favionds down
and the e awwanged some matches for
the wees. Some of them are jolly good
playahs, too—chaps who play for  the

ng,nvu and the Fivee Fowwestors.
My hat!”
“My patah vewy sensibly suggests I
wight like to wila home for the cwicket
k.. I think it is a vewy good ideah
The house team will be a stwong
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one, and I believe the governah has a

pwofessional as well.  But, of course,
¥ shall expect to play.
“Of courso,” said Blake sargastically. 1
can seo thom playiog 3 Fowsth-Torm junios

team made up of 1 Tinguesl
" Woally, Blake——
“But it will b a holiday, anyway,”
Blake.
*Yaas, aud the governah suggests that 1
might take a fwiend or two.
Hurrah 1”
“Of course, 1 thought of you chaps
xmmedmce]y—to = nothin’ of Wally—
Good old Gus:
“But if you ot like the ideah, Tl
g0, and sl Tom Mewwy—

said

D’ Arcy pohshed his eyeglass and re-
placed it in his ey
“Well, T shall be glad to have you chaps,
as you play decent cwicket. You ma;
wanted to play, you know, but of o
that’s not a pwomise.
Blake chuckled,
ou ass, we shan’t be wanted to play;
but we can see some good cricket, an
have a g‘ood holiday, and that’s exmugh.
Hurrah
aus, wathah' Huwway!”
A fric or two,” said Digby thought-
f\xlly g Jolly ood idea; but will a friend
or_iwo cover three?”
“Oh, yes,” said Blake. “It was probably
a misprint in Lord Eastwood’s letter, and
be mumt a fug.nd or three.”

ha,

“That’s all \vxght deah boys. A fwiend
or two is wathah a bwoad expwession, and
will covah—"

“A multitude of sins, like charity,”
Blake. “We're all going, of course.
:uppose Lord Eastwood has asked the
Head 7"

“Yaas; he says so.”

“And the Head consents'

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Good old Head! He’s a brick! That's
what_comes of being a governor of the
school,” said Blake, “Now if my pater
were on the governing board—

“Tve got to see the Head about it, but
that’s only formal,” said D’
course, you can all come. I wish we could
take Tom Mewwy, too, and the New House
chaps. Howevah, it is wathah good for us
four to be able to go.”

said

“Yes, rather.”

“When shall we start?

“To-mowwow mornin

“Jolly good!” said Herries.
will be’ pleased.”

D’ Avoy turned his eyeglass suddenly upon
Herries.

“Towsah !” he said.

“Yes. Towser likes a change of air as

well as anybody,” said Herrics affably.
“He will thoroughly enjoy a run down &

“Towser

asty

“Weally, Hewwies—"

“Of course, you want Towser to come?”

“Weally, that wotten bulldog has no
wespect for a fellow’s twousahs, and—

“Oh, if you don’t want Towser,”
Herries huffily,

“I—I will have him with pleasure,” said
D’ Arcy, mmembermg that he was host
now, that he was bound ,0 concede
anything to a guest. *But—

“But we jolly well won’t have him,” szud
Blake, with emphasis. “You're n
to inflict that bunda on us, Herr 1d
ma; ike to see Enstwood‘s face
when you walked in witia beastly bull-

said

"He s not a beastly bulldog!” exclaimed
Herries 1nd1gnantly. “He’s a jolly fine
bulldog, a

“Well, lm can stop at St. Jim’s. If he
comes in the train with us, there will be a
mysterious death of a bulldog on the rail-
way line,” said Blake darkly.

“Look here—"

“Pewwaps I had bettah go and see the
Head now,” said Arthur Augustus, turning
to, the door. “Bai Jovel”

“What's the matter ?*

“The door won't open.”

“Rats e try,” said Blake.

Arthur Augustus was h\ggmg in vain at
the handle of the doo: The door did
not budge. He stepped aside to allow

Blake to get a grip on the handle.

#It’s not locked,” said Blake.

" “Yaas, but—"

“Here you are!”

Blake gave a tug at the door and turned
a little pmk when it did not budge.

He had caught hold of the handle with
the air of a fellow who was going to solve
the difficulty off-hand; but the door baffled
him as much as it had D’ ’ Arcy.

The swell of St. Jim’s smxled sweetly.



THE SCHOOLBOYS®

"Well, wiy don’t you open it, deah
boy ?” he asked.

“It—it seems to be stuck, somehow!”
stammered Blake.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Hersies.

Blake turned a freezing glare upon him.

“What are you making that blessed row
for, Herries?”

“Eh? Ha, ha, ha!”

“What's the cackle about?”

“Ha, kal T'm waiting to see you open
the door. Ha, hal”

“Yaas, wathah! Ha, ha, ha'!”

“Oh, cheese it! The door’s fastened

somehon 1

“Go hon!”
“Here, let me try,” said Digby.

Blake grunted.

“You can jolly well try, if you like,”
he said; “but you jolly well won’t get it

open.

And Blake was right.

Dighy tugged at the door with both
Trands, but it did not budge. It seemed
to yield a fraction, and then held fast.

“My word!” said Dig. _“Somebody’s
holding it on the other side,”

“Bai Jove!”

“Of coursel” exclaimed Blake. “I knew
it couldn’t get stuck.”

“Why, you just said—?
_“Ob,”'don’t” jaw. Lemme get at the
béastly thing again. DIl show ’em!”

“Leave it to me!”

“Rats!

“Bup—!

“Don’t argue, Dig, old chap. Blessed
i you wouldn’t argue the pendulum off a
clock. Lemme get at it.”

“Oh, all right!”

Blake grasped the door-handle again and
tugged with all his might, But the door
did not open, The Fourth-Formers grinned
serenely, and Jack Blake’s face gradually
grew redder and redder.

He let go the handle abruptly and rapped
on the door.

“Open this door!” he roared.

There was the sound of a faint chuckle
outside in the passage.

“That’s Tom Merry,” said Digby.

Blake rapped again,

“Tet gol”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

T know it's you, Tom Merzy I”
“Ha, ha, hal” = i

Gimme the handlell
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“We'll wipe up the passage with you
when we get out!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
Blake breathed hard.
He grasped the handie of the door again
with both hands quictly and turned it,
anjioﬁ%ye a tremendous tug.

The door flew open, and Blake staggered
back. His hands_went sailing out wildly,
and one caught Digby on the nose, and
the other caught Herries in the eye. The
back of Blake’s head bumped on D’ \rey’s
waistcoat, and the swell of St. Jim’s sat
down with a gasp and a bump. Blake
staggered, and sat on his legs.

i 83,".“" was a chorus of gasps.

CHAPTER 3,
An Attack in Force!

ROM the passage came a sound of
F chuckling, and then footsteps. The
practical jokers were gone, after
playing that little jape upon the
occupants of Study No. 6.

The four juniors gasped and grunted.

Digby was_holding his nose with both
hands, and Herries had knuckles to his
eyes.

D'Arcy was trying to_extricate his legs
from under Blake, and Blake was staring
dazedly at the open door.

A cord was trailing from the handle on
the outside of the door. i

That explained how the enémy had sue-
ceeded in holding it shut so tightly.
had ticd the cord across tho
passage to the handle of the door of the
room opposite, and naturally enough Blake
had been unable to pull the door open, as
the cord was foo strong to break. T

The release of the cord had caused the
door to fly open as soon as Blake pulled
it, hence the disaster in Study 6.

“Ow!” said Digby. “My nose is broken,
you_ass!”

“M-m-m-m!” said Ferries. “I shall have
%{blugk eye to take down to Eastwood.

al

“Bai My will  be
wuined ! -

“Oh!” grunted Blake.

“You ass! What did you punch my nose

o

”‘Tm'e ! twousahs

“What did you bung me in the eye for?”
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“What did you biff my waisteoat for 7
“Oh 1

“Pway get off my logs, deah boy! You
are causin’ mo considonablo nconscpichce,
and wamplin’ my twosahs feahfully

Blake staggered to his feet.

Astiur Augustus followed his cxample,

and bogas to dust bis trousers

"M -y hat 1" said Dla

o e

“You've busted my boko.”

“You've bunged up my eye.”

“Yaas, wathah! And my twousahs—o

“How could I help it?” snorted Blake.
“How was I to know that the door wasn't
fagiened? It was a jape.”

serful idiot
 Yags, wathah v

Blake.

“ n't go on cackling like a lot of
old hom,” said Blake w: Ll.h[ ally.  “Glet
hold of something, and follow me and we'll
make thoso ';».ou bounders sit up.”

“Good cgg!”

“Yaas, wathah 1"

Blake seized a cricket stump, 1nd D’Arey
took up his bat. Digby took the poker, and
Horries a dog-whip.  Thus armed, they
went_down the passage in scarch of the
Terriblo Three.

s they turned into the Shell passege,
tha\. heard the sounds of Ianghtcr, and it
procceded from Tom Merry's study.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

J:Lck Blu.Le frowned.

:! They're gurgling over it

T considah you an ass,

oy, ” hc exclaimed.
»The l'eahful eotiak i

“Yaas, watlmh“'

The chums of the Fourth rushed on.

The door of Tom Merry’s study was open.

The Terrible Three — Tom Merry,
Manners, and Lowther—could be seen in-
side, smmg on the table, and shouting with
Jaughte

o Ha, ln ha!” roared Tom Merry. “Did
D’Arcy spread himself on the

o5
ai Jova 12
nd Blake spread himself on D’Arcy I”
rhlr}p{ed \lomv wther,

“Gio for Bm I" roared Blake,
“H'nllo

“Give "em socks I’

“Yaas, wathaht”

The four Fourth-Formers rushed into the
study. In a moment the Terrible Three
were off the table and ready for battle.

= " shouted Tom Merry.
ks 17

Three basket-hilted foils lay on the hble,
mth which the Terrible Three had be

three-cornered contest shonly
The Shell fellows snatched them
up, and stood on the defensive.

The wooden foils clashed ugamsb the bat,
the stumy, the poker, and the dog-w!
'It‘here was a terrific din in lom Mcrtys

u

D .mv staggered back as the end of Tom
’\Ieny s foil pinke m on the chest.

wi” he ﬁusped dropping the bat.

Bln.ke gave a yell, and jumped a foot in
the air. D’Arcy had dropped the bat on
]ns toa, and it was a heavy bat,

rrooh !” he shncked “You ass!”
ot \\’ea]lv, B]dk
arooch !

“I’m SOWW y——
‘:Youlfru.bjous ass|”
Blake dunoed

s
on one leg.  Afthur
ghscus picked up his bat, and rushed
to the altack. The end of the bat collided
with a vase on Tom Merry’s mantelpicce,

and brmlvght it in fragments to the floor,

0 {%ar:q look out !”” roared Tom Merry.

Cra

‘lhe end of the bat went into the lcokmg-
glass,

“You dangerous ass—""

w¥ou woitahs!”

“Go for e

The ourth Formers attacked hotly.

But the Terrible Three, standing shoulder
to shoulder, with the long wooden foils well.
to_the front, stood their ground well.

Blake & Co. could not get past their de-
fence.

There had been no casualties so far, with
the exception of the damage to Blake's toe
and the smashing of the vase and the
mirror.

But the din was terrific,

The clashing_and crashing of weapons,
and the trampling of feet, rang through
the study and along the Shell passage.

Fellows came out of the other studies
to see what the matter was, and the door-

way of Tom Merry’s studv was . soon
crowded.
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shouted Gore. “Ripping!

and ye're winning, Blake!” ex-
clnlmed Re)lly # Ga for their topknots 1"
ve *em socks
C!ush) Crash !
“Hurrah!”
“Buck up, Shell I’
o it, I'ourth!”
«Bave yelled 5 voics in the passage.
“Phew! "It's Railton 1"
“Cut 1"

The crowd of juniors in the passage
vanished, hurling “themselves into various
studies, or into the box-room, or on the
upper stairs, The passage was dlearcd in o
twinkling, Mr. Railton, the Housemaster
g ol Eonge, dirods along to Tom
Morey's siudy, and found not e single
junior in his pat

CHAPTER 4.
P A Slight Mistake!
R.. RAILTON stood at the open
M study door, and looked in.
he crash of weapons had ceased.

The excited junjors had dono a con-
sidorable amount of damage—more to the
study than to cach other.

The room looked a_great deal as if a
hurricane had struck it.

Ghairs were overturned, the looking-glass
and the bookcase glass was smashed, broken
vase and inkpot and papers lay on the

oor. Tom Merry’s foil had been broken
in the middle, and Dighy’s poker was bent.

Tho Housemaster looked in grimly.

ERS Funiore: Toakingrvery sheapial. Taosd

m.
¥hat s this disturbance about” asked
Mr "Rai
" Shon “said Tom Merry,
You sco, sir,” began Lowiher,
“Yaas, watha
I“It-n b G S
«Somevhat noley fun, T think, Bioke.”
e-03, sir !’
*We.dida’t mean: gon to Heak; din,”
_tured Tom Merry.
. Railton smiled, He had no doubt
Wh’ztever of the exact truthiulngss of that
"statement, s a matter of fact, the

as
whole School Home had heard the terrific
uproar,

ven-
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“It—it was a--a celebration, sir,”
D'Atcy, struck by an inspiration.
“A whatt”
o
—beca
“Well 7
“My governal's givin’ a ewicket week

at his house, sir, and we've got the Head’s
peernxéslo(T to go,” said D’Arcy
n

said

o were feeling elated, sir, because

“Yaas, wathah, sir{”
“And so you were feeling elated 7

“ Exactly, si

“And hat is why you have made this
ternﬁc din?”

Vell, no, sir I’

"’1h en there is mo connection between
yémdr Plahon and your noisy visit to a Shell
stug

. \Vcll 1o, sir!

“Then how can you advance it as an ex-
cuse?”

“You see, sir—*

“ Well—

“As a mattah of fact,
amounts to the same thing.

“D’Arc;

»

sir, it weally
Suppose—>

Vs, cir. Supposs=
“We will supposo nothing,” said M.
Railton, frowning, “except that you ought
to know better than to make so much noise.
Knox has the room below, and he has com-
plained.”
“1 am vewy sowwy for Knox,
You have wrecked the study.”
“W e—we dowt mind, sir”

said Tom

That does not alter the
to understand that you meant
one lmothel with such weapons as

i Pos:)bl\ not.
case.
to

thnﬁ
“Oh, no, iz !”
“Then why werd you using them?”
Tho juniors looked rather nonplussed,
They had cortainly not intended to hurt
one another very mich: but it was equally
cortain ﬂl’lb they ml ht h'uo been hurt, and

badly, i the conflicc had gome much

further.
“You will put those things away at
aid Mo, “and write a

b R(L)HOH
i

d disturbance,
I shall speak Jfo you severcly.

And tho Housemaucr walked aw;
The juniors looked at one
dubiously.

another
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“This is wathah wotten,” Arthur
‘Augustus D’ Arey remarked. “We shall not
be able to give these wottahs the thwashin’
theyl deserve.  It's weally o pwomise to

Wailton.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Terrible Three.

The Fourth-Formers glared at then.

“Yon can cackle!” said Blake wrathfully.

“Thanks, we will! Ha, ha, ha!”

“I wegard you as a set of wastahs!”

“Ha, ﬁu, ha 1"

“Pway let us wetiah fwom the studay,
deah boys,” said Arthur Augustus, with a
great deal of dignity.

“Hold cn, Gussy! What's that you were
gaying to Railton about a cricket woek at
your governor's?”

“My governor is givin' a cwicket week
at Lastwood.”

“You're going?”

“Yaas, wathah!”?

“And these chaps?”

“Yaas. And I'm goin’ to fix it for my
minah, Wally, if poss.”

“And you had come here to ask us?”
asked Tom Merry.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy turned his eye-
glass frigidly upon the hero of the Shell.

“I am hardly likely to ask you chaps,
when you have tweated mo with gwoss dis-
wespect,” he sai # vegard you as
wottahs| Besides, I have only the Head’s

n to take a fwiend or two, and
thwee is the limit.”

“Rats!” said Manners, “Make it six.”

“Weally, Mannahs—""

“We'll come,” said Lowther affably. “ We
may be able to show some of you how to
piay cricket. You owe some recompense to
this study, too, for wrecking it in this
way, and making an unprovoked attack
upon three innocent youths i”*

“Ha, ha, hal”

“I wegard you as wottahs! You held the
door of our studay shut——>

“H; ha 1

a,
“And caused us to fall ovah the floor

of our studay in a most undignified

mannah, to say nothin’ of the pain.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Undah the cires,.——*"

“Ha, ha, ha | That’s Gussy’s gratitude to
us for cutting the cord, and letting him out,
kids 1" said Tom Merry.

“Touching, ain't iv?” said Lowther.

“Next time we find you tied up in your
study, Gussy, we'll leave you your
doom,” said Manners severely.,

“Bai Jovel Wasn't it you who fastened
the door 2
+Ha, ha, ha!”

24 hat!” said  Bluke, starting.
“Wasn't it you, Tom Merry 7"

“Ha, ha!” yelled Tom Mesry. “Nol Y

wondered why you rushed in on us like a

set of maniacs.~ No, it wasn’t us.’

“Bai Jove! Who was it, then ?”

“Figgins & Co. 17

“Tho New House bounders I

“Yos, We czme along the passage and
found ‘em! We couldn’t help sniggering
a littie. Figgins & Co. bolted, and we——="

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lowther. “We
cut the cord, and, of coutse, Blake had to
yank the door opén just then—"

“Ha, ha! And then we taw you
tumbling,” said Manners. “We came hore
to get a quict laugh. You looked funny 1"

, did we?”
“Ha, ha! Yes. Awfully, fearfully
funny 1"
The chums of Study No. 6 looked
sheepi .

ish, e

They had taken it for granted that vho
Terrible Three had been the cause of the
disaster, and they had certainly acted @
little hastily.

The damage done to Tom Merry’s study,
and the hundred lines ufieco for all the
juniors, had been the result of the mistake,
, I'm blessed!” said Herries.
Jove I’

s

“It was all Gussy’s fault, of course!™

said Blake crossly, ¢

“Weally, Blake, I don’t see how you make

that out,” the swell of St. Jim's protested
y.

You neyer see anything.”
“B, t

u

“Oh, don’t argue, Gussy; yowve dono
enough damage as it is,” said Blake. “Tho
worst of it is, that Figgins & Co. have got
clear away while we've been wasting timo
over these duffers|”

“Yaas, wathah "

“They're in the New House by this time,
cackling at us1” said Digby wrathfully, “I
must say you're an ass, Blake, to bungle
things like this.” ;

“Yaas, wathah——? i

“Look here—> i
“But what price us?” demanded Tori
Merry. “You've wrecked our study, and
got us a hundred lines apicce, all for
cuiting o cord and leiting you out of your
study.” %
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Dai Jove, deah boys, T think we owe
Tom Mewwy an apology I

“You owo us moro than that,” said Tom
Merry. “There's the mirror and the vase
and the bookcase—glass costs money I

“Weally, you know—
“Still, 1t’s all rwht Gu
making it w s by asking
the cricket wcek a Eust\\ood

Your idea of
us down to
is simply

“Weally~—
“Wo accept. Don’t we, you fcllows?”
“Yes, rather I” said Manners and Lowther
together. "It very kind of D'Arcy to put

it in this pressing way.”

The clegant Fourth-Former looked be-
wildered.

“But—but, T haven't asked—-" ho stam-
mered.

“You haven’t asked the Head ?” said Tom
Merry genially,

ean—r"
"Oh thacs all right! You'll put, it to
the Head with your \vcll known tact,” said
tha haro of the Shell. “Use the tact and
judgment you are famous for, Gussy, and
it will be as easy as falling off & ro
“Well, weally, you know—"
“\\o shall be pleased to come—that’s all

right.

“Undah the cires.

“Not a_word more,”
“You don t owe us any thanks.
a pleasure.”

“Quite a pleasure,” said Lowther.

“A distinet pleasure ! declared Manners,

Arthur Augustus gazed at the chums of
the Shell. For the moment he thought that
he must really, in some lapse of mind, have
asked the Terrible Three down to Lu:t\\ood
for the cricket week.

“That's settled, then,” said Tom ‘\Iorr
affably. “Now, if you fellows like, we'll
come with you and haye Figging & Co. out,
and punish ‘em for their cheek in japing
&choo] House chaps,”

“Good egg!” said Blake instantly.
“We've got a hundred lines to do, and wo
ought to make the New House bounders sit
up for it.”

“Yaas, wathah!

"Cor;m on, then !”

smd Tom Merry.
1t will be

But—

“It’s all right, Gussy. Come on!”
And Tom Merry led the way, and the rest

hy juniors followed, Arthur Augustus
cy still in a state of considerable cx.

-

m(cment
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CHAPTER 5.
Caught in the Trap!
HERE was thick dusk in the quad-
I rangle of St. Jim's, and the big
clms were looming darkly.
gleamed from most of the lower
windows in botk: the Houses, and from some
of the upper ones, belonging to the long
ranges of studics. From the windows of
Figgins' study in the New House a shaft
of light fell upon the leaves of the elms,
and made them glimmer and glisten,
Figgins Co. were eovidently at home,
after their raid on the School House.

The band of juniors cautiously crossing
the quadrangle looked up at the lighted
window, and grinned.

“They're therel” said Tom Merry.

“Yaas, wathal

“And they won ('. be cxpecun" us!”

“Hallo, what's that ?

Blake suddenly swung round and glared
among the shado“y trees. There was only
darkness to meet his view,

“What was u. hke, Blake ?”

“I thought I heard somebody.

"Tuncy, my son. Nerves I smd Lowther.

“If yowre looking for a thick ear,
Lowthcr—-
Come_on1” said Tom Merry,

The School House juniors hurried on.

Raids between the rival Houses of St
Jim’s were common enough, though it was
not common for a party to venture into the
rival House so boldg as Tom Merry & Co.
were now about to do.

But they hoped that the very boldness
of the enterprise would lead to its success.

Figgins & Co. would not bo looking for
that raid, and they would be taken
surprise, and_then their door would fuiy
upon them. To bump Figgins & Co., wreck
their study, and revrcat unscathed to the
School House, would be a big triumph for
the invaders.

And Fortune seemed to smile upon them,

lake’s suspicion that they had been seen
as they came through the elms was appor-
ently without foundation, for thy w
not a single New House junior wai
them in the doorway.

They dodged quickly into the House, and
ran up the stairs, and still not ono of the
cnemy showed himself.

In tho Fourth-Form passage upstairs they
were secure from the seniors and prefec
and apparently they were secure

o for
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juniors, too, for there was none of them to
o seen.

om Merry looked quickly along the
lighted passage.

It was deserted.

‘iCeast’x clear!” he whispered,

“Good egg !

“Come on! We'll catch 'em on the hop
this time, and no mistake !

“Good !™*

The juniors ran quickly and silently along
to Figgins’ study.

There was a light burning in ‘the room,
4s they had seen from the quadrangle, and
the door was ajar, allowing them to look
into the room.

It was unoccupied.

The raiders looked at one another in con-
siderable surprise. Where were Figgins &
Co. Vhere were all the New House
juniors? It was strange that the passage
should be deserted at' that hour, and that
Figdgins & Co. should also be out of their
study.

“What splendid luck 1" whispered Blake.
#Giet in—quick ; before we're scen I””

“Rathor 1”

They crowded into the study, and left the
door ajar.

The “room had evidently been vacated
recently,

A half-written imposition lay on the
table, and some fruit and chocolate was
also there. Figgins & Co. had certainly not
been gone long.

The School House juniors grinned glee-

uily.

“It seoms to be made for usl” mur-
mured Tom Merry. “This is toffee—just
toffee! "Figgins & Co, have gone out for
something, and when they come back—?

“Ha, ha! We'll collar them I

“¥aas, wathah

“Stand just inside the door. We'll collar
them s they come in, and shove something
into their mouths so that they can’t yell to
the others.”

2 ginete,
Il give them a lesson about
Ps up in their studies!” said

Haurrah 17

“Quiet 1"
. All the juniors stood in a group just
inside the study, so that they would he

hidden from view whea the door opened.
They waited, e
T ox loss thero was a sound of
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footsteps in the passage. A subdued chuckle
came from afar.

“Ready ?” whispered Tom Merry.

The School House juniors nodded, and
waited, with tense nerves.

The door opencd. But it did not open
quietly or gently. It was flung open sud-
denly, and it biffed heavily against the
group of juniors, and they utterod surprised
exclamations and reeled one against
another.

There was a roar of laughter in the
passage.

“Ha, ha, ha [

A crowd of New House juniors poured in,
headed by Figgins & Co.—Figgins, Kerr,
and Wynn. In 2 moment the School House
raiders were assailed and collared,

They resisted furiously; but they had na
chance against the odds.

“Buck up!” yelled Tom Merry.

“Go it, School Housc I’

“Ha, ha! Down with ’em "’

“Sit on ’em " roared Figgins.

And his orders were obeyed to the lettor.”

The School House juniors, overwhelmed
by numbers, were dragged to the floor, and
a couple of New House fellows sat upon
each of them.

And Figgins & Co. yelled.

“This is where we smile!” gasped Kerr,
“Smile, you fellows!”

And the New House fellows smiled,

“Ha, ha, ha "

Their smile could be heard half-way
across the quadrangle.

CHAPTER 6.
Figgins Accepts
TOM MERRY & CO. wriggled furi-

ously under the weight. of their
captors, But they weiggled in vaie.
They were captured, and they wera
helpless,  Every follow had fwo foomn
siting on him, and there were . orond
more o in o issage, 1680y to swan
upon them 1f needed ]
"Tho New House fallows laughed loudly.
“Nicely caught 1 said Figgins blandly, |
“Ha, ha, ha” ]
“Yon New House rotters!”
“Vans, wathoh! I wegard you as feahful
O oo i B s e plaheli
Figgins shook his finger at them playfully.
“b%ﬁxsm’t lose its *ickle bemper,g hse saig‘
“Fla, ha, ha 1% -

4
|
|
b
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gasped Monty
who was being slowly squashed
weight of Fatty Wynn. “Yowre

“Lemme gerrupl”
Lowiher

comfortably.

“fvs il in the du

“You—you heavy, porpois
ot, oId chap1”

“Gerroff

“Rats!”

“Came_here to take us by surprise,”
grinned Figgins. “Cateh a weasel asleep!
Whs, Korr spoited you in the quad,, and
brought in wor

The Sahes] Houss jiiniors Batswed apnss-
ciative looks upon . which made the
Scottish junior burst int> a scries of ex-
plosive mh-mmnom

*And got ready for you,” said
Fig: 'W knew you’d walk into the
trap “we loft it opnn—'haﬁ.s the way of
)ou ScHa
The S

House chaps.”
ool House chaps gasped with
helpless rage.

“owill you walk into my parlour. said
the spider to tha fly?’” chanted Pratt.
And the New House fellows roared again.

““Nico of them to walk into tho parlour
like that,” said Figgins. “Never occurred
to them that some nice boys about our size
were hidden in the other studies, ready to
pounce_on them as soon as they wero sale
inside.

““ Ha, ha, ha!’

“Ob, chuck )t’” ssud Tom Merry.
oft .y chesl, French !’

“Get

“hut thxs blessed porpoise off me—I'm
suffocating ! came in sepulchral tones from
Monty Low ther.

e question is, what arc wo going to
do with them?” said Figgins. * Bumping
is too mild a punishment. What prico
ducking them in sooty water?”

car,

“Weally, Fxggmx, T twust you will not
be guilty of such an extwemely wotten
acuon T should wegard it as beastly.’

“ Paint them red, and send them homc,
saxd Pratt. “I've got lots of red ink.”

Ha, ha, ha!”

“You uttah wottah, Pwatt—0""

“Or whitewash them,” said Fatty Wynn.
* There’s a pail of whitewash that Taggios
left m the box-; sroom, an nd—

egg !
w remh it, somebody.”
“Bai Jove, Figgins—'"
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“Buck up with the whitewash
“Weally, Figgins, I wegard this as an
extwemely 'wotten vay to tweat a chap
\Vho wants to mvﬂe you to a cwicket week

in the countwy,” said Arthur Augustus
l‘ln-gx.ns star
Se ey T Sehool House juniors, This

the first they had heard of inv:
to_the mokw week at Eastwood.

Bui y knew what he was about.

The s\vell of St. Jim’s could have sub-
mitted to many kinds of punishment with
the stoicism of a Spartan or a Red Indian.
But to have his clothes spoiled, and to be
reduced to a dirty and unpleasant state,
was too much for f;is fortitude.

In such a pass, D'Arcy’s aristocratio
brain worked with unusual quickness.

And the only possible way out of the
difficulty occurred to him, and he acted
upon the idea immediately.

“ What’s that?” demanded Figgins, in-
terested at once.

“My governah is givin’ a cwicket week
at Eastwoo

““\What about it

“I have pcrrmss\on to go and take &
fwiend or tw

“Oh Y said Figgins,

“ At pwesent,” said D’Arey, “ I wegard
you as_a fwiend—or, at lcast, I should do
so if Kerr would kindly wemove his knco
fwom my chest. He is smhn wy shirt and
Vabpliey iy waistcoat.”

“Certainly " said Kerr pnhte'v

fellow whose father giving
cricket week in the country, nnd who hnd
permission to take 2 friend or two there,
was a fellow to be treated with the utmost
politeness.

Arthur Augustus rose to his feet, and
dusted his clothes.

% srud TFiggins.

h boy, unless we should happen
to fall out I wegard you as a fwiend, and

should be vewy plewd to have your'com-

ng Figgins

with pleasure. Only
I couldn’t come without Fatty Wynn and
Kerr.”

“I slm!l be vewy pleased to welcome
them, too.”

“Good egg!"” said Fatty Wynn and Kerr.

And Fatty Wynn smacked his lips. He
hagd - visited Iastwood House before.



12
and he knew what an excellent table was
ftopt thero, ' A vision of a long series of
gorgeous feeds danced before the eyes of
Fatty Wynn,
“IHave you fixed it with the Head?”
asked Figgins,

“Yans, my governah has.”

“ Rippin,

= old Gussy !” murmured Blake.
“ He's saved us from a whitewashing, and
from lookmg a set of first-class goats to tho
School Hou:

Tl suus Wit pleakirE B Figgins,

¢ But—but did you really come over to ask
us, Gnssy 27

“ Not cxu‘tly, de&h bov But—but I
ha\e asked you, so it’s

“Right as rain!” sald I‘xggms heastily.

“ Yes, rather!” chimed in the Co.

““All right, is it?” exclaimed Pratt in-
dignantly. * What about whitewashing
them

My dear chap, I'm not going to white-
wash one of my best chums,” said Figgins.
ook here——""

“ Peace is established in the wigwams
of the redskins,” said Figgins, with a wave,
of the hand. * You chaps can bunk,

& Look here, Figgy——

“ Good-bye !

The juniors who had eﬂ'ected the capture
glared,

This was rather a camher \va to,_treat
them aftor their services, and the invita-
tion to Figgins and Co. did not compensate
them for being deprived of the pleasure of
whitewashing the School House juniors.
Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn were satisfied,
BoE (i wit e very far from being so.

But Figgins was monarch of all he sur-

oyed among the junior portion of the
I\mv House.

“My dear chaps,” he said, “we’ve hcked
the School House bounders, and th
enough.”

“There’s such a thing as tempcving
justice with merey,” added Ker:

“Yes; as Shakespeare wma,y:]r “i¥’s rip-
ping to have a gmnt’s strength but cad-
dish to use it as

&r Gon's think hhukespeare puts it ex-
actly like that, Figey,” grinned Kerr,

Well, that's what be meant, soywa
My dear’ assos, g wo are sirong, e shou d
be merciful. ' We've licked the School

House, atd what more do you want?”
Aad the juviors grumbled snd went.
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“Not so much about licking the School
House I” _cxclaimed Tom  Merry, as ho
dusted hlmsali “We've had a slight re-

verse—"

Do you reverse?”’ murmured Kerr.

“But as for being licked—""

“Yaas, w 1 uttnhly wefuse to
wegard myself as bein’ licke

Figgins grinned.

“You can regard yourself as you hke,
Gussy; you are licked, and that’s enough,”
he said. “Enough for us, anyway. But
never mind that; we're jolly good friends
now. So you want us fo come down for
the cricket week 7"’

“T ask you to come, Figgy.”

“We'll come with pleasure. It's jolly
ripping of you, Gussy, and any_ littlo ups
and downs e may have had will be quite
forgotten, of course, on both sides,” said
Figgins, in the frankest way in tho world.

“That is vewy decent of you, Figgay,”
said D’Arcy, mollified at once. I shall
have to put 1t wathah tactfully to the Flead,
that's all. Pe\»\»n;w I had better go and
see the Head ne

“ Good ! Lct‘s know the verdict.”

“ Yaas, wathah!”

And the School House juniors, looking
very dusty and sheepish, quitted Lnggmss
study.

Figgins closed the door after them, and
then the New House trio grinned at one
another.

“ A week in the councrv " chuckled Fig-
that

gins. “How'’s
“ Ripping " md Kerr.
“What-ho!” said_Fatty Wynn, rubbing

his plump hands. “ Lord Eastwood’s house-
keoping is done on a proper scale, and a
fellow need never be afraid of not having
enough to eat.

“ Trust you to thmk of that, Fatty.”

ell, it's an important matter, isn't
i7" demanded Fatty Wynn.

Meanwhile, the School House raiders
were returning to their own House, feeling
much less important than when they sot
out. They were glad that there were no
fellows on the steps or in_the doorway to
watch them come in, and that they had
mentioned to_no one their intention of
falling upon Figgins & Co. in their own
study and making an example of them.
The' raid had worked out so very differ-
ently from their anticipations.
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CHAPTER 7.
Thereby Hangs a Tale!
RTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY wore
a thoughtful ho\vn as he entered
Study No. 6. He looked at him-
self in the glass, and slowly peeled
off his Jacket and. waistcoat. The other
juniors ~watched  him
furp:
N ren't you going to the Head?” asked

in

Bla

"Yaas wathah I”

“Is that a new dodge—to go in your
shnt sleeves 7"

D’Arcy turned his monocle upon Blake
with a scornful gaze, as the juniors burst
into a general chuckle.

“I wegard your wemark as widiculous,
Blake. I am goin’ to change my waistcoat
and bwush my jacket and genewally set
elf to wights before I go to the Head.”
Oh, 5 see! Then you're not going this

“Yaqs, wathah 1”

“But it’s bedtime in an hour, and it will
take you longer than that to change your
waistcoat and make a final decision about
your necktie.”

Arthur Augustus deigned no reply to that
remark.

He selected a waistcoat and put it on,
and then brushed his jacket, removing
every atom of dust that had lodged upon it
in the combat in Figgins' study.

Then he dusted his {rousers, and gave his
shoes a ru
Now T fecl bettah,” he remarked. “I
shall have to wash my hands, that is all.”

And he lefi the study.

He returned in five minutes, to find the
seven juniors eating fruit.  He looked
as clean as a new pin now.

“Do you think I will do, deah boys?"
he asked.
ey snneycd him eritically.

t depends,” said Lowther.

Tow do you mean, deah boy?”

“I mean, it (mpends upon what you want
to do for. It you'ro thinking of getting
3 top” of an organ yow'll d

y.
wWeally, %o\vthah—

a, ha, ha

“Upon the whole,” said D’Axey, “I don’t
think it’s a good ideah to he slovenly to
£ave time. Pewwaps I had bettah go up
orm. and have a thowough change.”

considerable i
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“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Woeally, you know—"

“Gussy, old man,” said Tom Merry
solemnly, “yow'll do. Yowll do first-rate.
The Head will be simply ravished.

* Weally, Tom Mewwy—

You're as right as rain, Gussy,” said
Blake. “Do go to the Head, and 'et’
have the verdict; we're dying of anxiety.”

“This suspense is killing, as the nigger
remarked when they were hanging him,”
said Monty Lowther.

“Vewy VeIl doah boys, T will go.”

ust a moment,” said Lowther, as

’Arcy was turning to the door. “Is that
a speck of dust on your shoulder?”

He reached over to D’Arcy, and brushed
the shoulder of his ;ac ket,

hat’s all right,” he said.

“Thmk you vewy much Lowthah.”

“Not at all, deah b

And Arthur Augustus left the study. The
juniors burst into a uckle. Monty
Lowther, in brushing that imaginary speck
of dust off his shoulder had inserted a
bent pin into the jacket, and to the pin
was attached a long cord with fragments

of twisted paper tied on it at mtexvnls,‘
in the manner of the tail of a

The kite-tail hung -down behmd Auhur
Augustus, and the end of it trailed on the
foor, as he walked out of the study.

Nobody but Monty Lowther would have
thought of sending D’Arcy into the Head’s
study with that curious attachment trailing
behind him,

“You—yon ass1”
cave him al

”Dun t stop Bt 1 now, said Tom Merry.
“He'll be too late to see the Head if he
doesn’t buck up, after wasting so much
ime, and then we shan’t Jmow till
mornin,

Blake hesitated a _moment

While he hesitated DArcy was lost.

The swell of St. Jim’s having once started
lost no time. He strode along-the Fourth~
Form passage to the stairs.

Some fc][ows who were on the staircase

“Loolk
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muttered Blake.

o | stared at

"3y only hat!” said Kerruish,
at it!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

DAfey paused, jammed his monoclo in
his eye, and stared haughtily at the
S oA R

“Pway ‘acquaint me with the subject of
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your mewwiment, deah boys!” hejabout the matter mentioned to me by Lord
\"Imme Eastwoo

Ha, ha, ha!"

% w ma ave ou cucklin’ at?”
ercby hangs a
b Reseedih

And the junioss yelled again.

Arthur Augustus "had some thoughts of
rushing upon them and giving thew all a
fearful theashing, but ho restrained his
wrath, and went on dowhstairs.

Lefevre of the Fifth was in the hall,
chatting with some other Fifth-Formers,
and they all stopped and stared at the
clegant junior as he passed.

“Great Scott!” said Lefevie.

tail I”

“Ida, ha, ha!”
“My haf! That’s what I say! Ha, ha,
ha!” romed Lefevre.
Arthur Augustus swung round.

‘Ved“y you, wottalis—"

“Ha, ha, ha
Ax thx'r A\l ’ustus swung on.

Fle hadw’t the faintest idea that there

rieble appendage trailing b

the cause of the

"yaas, siv1”

“I shall make no dﬂkulty in g\antm
Lord Eastwood’s request,” said Hoad.
“You are at liberty to visit )our home
for the cricket woek, and to take a friend
or two as Lord Eastwood wi

“Thank you vewy much,
“The seléction of the friend or two may
be left to you, I suppose?” said the Head.
“You wili let me know the names, so tha

e ommunicate them to their Form-

m

"'llmrk you, sir.”

D’Arcy hesitated.

Should he tell the Head then how many
fellows he had decided to take, or leave
Dr. Holmes to mnko the discovery when ho
sent the list

The latter \\ould pxcbably be the safer
course.

“Of course, you will not be limited to ono
friend or two,” said the Head, -with &

smile. “You may take more than that.”
“Oh,  thank you, sirl" said D'Arcy,
xelioved. “You are’awfly good, sir.

Y
“The oaly condition I make is that their

his an
gencra)l Bt gy groeted his

im.
{allo, look there!” exclaimed Gore of
the Shell in the lower passage.
And there was a fresh yell of laughter.
- “xo'\h, dezh boy-——'

“Ha, ha, ha!”
" V\ Hat’s ‘the mattah "
“Ha, ha! Look buhmd you.”

Arthur Augustus swung round, Of course
the tail swung rouzd with him, and he saw
noghing of it,

Weally, Goah—
“Ha, ha, ha!”
The ‘swell of St. Jim’s strode on loftily.
e made up his mind that it was o

rag, and he determined to take no moro
notice of the laughter which greeted him
wherever he passed.

He reached the door of the Head’s study,
and tapped at

< Fiotmies dueo vaics bada hii enter

D'Arcy entored the study.Dr. Holm
glanced up, at him kindly. He could mot
see D'Arcy’s absurd appendago while the
elegant junior was facing him.

oAb T wanted to soo you, D'Arey!” he
remarked. ou have' doubtless’ come

satislied
w l_zh their_progress to raiso no objection,”

looking at
curm-ls!y, as he caught QWM

f te-tail trailing on the carpes
be,mle his_feet. “What—what is that "

o+ What is what, sir?”
h Turn round”
urn wound, sir?”
t once.”
Augustus, . astonished by
order, turned round at once. The
}‘Aic nul follo\\'ed him round with a grace-
u

The Hcdds face relaxed.

He tried to frown, but he could not—
his lips would smile instead, and the smile
became a laugh in spite of himself.

“Dear me! Ha, ha ha! This is very
absurd1”

“Sirt”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

DiArcy swung round again, and again
the tail swept in a circle. This time it
caught on a chair, and D'Arcy heard tho
sound. and swung round to see what it




THE SCHOOLBOYS’

The tail swung away, of course, but
impse of it, and
trying to see what

was.
the junior caug]
mned M

The sight of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
chasing his tail like a kitten was too much

for the Head.
He burst into a hearty laugh.
“Ha, ha, ha

You—you have something
attached to your jacket, D’Arey. This is
most absurd | Come here, and Towill’ fuke
it off for you.

The_junior apploadled and Dr. Holmes
unhooked the D’Arcy’s face was a
study as he hc‘ ld the kite-tail.

“Bai Jove!” he gasped. “Was—was that
fastened to me, six?”

#Yes, It was some absurd trick!"

that is why the fellmvs were
is most absurd,” smd the Ilead.
“Take, it away with y ou, rcy.

And the swell of bt anns loﬂ. the study
with the kite-| tall m his hand, and grim
vengeance in his

CHAPTER 8.
Lowther Makes His Will!
ERE he is!”
“What's the verdict?”

‘H

“Cet it off your chest, G
“Are we all going??
“Get it out!”
“Go it!"
Arthur Augustus adjusted his monocle
vi ) the greatest care, and stared at the
tod juniors in Study No. 6 without
replying.
“Why don’t you speak, image?” de-

mgaded Tom Merry.
it!”

“Gec it out!”

ah mind that maitah now,” said
Augustus.  “Thero is a more

lmnoxi:mc mattah to be settled. Look at

T held up the Kite-tail.
The juniors looked at it with grave faces
ul‘d gl z\t mfmest
L Vell?" said seven voices in uuison at

::\Vell!' said D’Arcy.
wWell " vepeated the seven.
Weally, you  wottahs—="
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“What does the Head say?”

“What’s the verdict?”

‘I went into the Head’s studay with that
widiculous thing hangin’ on to my jacket
lmhmd " said Arthur_Augustus.

“What ~did you that for?” asked
Monty Lowther’ mnoceutly

his question most too much_for
the swell of St. J!ms He remained silent
for at least two seconds, giving tho
humerist of the Shell a withering look.

“Somcbody tied it to my jacket,” he
emd o st

“And when the Head dwew my attention
to it, T chased it wound and wound in the

most widiculous mannah, and even the
Head layghed.”
ha!” roared Blake. “I wish

a,
I l—nd ‘been’ there ! I should lm\e laughed,

And the juniors roared.

“I have been tweated with gwoss dis,
wespect, ‘\nd placed in a widiculous posish,”
said . “I want to know which of
you veattahs tied this thing to my jacket.”

Ha, ha,

l“l z;]m goin’ to give the culpwit a feahful
thwa
And Arthur Augustus pushed back hxu
cuffs an  exceedingly  busin
manner.

-mfy Lowther slipped off the table.

“Do Fou mean that, D’Arcy ?” he asked
solemnl;

- Yaas, wathah !”

T suppose there’s nothing to” be
o saxd Lowther.  “I must take it

2 Dxd you do it, Lowthah 2"

“Then 1 am goin’ to thwash you”

“Hold on a minute,” said Lowther, back-
ing round the tablo with an appearance of
great alarm. “Just a tick—

“I wefuse to ho'd on,” xald" D’Arcy,
following him. am goin’ to thwash
you. 1 wequest you to stand still whilo

Lowlher still backed away, going right

round the study table, and D rey followed

him. The swell of St. Jim’s increased his

speed, and so did Lowther, and the peculiar

race went on, while the junioss yelled with

laughter,

Lm,dmh you ass—"

Hold cn," said Lowther

“I want io
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make a few prepnrnhoﬂs pefore T am slain.
Tom, will you take down my last will!
and testament if 1 dictate it?”

“Certainly | said Tom Mersy, weeping.

“You uttah asses——"

“That’s only fair,” said Blake solemnly.
“You know what a terror you are when
you are roused, Gussy. Suppose you should
slay Lowther by an unlucky ow, as
frcquently happens in novels—'

“Don’t be an ass, Blake!”

"Then what would you feel like if you
had not given him time to make his last
will .md testament 2

duffahb—-"

*1 cLum the right to make my will bAone
I am slain,” said Monty Lowther.
Gus;v refuses, 1 decline the meeting

o

“1Us quite in order, and is doge in the
bes hiling novels,” said Manners.
TFh14 fhiat bloodthisaty avenger back whilo
makes his will !
ally, you fellows—

D'Arcy was held back, and Tom

Merry produced a crumpled sheet of paper |
and & fountain-pen, and Lowther began to

distoto his will.
The last will
Montague Lowther—
“You ass!” shouted D'Arcy, trying to
get past Digby and Manners and Herries,
who wero holding him back.

and  testament of

“You

“Gussy,”
priscd at a fellow of your birth and breed-
ing interrupting a solomn procecding like
t

e Bk severely, “I am sur-

“T wegard you as a wottah.”
“Go on, Lowthe:
“I leave my cricket bat to Tom Morry,
my camera to Arthur Augustus
Adolphus Aubrey D’Arcy—-
ot me get at the Wettah 1"
“With the condition that he does not try
to take his own photo with the camera, as
I do not wish it to be broken,” went on

“I leave my football boots to D'Arcy, if
they are not too small for him—'
“You feahful wottah, (hey re thwee sizes
tog hrgc" howled D'Arcy,
Ha,"ha, ha!
“Order !
“I leave my—"

D'ARCY'S CRICKE

WEEK!

T wefuse to take
procecdings.

1

Enrt in these widiculous
Lowthah, you are an uttah
ttah., wegard you with pwofound

{ contnm

“Don’! c mtorrupt a chap making his last

\u!l Gussy
am \ dllin’ to allow the mattah to
duop, said DA.c;, with an- indignant
glare round the sfudy.
“Hear, hear!”
IF)E you nuologise"’ demanded Lowther.

“Do you '\pologlse7

“You utter ass!

“I am in the hands of my friends in this
" said Lowther, in the best manner
hero. “If it is their opinion
that T can let the maiter drop without
receiving an apmog), 1 shall not insis!

“I wegard you-

“Of course, Gussy ought to apologise,”
said Tom Merry. “Still, ;1 think you might
be maguanimous, and waive the apology.
‘onsider it made.

“Very well; 1 consider you
apologised, D’A:

“You wank out:xduh

“The matter is now seitled,” said Tom
Meryy. “It is settled to the credit of ail
parties concerned, without anybody being
hutt, and with everybody’s honour un-
stained—just like a French duel!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Arthur Angustus frowned _darkly.
juniors chuckled, but the swell of St.
did not join in the chuckle, D’Arcy was
on his dignity.

Blake gazed ab him with an expression
of surprise.

“Is anything the
asked, with solicitude.

“Ol, nothin’ 1" said D’Arcy loftily.

“You are perfectly satisfied with the pro-

to have

matter, Gussy?” ho

ceadings, I supposc, or would you lika
lh"m to_be gnm through again
“Ha, ha, ha!
“Weally, Blak
“Well, then, \\l'nts the verdict? What

“Hurrah!”
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CHAPTER 9.
Wally Wants to Gol
KA\GAROO—othermse Harry  Noble

.

—put his head into Study No. 6 as
the cheer rang along the Fourth
Yorm passage. Tho
looLcd mqumngly at the juniors.
tho row " he asked.
icre hunal\f
Good news,

Cornstalk
“Where-
my son! Hurrah!”
“H pip—?

Wit e it, you asses?”

“Gussy’s guv'nor is giving a ericket
weck at Kastwood, and he's gof the Hud s
permission to_take a friend or
lly good,” said the Ambmlmn junior,
“How fmtunatc that I chummed up \u(h
y the moment T came to St. Jim’s.”

, Kangawoo—""
that we took to each other
king to water, and have been
inseparablo ever since.

ove !

“You know, I have al“a)s liked and
admired Gussy, and tried to—to tie my
necktic as he docs,” said Noble, “I'm so
glad you've got permission to take a friend
or two, Gussy. Of course, I'm thc Irmnd
—tlmy mo can’be anybody you please.”

then

e said, old chap.
“Geat Scott!”
“When arc you
“'Fo-movwor,

“What train 2"

T'll come.”

starling ?
nt——

Wylcombe.

“The , thweothitty  fwom
LY right; Tll be ready.”

“Weally-

“Any of you fellows coming?” asked

Kangatos, \u'h an affable look at the grin-
ning_ juniors
S8 Tew, eald Tom Merry, laugh-

ng.

“Tho friend or two amounts to nine
chaps so far,” said Blake, “Blessed if 1
idn't be a tenth.”

inj

MaLc it ten, Gussy.”
rthur Augustus smiled,

“Well, as a m:tlnh of fact, Kangawoo is
a weally wippin’ ewicketah. He bowls vewy
ncﬁhly as well as I do—"

Awtilly. neatly;
mmcd ’I‘om Merrv
his battin’ anc bad——?"

" "I‘Thdnks awfully,” said '[\angnrco grate-
ull;

it not quite,” mur-
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“Not at all, deah boy. I am only statin”
the facts,” said D'Arcy. “I don’t know
there will be twouble in
mornin’  when the Head discovabs how
many chaps are goin’, but I suppose it
will be as oasy to take ten as nine.”

““Yes, rather

“Thon 1 Sh’l“ be
you, Kangawoo!”

Shake” said the Cornstalk.

He grasped D’Arcy’s hand, and gave it
a squeeze that made the swell of St. Jim's
jump clear of the floor with a wild howl,
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to take

vewy

“Ow! Ow! Yow! Yawooh!”
-Ansthing the matter 1
“Yawoo Eand 1

ol P B o sertled miely,” said
Kangarco. “Pll go and tell Glyn and

And he went down the
ling, Arthur Augustus D
his injurcd band tenderly.

“I am wathah inclined to HnnL
Kangawoo was japin’ me,” he said
yeally think I ought to give him a lcah[ul
th\m

“Is it a custom of yours to th

assage,
Fates

tlmt

h your

gucsts"” asked Monty Lowther inno-
“Weatty, Lowthah—"
“Ha, ha,

Arthur Augustuz turned en  indignant

glance upon the Terrible Three as they
quitted the study, to return to their inter-
rupted prep. to finish it.

Blake glanced doubtfu!l

“I don’t know whether i
doing tho prep.,” he remarked;
less_if we're gom)} to-morrow.

“Vaas, watha

“If anything goes wrong, it’s better to
have the prep. doue,” sai igby
cautiously.

“Besides, it will look as if we want to
do all we can,” said Herries. ““After all,
it isn’t much, if we're going to have a
week’s holiday.”

“Yaas, wathah!

And they got on.

But that prep. was fated to be inter-
rupted again. I‘hc:c was a sound of snap-
ping and yapping in tho passage, and the
door was opencd, and Wal rey
minor of the Third Form—came in with
Pongo under his arm,

Ho clesed the study door quickl,

“You don't mind my Wying low in here

at the table.
omh while
“It’s use-

I

Let’s get on
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o few minutes, do you, chaps?”
aueried the hero of the Third affably,

“ Weally, Wally

“You - sce, Pnugos forbidden in the
Hoiise, but, of course, I have him in the
Form-toom’ after lessons,” said Wally,
ke to sco tho school where T couldn’t
baye Pongo in to falk i

o g0t out into tho passage, and he's
tripped v Kildare,” said. Wally, col-
ared him and ran. I believs Kildsre's

Ioel for him
" You goung bounder, and _you've
brought hun in here!” exclaimed "Blake

weathhy
Walls b Reldl w B Fug-eanitously,

*What the—

“I can hcar Klldare coming "
"Bu(m bunle,”

“Can

hodspot me.  Whero can I
Thin i the
“or in Gussy’s bat
T uttebly wefuse to have that howwid
shoved inte my hatibor

Wally grinned, and darted towards the

cu pLonrd said
box.

ied Pongo inside—Pongo going

o push
sy uawillingly,  apparently sceing no
reaton why ko should hide—and closed
the door. Ho leancd against the door in

attitude of assumed carclessness.

*Yes, Gussy,” he said in a_loud voice,
as_the study door opened, “I shall cer-
tai l  coma home for the cricket woek——"

iy, Waliy—

I\vl(mm _of

i
ol teapered now & Dethaps  stanblng
or Wahys dog in the passage had nof
uaproved his temper.

' minor here s
s that dog?”

Ah, bere you

id 2
T fell om Pougd in the passage.”

“Did y
1 dld”’ Tou red Kildare.

Yes,

mrt,” he_exclaime; “You
vou are not allowed to have that
Whero

in the house, D'Arcy minor.

“The brate ran upstaivs.”
“Did

“ And 1 saw you in the upper passage.’”

“Did you?”

*Where is_that dog?”

Seratch! Scratch! ~ Scratch!

It was Pongo inside the cuphoard, try-
ing to get out. Blake & Co. grinned.
Kildare uttered an exclamation.

“Why, you young rascal, you havo him
in_the cupboard there!”

Wally tnmcd red.

“Open that door!” commanded Kildare.

Wally epcned the cupboard door. Pongo
frisked out in great glee, and barked. He
ran between Arthur Augnst\w legs, and
nearly upset the swell of Jim’s.

“So he was here all
Kildare grimly.
on see—"

“Come to my study, D’Arcy minor.”

“Yowre not going to whack Imwo,
said Wally, gathering his shag«y fmounm
up in his_arms protectingly. oug

him in. You can lick me if you lxk: B

Kildare smiled_grimly.

'“lhaL’s what I'm going to do.

the "Gms 1 said

Tollow
D’ rey minor made a grimace as tho
captain of St. Jim’s quitted the study.
“Curious thing that I'm always in hot
water,” he exclaimed. “People scem to
pick on mo because 'm harmless and in
offensive.
“Yes, rather {” said Blake, with a grin.
“Mind, that beast is trying to get away!”
“Quiet, Pongo! Look here, Gussy, I
have heard from the dad about that cricket
week at home, and it seems that ho hasn’t
made it a ?Olllt to ask the Head for me to

wy pwob.”

“Somo rot about my not being suffi-
ciently well reported by my Formmasier,
to justify mm in making such a request,”

“Yaas, 1 ose $0.”

“Of ‘course, 1ts all pifflo. Selby never
gives me good reports. He dislikes mo for
some reason.”

*Ha, ha, ha!” roared Blake. *Perhaps
it was' because you covered him with tar

on
“Well, that was really only a joke.”

“ You ' couldn’t expect” Selby to have a
sufliciently developed sense of humour to
appreciate it as it des rved,” said Dlake,
¥ith a shake of the hea

“Well, it's rotten et T e to have
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feave,” said Wally. “Of course, I'm
ing.”
5% sowwy, Wally, but it seems to mo

imposs.

“Xildare told you to follow him, Wally,”
suggested Dighy gently.

“Well, I'm goi . The guv'nor has
left it to the discretion of the Head and
my Form-master whether I am allowed to
go,” said Wally.

“Then you had bettah behave yoursclf,
deah boy.”

“I was thinking of that,” said Wally.
“If I set up as a shining light in the
Third Form, and drew all eyes upon me

by my goodness and meekness, like Georgie
in the  story-book, it might
there_isn i

my line.
Mg

Work—only

% Besides, it isn’t in

t much time,

You see, I must go,
and I shall have to work it somchow. I
wshould hate to have to do a bolt.”

“I uttshly weluso my permish. for you
to do a bolt, Wally.”
“Rats! Look here, Gussy. I want you

to write a persuasive letter to the guv’nor,
and at the same time put it sweetly to the
Head.”

“ But—-

“Tll be on my best behaviour, and win
golden opinions” from all sorts of peoplo,
like that chap in Virgil—or was it

omer ?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Blake.
Shakespeare.”

“Well, T knew it was one of the old
bounders,” said Wally  irreverently.
“Well, that’s my littlo game. Sce?”

D’ Arcy minor

It was Kildare’s voice from the

“It was

dis-

there's Kildare doing  vocal
I shall have to cut. But I shan’t
see you again before bedtime, so I must
finish now,” said Wally.

 Weally, Wally—"

“Now, don't you begin, Gusl It's too
bad of you to waste time talking when
there isa’t a minute to sparc. Remember
what I want you to do, that’s all. I'm
going to play gentle Georgie, and win
golden opinions.  Then, if I can’t come
Yith you to-morrow, I shall be able fo

a day or two later. Sce?”

(Rl

“Yaas, b
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can hear Kildare coming,” said

=

"y
Blake.

“My only Aunt Jane! I—"

Wally mado for the door just as Kildaro
reached it again. The captain of St. Jim's
frowned into the study.

“I think I told you to follow me,
D’Arey minor,” he said.

“ Just coming, Kildare, Ow?”

The St. Jim's captain fock a firm grasp
upon Wally’s ear with his finger and
thumb, and led him from study.
Wally ‘wriggled painfully, and Pongo took
advantage of tho diversion to skip out of
his arms and dash iberty.

“Ow 1» murmured Wally. “You needn’t
hold mo so tight, Kildare; I'm not going
to_bolt.”

Dut Kildare's grip did not relax’ till he
had led the scamp of the Third Form info
his study. There he took down a canc,
and the next five minutes were decidedly
painful for D’Arcy minor,

CHAPTER 10
dolly Good!

« HERE'S Wally ?”
\x} Tom Merry asked the ques-
tion on_the following morning.
The Shell and thé Fourth
Form had come out after morning lessons,
and Tom Merry & Co. had gathered to-
gether, in the highest spirits.
1t was a glorious de they were to
have a glorious week, and what moro could
they desire to_ make them happy ?
“Where’s Wally 7
“I weally don’t know,” said D’Arcy.
“The Third Form are out, but Wally
docsn’t "appeah to bo in the quad, with
them.”

“I dow't think he's gone out,” said
Kengaroo.
“Where is the young duffer, then?

Here's young Jameson. Jameson, wherc's
Wally?”

“In tho Form-room.”

“Bai Jove! What is he doin’ there ?””

“Rubbing his hands.”

“Wubbin' his hands! What for?”

“ Better ask him.”

And Jameson went out. D'Arcy turned
his monocle on his chums in great sur-
he

prise.
“1 hardly compwehend this,” re-
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marked,  “Why on caith should Wally
stay in the class-woom to wub bis hands?”
“Let’s go and sce. anyway.”

They hurried to the Third-Form toom.
Sure enough, Wally was_there. Ho was
sitting on a form engaged as Jameson had
said, rubbing his hands together slowly
and ruetully. " Ho gronied as “he looked up
at, Tom Mery &

ked 5 nsked Tom
replied \\a)'y,

20

With  equal

-'Bmlvr"
W
“{Vhat for?” asked Digby.
“Tya. hoon in troubles
“Tverything’s gone wrong. Selby’s slated
me awiully to the Head, and D've becn
i I'm gated for a fortnight, and
there’s not the ghost of a_chance of get-
ting leave to go home for the cricket

said Wally.

“What a giddy chapter of misfortunes!”
said Monty Lowther

ai Jove,. its watbah wotten! said
Arthur Augustus.

“I should say it is}” said Wally. “This

is what comes of trying to bo 500, T

the first timo Tye ever tried i
Ha, ha, ha
“And 3t doesw’t pay. Tm jolly well
never going to be beastly good again !
“1ts wathh unfortunate,” wid Arthur
Augustus  distressfully,
ShiE e soint Home. 1o te wwiust wesk
now, Wally.”
Welly euortod
2% he said.  “That's all you
Tm going to work it some-

L) ussy

“T hope you are not thinkin’ of boltin’ 7’
said Arthur Augustus, “The nMuh would
only send you stwaight back, Wal
it somehow, T tell yau!"

@ will, deah boy.
vour hands do not hurt.”

Wally sniffed.

P'm rubbing them for fun,” he

remarked.

“Weally, Wally—"

“Oh, scat!” ¥

Waily was evidently mot in a mood t
be condoled with. The juniors left him
rubbing his bands.

‘they wore sory for Wally; but there

I twust"
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1was no doubt that it was his own past
\dmmquencms that caused ucl

had been more accustomed to try-
ing co be good, probably it would have
como casier to him, and would not have
led to such an unfortunate scrics of catas-
trophos,

“Look here, Gussy,” said Kangarco.
“You'd better cut in and sce the Head,
and let’s have the veldxcc aboub that list
yowve got for him.”

D’Arcy shook his head.

“Tll send in the list by Binks,” he said.
“It will save a personal interview, “luch
might be awkward undah the cires.”

Leave it till after dinner,” said T¢
Merry. “Better to cn(,ah the Head in tha
best, posqb]e temper.

“Yaas,

athal h'

thoughtfnl of you.”

And the juniors dnd what packing they

had to do, and persuaded Arthur Augustus

that a couple of large bags would answer

his purpose, instead of burdening the party
with a trunk,

As he was going home, he did neg Gaed
a hat-box, which was a great relicf, for it
appearcd that he had a reserve of toppers
under the parental roof.

After the dinner, Arthur Augushxs made
out the list of the “friend or two™ who
were to go with him to Last\\ocd‘

cre were ten names on the list, and
when it was written out D'Arcy locked at
it with [ moughcml ey

“Bai rem d.  “The Head

"That is weally vewy

? he r
may thm‘ St i wathah: codl sof e, Fen
now.”

uSo it is1” said Tom Merry cheerfully.

“Weally-

“But that’s all nghb Ii there’s any
objection, you must pile it on that your
pater will bo awfully pleased, and that you
expected to take your dearest friends—"

ai

“Binks, come here, old man! Give him
a tanner, Gussy, and lot him toke the

School House page, who was passing
just umu, took the paper and the sixpence,
with a grin,

“Take that to the Head, Binks,” said
D'Arcy anxiously, “and bwing me back his
answer, if there is cne. But don't tell him
T expect an answer.”

Binks grinned.
“Werry well, Master D'Arcy.”
And be vanished.




THE SCHOOLBOY!

The juniors vaited patiently in the School
House hall for his return. Figgins & Co,,
who were just as anxious as_the School-
House fellows, came in and joined them.

. 1t was three minutes before Binks returned.

“Any 7 demanded eleven voices

answer?
in, unison.

The ’Ead wants to see Master D’Arcy
in his study,” said Binks.

Arthur Augustus sighed.

“Now for the tug-of-war!” he murmured.
“Pifch it to him tactfully, Gussy, old
man!

“Yass, wathah! You can wely upon my
unsin’ the pmpsh amount of tact and judg-
ment, deah

And Ar(ImJ Augusms took his way to
the Head's

Hc apped mmdly on ‘the door, and
enter Dr. Holmes was sitting with the
pu pe!‘ in his hand. Ie glanced at D'Arcy
over his spectacles.
“Ahem, D’ Arcv’
Ean prcunscd nc

Is this the—er—the list

T35 mot mam a long one?™
“ Weally, sir—

vo you put down the names of all
miors you would like to take with
3 askod ‘tho Head, with a elight tinge
of sarcasm, which was quite lost upon
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

“I should like to take Weilly, sir, and
Kewwnish, and Evans, and Hancock, and
Patt, and young Jones, sir, but—but
dhouglit 1 ought to be modowato, sir.”
he Head coughe
A outa e ke Clifion Dane, sir,
and Glyn, and Goah, and Skimpole,” and

“Ahem! You need nob continue, D'Arcy.
T have no doubt you would like to take
{he whole junior”portion of the Scliool

'fYMs, wathah, sir 1
olmes smiled.

? uppose, therefore, T may look upon
this list as really moderate?” he sa

“I am glad you look:upon  in that
light, cir,” caid D’Arcy, looking greatly
ved. | Thank you vewy much, sir
But—but—1 did not sa

hould not like you think T was im-

" upon your gweat kindness, sir,” said
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D’Arcy. "I am glad you wegard the list as
modewate.”

“D'Arey 1”

“I can only thank you vewy much, sir, in

the name of my fwiends and mysclf,”

qulho Head looked hard. at tho clegart

o was quite serious. Helmes

hesnmd a fow moments, tummg o panite
over in_his hands.

“Very well, D’Arcy,” he said.  “The
number you were to take was nob specificd
cither by your father or mysclf. Derhaps
I sheuld have Deen a little moto precie
T consent—and T hope you will have a mosk
enjoyable week.”

“Thank you vewy much, sir, T—"

“Well 17

“Ii you would allow me to say a word for
Wally, minah—>" faltered  tho

siv—my
swell of St. Jim's.
r. Holmes shook his head decidedly.
“Tmpossible, D'Arey! His record for tho
last twenty-four hours is worse than it has
ever been, and he has greatly incensed
his Form-master. s been in trouble
with his Ilm\semutnr, his German-master,
his head prefect, and his Form-master, and
really he is much more deserving of pinish-

ment then of a holiday. ~ Goodbye,
D'Arcy 1

“Good-bye, sir, and thank you vewy
much 1

And D’Arcy left the Head’s study.

He returned to his chums.
t’s all wight, deah boys!”
“List pms;ed u“x;mmmus]y’/“ asked Kane
garoo,

i Ya:~ 1
ood

wathah

“I'm only sowwy about Wally,”
D' Aucy, and he went in search of bid minor.

Wally heard of his major's last appeal
for him with a grin,

“It’s all right, Gussy,” ho said. “You've
done your best, and jow're a good littlo

= Wally 1
T shall manage it comehow.”
.ell, hope you will,” s 3 dnthor
Augustus, after quite a_long pauso: “and
if you do come home, Wally, I shall givo
u a feabful thwashin' for that diswe-
Spectful wemark you have just made.”
Whereat Wally chuckled.
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CHAPTER 11.
A Raitway Tragedy!
rrHE rest of St. Jim's was busy with
l afterncon lessons  when  Arthur
Augustus and his_ friend or two-

numbering eleven in all—made thei
vay to the gates “of St. Jim’ s, ea,c‘m of them
carrying one or more bags.

Tom Moty & Co. hnmped down to tho
station in a merry par

Avthur Augustus was Tl thinking of his
minor, but he could not help admmmg that
it was a comfort not to have Pongo attached
to the party,

" Of course, 'm awfly fond of dogs,” he
remaiked; “but Pongo is like Towsah, and
he ha: no wespect whatcwh for a fellow’s
twou:

'I'm\ser would have liked to come,” said
5. “I don’t feel half snfe abcut him,
leaving him to Taggles to f

“Towser wouldn't have ]xl;ed the result
il he had come,” said Blake. “He would
have been found drowned in the lake at
EFastwood.”

" Look here—""

“Yaas, wathah! I must say that the
partay is wathah impwoved by the absenco
of Pongo and Towsah,”

Herries grimted.

“Bloss Towser and Pongo!” said Fatty
Wynn. hope you fellows have brought
¢ sandwiches.”

“I thought I saw you laying in a supply
of gi ub at the tuck- shop,” :;.ui Tom Merry.
y Wynn looked alarm
(n. no! That was on‘y a little snack
for mywh‘ * he said, and he glanced down
at a somewhat bulky parcel that swung on
s arm. “Of course, I'd share out with
vou fellows like a shot if you want any,
but T got only cnough for myself, as a
matter of fact. In fact, I didn't get quite
engugh, becatse the funds wouldn's run
to it.”

‘iggins looked at the bulky. parcol.
You must have a good bit there!” he

wm:\lknd
id Tatty Wynn innocently.

"o;.lv tly\cc pork pies, “some chocolate
cofsteak pudding, half a nozc'\
harilUniled cees, 9 Butrnes cke halt
dozen_dough-nuts, and a pound of i
useuits, nnd ,some nuts.”

Bai Jove

“Ha, ha, ha”‘

Youll be famished before we get to
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Eastwood, if that's all you've got,” said
Monty Lowther sympathetically,

“ Yes, I hope you chaps have some sand-

wlchcs, said Fatty.
Ha, ha, ha!”

They reached the station and boarded
the local train for Wayland, At Wayland
Junction they had to change, and as there
was ten minutes to wait, Fatty Wynn paid
a visit to the buffet.

The_juniors entered the train, seeuring
a carriage to themselyes—which was protty
well crowded by. them—and Figgins and
Kerr looked anxiously for Fatty.

“The ass1” Tiggins exclaimed.
lose «hc tra

1 for him!”

"rmy you ass!”

oo-ee!” roared K:mgamo

“This way, Fatty

“Buck up!”

“On the balll”

And still Fatty Wynn did not appear.
was_cvidently foo deeply and seriously oe-
cupied at the buffet to hear or hued the
calling,

Figgins jumped out of the train and
beckoned to Kerr.
have to fetch him!” he ex-
“Come on! Mind vou don’t let
them start without us, Tom Merry !

“T'll do my bedt. Buck up!”

Figgins and Kerr rushed off to the buffct.,
It was a considerable distance down the
platform, and the porters were s\lmmmg
the doors of the train as they reached i

hey rushed in.

Fatty Wynn standing at the counter.
Ho had just paid a half-crown, and there
was a penny change: and Fatty Wynn was
debating in his mind what he would have
for that penny. It never occurred to him
to_put the penny in his pocket,

o :

“IIe’ll

s starting” roared Figgins.
Oh! Ow! Leggo!”
Kerr and Figgins seized

They rushed him violently
refreshment-room, at 2 sy

breath away. Fatty Wynn, at tho last
moment; had snatched up_'a bun, de-

ciding upon that, but in doing so e had
let fall his parcel of provisions, w
sopon the Toers: Wiaion and Koms

Ho .
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i out of the buffet too quickly for him to
Siyecover it

me struggled as
G ‘lugold on—-"

i “Ass! Buck up "
“But my g
“Shovo him along 1”

! “Buck up!” roared Tom Merry, from the
apen carriage door.  Buck up! Pup it

they whirled him

“Yaas, wathah!”
! Fatty Wynn, still breathlessly resisting,
was whirled on by his chums towards the
train. porter ran along shouting:
“Stand back there! Stand back!”
* “Quick I” muttered Tom Merry.
“Wun like anythin’, deah boysl”
Figgins gasped as he whirled Fatty Wynn
to the carriage door. ] Wwas graspe
from within, and shoved frum wlthout and
went headlong into the car
Figgins i e e him,
as the train began to move.
The guard slammed the doo:
“My hat'” gasped Flggms. "“That was
& narrow squeak!”
“Yaas, wath
“You asses!” roared Fatty Wynn. “You

vhuﬂ}l)sl You frabjous cuckoos!”

“You ass! You'vo left the parcel be-
hind "

“The what

: “The parcel o grub! My grub! Now I
haven’t any|

. The juniors looked at the wildly-excited
Tatty, and burst into a roar of laughter.
The fat Fourth-Former sat on the floor_of
the carriage, staring ab them in withering
indignation,

CHAPTER 12
D’Arcy Arrives with a Friend or Twol
0M MERRY & CO. laughed, and
laughed agai
They conld not_help
Fatty Wynn pxcked lumself up,
1yAh a gruut,

asses!” he said. “What the
dickens am T to do for grub on the journcy

‘hope yow've brought a decent lot
,"that's all. I shall want
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The train was whisling out of the old
town of Wayland, gathering speed as it
went. Tho lnughter of the junics min
with the rolling and whirling of the expr
“Ha, ha, h

“You frab]ous asses! I shall be awfully
hungry 17

““Hero you are, desh boy!” said D'Arey,
opening onc of his bags. " Pway leave me a
couple—two will b ncugh fos mo, - Wa
shal o a good early suppah at East-

wood.”

“Right-ho 1"

Tatty Wynn started on the sandwich
Ten minutes later }m »mco was heard again.

“Guszy, old man!

“Yﬂuq deah hoy l”

“I suppose a couplo of Figgy's sand-

vuches will do for you mstend of your

Certzinly.”

“Tha"s Iucky, as I've finished the lot.
T forgot

"Gv\c'xt Scott! Nevah mind, Wynn, you
wom't bo hungwy again before we got to
Eastwocd, that's one comfort,

But Arthur Augustus was wrong. Fatty
Wynn was ready for a meal by the tinio
the juniors were ready to sample the pro-
visions they had brought They shared out
with him, of course, and Fafty took the
lion’s share.

i \’\ hu time do we get into Eastwood?”

o
L We]] ‘there will be a conveyance at the
station to moet us” said D'Arey. “Wo
shall get in pwetty early in the evemng
Through the dusk of tho summer ovoning
the train rushed on. It was dark w
fhiay: stornod a6 lsst. and chanaes
local line which took them to

O Vb Biais, B Highms mods Eens e

tened upon him ab once.

“Leggol” growled Fatty,
mmntes to wait, and——

nd yowre going to
inned Figgins.

“Yaas, wathah!”
“Look here—" &
“You can talk till yowre black

face, my son!” chuckled Figg

yow're ot going to leave us Tor

part of a tick.
t—

“There's three

wait with usi”

.m

he tcu\‘l

uf
“This way !
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And Faity “ynn was blmdlcd into the
local train, and started. He cast
pathetic glance sosui the carriage.

“Any of you got a slab of toffce, or

anything ?” he aski
Monty Lowther felL in his pocket,
k chocolate do?"” he asked.

"Yes yes! Hand it over!”

Monty Lowther handed over a cake of
milk chocolate. TFatty Wynn scized it, and
jammed it straight into his mouth.

- “'The Falstaff of St. Jim's grinned: he
could afford to grin so long as the milk
chocolate tasted. But it was gone in a
minute or two.

Uu-n Fatty an counted_the minutes,
The n stopped at last. The crowd of
]umms bumuu? out, and found a convey-

ance waiting for them. The coachman

stared at the crowd that bundled out of
the station laden with bags. The trap was
largo cnough to hold four with comfort,
or six at a pinch, There were cleven.

He touched his hat to D’ Arcy.

“His lordship said—that—

“Bai Jove, I weally ought to have wmhed

to the go\cumh, said D’Arcv “He
expectin’ me  wit] iend or two, oi
course. That twap \vont hold us.  Get

xmodéer twap at the inn, Joyce, and buck
up, ”

“Yes, Master Augustus!”

““Let s start first in {his one,” murmured
Faity Wynn; but Figgins stamped on his
foot, and they waited for the others.

The sccond trap was soon forthcoming,
and the two vehicles rolled off in the dark-
ness of tho scented country lanes towards
the great houso of Eastwoo

“Here we are, Fatty!” exc].umed Figgins
encour zxcnglv as they rolled in at the lodge

And Faity \\*ynn brightened as the lights
of iastwood Tfouse burst upon his sight.
Ie thought ot the supper waiting within
those hospitable walls, and smiled.

The roll of wheels was evidently ‘hoard in
the house, for the great deor was opencd,
and a handsome old gentleman with a white
moustache_appeared in the wide, lighted
hall to welcome the swell of St. Jim’s.

“Bai Jove! It's the governah!”

The juniors alighted.

Lord Eastwood was wearing & wel oming
smile. 1t clowly changed to a look of amaze-
mm as the crowd of juniors came into

“Dcat me !’ murmured Yis lordship.
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“How are you, patah ?” D’Arey.
affectionately, = “T've awwived all wight,|
you sce, and I'vo bwought a fwiend or
ivou

His lordship recovered in a moment.
.1 seo you have, Arthur,” he replied.

1 am glad to sec’ you—and your friend
or two.  Please come in, my boys—all
friends of my son are welcome here, Yand T
am heartily glad to see you all?”

And Lord LN“ cod shook hands cordially
with Tom Merry &

“Your pater’s a bnck » said Tom Merry,
as they went in to supper; to which remark
the swell of St. Jim's Teplied cheerfully:

‘Ya.as wathah "

A few minutes more, and Fatty Wynn
was happy. He smiled sweetly over the well-
spread board, and did not leave off eating
Hll it was fimo to go o bed; and they
Figgins and Kerr had to use almost forco
to detach him from the supper table.

“Well,” said Tom Merry, as he kickes.
off his boots that night. “This is ripping =
You're a brick, Gussy, and your governor's
a brick, and 1 "rather think we're going to
have a jolly ericket week!”

And Tom Merry was right. -

CHAPTER 13,

Well Bowled, Lovell!
HE Eastwood House party were a
l very cheery crowd. Lord Conway’s
cricket team was composed of young
amateurs of some note in the world
of cricket, together with a young pro-
fessional named Lovell. Lovell had been
cngngcd by Lord Eastwood to give strength
to the Imu«c team for the cricket week, He
was a ~class bowler who had done
execution among county bats on tho
historic ground at Lord’s. Moreover, tho
young professional had a very pleasant
manner, and he quickly won the favour
of the St. Jim’s juniors by cheerfully put-

ting them up to many useful cricket
wrinkles.
On the first morning some of the

cricketers were plmtmng at the nets, and
Lovell gave a taste of his quality. He was
bowling to Lord Conway, and in a couple
of minutes he had twice knocked the bats-:
man’s wicket flying. The St. Jim's follows{
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{ooked on in admiration, and Lord Conway
laughed as his wicket fell the second time.

“Jolly good, Lovell " he called out.

“Glad you are sahsﬁcd sir.”

“Bai Jove, he's a wonderful bowlah, and
an awlly decent chap,” said Arthur
A\| ustus’ D’Arcy.  “As a mattah of fact,
oys, I could not stand up to his
bo“lm vewy long myself.”

“You couldu’t,” agreed Monty Lowther.

“Weally, Lowthah—>

“Here, take the bat, Berkeley!” ex-
claimed Lord Conway, as a tall, handsome
cricketer camo down from tho houso.
9Let’s see how you can stand up to Lovell’s
bowling.”

Berkeley took the bat with a slight shrug
of the shoulders.

He was a handsome man, but there was
o look about his face that would not have
prepossessed a closo obscrver in his favour.

o said close observer would have con-
cluded that Cecil Berkeley was an arrogant
man, given to thinking a great deal of ﬁ|m-
sclf, and to thinking too little of others,
cspecially if they happened to bo below
him m social station.

at tho professional bowler
w:th a glance that Lovell appeared not to
notice, though Tom Merry saw it, and
knitted his brows,

To Berkeley, a professional bowler evi-
dently was of about as much account as a
cricket bat or a set of stumps.

He laughed lazily.

“I don’t think Lovcll will take my wicket
cnsnIIy, he remarked.

he’s a wonder.”
“Hang it all, Conway, don’t tell me you

let a professmnnl bowler knock out ‘the

hest amateur bat in the team,”

i Well, Lovell has knocked meo out

wice.”
“’llxen it’s time somebody stood up for

the 1n.mn(0u|s, said Berkeley. “Let hi

*Lord Conway frowned a lttle.
Berkeley’s manner, without having any-
thing in it that_could actually be com-
plained of, was disdainful towards the pro-
fessional cricketer, which was all the more
unpleasant becauso Lovell, being paid for
is sorvices at Eastwood House, was not in
& posmon to resent it.
at chap Berkeley is wathah a
bOundah » Arthur Augustus confided to his
“He doesn't tweat Lovell desently.
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As a mattah of fact, Lovell can play his
liead of at cwicket.”
t's caddish to take the upper hand of

a mnn who can’t hit back,” said Tom

s, wathah 1”

“Just what I was thinking,” Figgins
remarked.

“Who's Berkeley, anyway?” asked Kerr,

“He belongs to an awf'ly old family,”
said Arthur Augustus. “All wight on that
score.”

“Traces his descent a long way_ back,

¢h?” said Kangaroo, “I wonder if his gocs
further back than mine.”

“That depends, deah boy. How far
dogs yours go

“As far as Adam and Eve,” said tho

Cornstalk wnaus]y “Further back than
that, it’s Imc in antiquity.”

“Ha, ha

“Pway dont wot, deah boy.”

“Tm not rotting,” sa)d Kangaroo. “If
Berkeley con trot out a longer pedigreo
than that, Tll give h)m beet, but it’s my
belief he can’t.”
ha!”

“He’s an amateur ewicketah,” said
Arthur Augustus, changing the subject.
“He plays for his county, you know.”

“Oh, T know,” said Kerr. “One of those
giddy ‘amateurs, I supposs, who picks up
tiwice as much-in expenses as a professional
pxcks up in wages.”

Well, pewwaps so. I belicve he’s a
wathah expensive chap,” said D’Arey. “I
can’t say 1 hke him myself much; but he's

a good bat.”

Tom Merry was silent.

He knew that in giving a ericket weok,
Lord Eastwood \voulg be guided rather by
the cricket form of the young men among
his guests than by any other consideration,
Asln. cricketer, Berkeley was doubtless all
right.

But his manner in speaking to Lovell was
very different from Lord Conway's, and it
was not what Tom Merry would have called
decent.

The_juniors watched the bowling with
great interest.

here was so much swagger about Cecil
Berkeley as he went to the wicket that
they woro all prepared to be pleased if his
wicket went
nd down it
__The first ball from Lovcll knocked it to
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ieces, and Bcrkeley started and stared at
his recl! stumps in angry astonishment.
That ho s angry  cond hardly be
di nused—-m Tact, ho “took littlo trouble to

ey clapped his hand.

“Wull bowled 1”

“Yes, well bowled, indeed,” said Lord
Conway. “Tad you there, Bcrkcley

Borkdcy Dbit his 1\p

‘It was a fluke,” he said

“Let him try again,” said Lord Conway
with a grin,

Lovell took the ball that was tossed back
to him. His lips were sct in a tight line,
frem_ which Tom Moy gathered that ho
was inwardly, if not outwardly, rufed by
the manner of the ewaggering amateur, and
meant to gna Be)l\eley the hottest bowling
he was capable

Berkoley <tocd well on the defensive.

But he was no good against that ball.

1t broke in at an impossible angle—or so
ths batsman deemed it—and swept his
middie-sturmp out of the ground

Borkeley uttered an oaf

“I'm out of form to- day'” he oxclaimed
angrily, and he threw the bat on the crease
and walked away towards the house.

Lovell sm

Lord Conway’s brows came together.

He

ias surpeiseit Yhit & fallow:shiomel Togs Fis
temper. 8 _casily,

and he was annoyed at

“Yowre in

ssondestul Torw, T cnly hope the Gipsies’
ickets will fall as casi

iors of Bt Jirs strolled away.
chuckled.

. CHAPTER . .

nso of Parsonal Dignityl

+ ton the next day that Athur

g had been look-

“thon, g;m al $23 soms thm, zose sud-
and carefully arranged -his

3

m;wome “in his eye.
“Yon 3 coming out?” he said.
1" said’ Tom Merry cheer-

said manrcrs “I've got

“I've been ta-:mg photographs for two

days,” he o got a lot of ripping
pictures. I'vo got that-ohap Lovell ot the
wick ¢ mahmg a lato cut thai was a
perd d 1 believe it’s come out
all ¢ Then Tve o, him bowling, 1
took a series of smaps in the Woodford

o o
inatehwhon B, . e At brith
got Mz, Berkeley——"

And Manners laughed,

“What's the joke, deah boy ?””

“Ob, I spapped Berkeley muffing a catch,

Then I've

ou young scamp!” said Lord Conway,

who happened to overhear the remark.

“You may as \\'e]l leave that negmve un-

developed till you're back at school.”
Manners grinne

“So I will,”” he sai
“Peowwaps you want mind leavin’ the
development ovah_a bit, Mnrmahs," said

Arthur_Augustus D’Arcy.
want all you fellows fo come o
“YWhat's on 1"

“1 will explain.”
“Oh, all righ
Cool’s 1 sai
And the juniors “of S.
D'Arcy ou
They were all looking and feeling vory
clisarfal, with, petlisps. the bxception, of
Herries, who had a thoughtful cloud upon
his brow, Jack Blake slapped his chum on
the shoulder.
“Pormy for your thoughts, old man!” hs
remarked.
Herrios started a little.
“0b, T was just thinking!”
“ Anything ‘wrong 2’
“T Hope not.”’
Blake ‘stared at him
You hope not. What do you mean 1",
1 was thinking of Towser.”
“0h, Towser "
soid Hervies, a little nettled;
You_know, T trust Taggles {0
foed him when I'm away from the school,
and once when T was sway Taggles gave
hir the wrong kind of biseuits.’

“1 particulably

Follow the man from
sty Lowther.
Jim’s followed

e grinned.
i hasaia.
NG it vt exactly awiul? soid

Herries seriously. “But it was rotfen, you

it e ke i Tosser,

cats, ' You lnow, he bit Taggles one_day,

and T was awfully anxious about him,”
aggles wasn't hurt much?”
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“Tagglés! Who's talking about Taggles?
1 was anxious about Towser. I didn’t know
whether he mightn’t have been poisoned or
something; you never kmow1””

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Blake.

“T can’t see an)(hmg to cackle at. If you
had a splendid bulldog like Towser youw'd
feel anxious about him when you were
away. It was awfully kind of I’ Arcy to ask
us down here for the ericket week, bat,
really, I felt a bit doubtful about leaving
Towsér. But you fellows wero so set againsi
his coming here.”

“T should rather say so!”

“What-ho!"” chimed in Digby, with great
feeling.

wathah!” said Arthur Augustus
“Towsah  hasn’t the _slightost
wespect for a fellow’s twousahs, Hewnwies,
and you must acknowledge that’ yoursclf.”

said Herries, “I think I'll stroll
to Iasthorpe presently and send
Taggles a wire, and warn him to be careful
*2 keep to the blscm-s I told him about.”

“‘Ha, ha, ha

The  juniors had reached the cricket
. A number of Lord Eastwood's
guests were there, going to practice. The
days were very long and light, and there
\\cre hours of daylight yet, and Lord Con-

’s team was meeting & dangerous side
i following day. The Gipsics were an
amateur side of great strength, and it was
a little risky for a country-house team to
mect them at all, but Lord Conway had con-
fidence in his side, more especially as it had
been strengthened by the engagement of
the professional bowler Lovell,

The Gipsies—who, necdless to say, were
not gipsies. that simply being the name of
the club—had been famed for their victories
that season, and they fully expected to wipe
the Eastwood side off the ground.

But Lord Conway, when he watched the
pvrfmmanocx of Lovell, chuckled to himself
10 thought of a surprise in store for the

“’rh team are going to rucme now,
Gussy,”” Tom Merry remarked. “We'd
better keep off the grass.”

“Oh, there's room for us at our end of
the ground!” said Blake.  “We shan’t
mmfere with a match on this side.”

Well, as a matter of fact, I'd rather
Watch the players”’ said Tom Merry.
 There’s a jolly lot to be learned by watol:
mg that chap Lovell.”
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“\\ hatho!” said Fatty W

or champion bowler of
su‘)poscd to Lnow something about
new wrinklo every time
T see him delives. the b

“And his batting's good,
remarked,

“Yaas, wathah !

“Then let’s watch instead of playing,”
said Blake,

*Arcy shook his head.

i Were going to play them,” he said.

“We're going to play the house team.”

“Drcaming, ¢ld chap P

U R S deah boy,” said .
Direy calmmly:. Walth gomm th play tho
houso team. There are eloven of us—

“My dear ass—""

uL mefuso to bo called an ass”

“But you are onc, you know,” said
Kangaroo. “Why, thorc are Oxford Blues
in Lord Conways team

“All the bettah!”

d they won’t play
“Yans, they will. "This it how tho mattah
stands, deah boy; Mr. Berkel

“0h, Berkeley[”

“Yaas, Berkeley, this aftahnoon, had the
awful check to speak diswespectfully of our
cwicket.””

“Co hon!”

“My opinion is that he knew perfectly

n, who, as
Jinvs, was
"

5]

too,” Figgins

well that I was there and licard what h
said, aud ho said it on purpose,” said
D' Are wasn’t my  governahs

him as an im-

1
guest I should chawacte
pertinent wottah.”
““Hedr, hear!”
“Of course, as he’s my governah's guest,
undah the family woof, I e v
t |m a: anythm’ of ik

* }guc 1 zlnnk so, all the same.”

“Berkeley mado a most contemptuous
wemark about kids' cwicket,” went on
’Arcy, warming to t}w subject.  “I im-

mediately took him o
om Morry laughed

“Good old Gussy! Did you leave a whole
l)one in hxm7”
“I do not mean to say that I thwashed

him, Tom Mewwy. It would be imposs. for
mo to tweat & guest of my governah with
diswespect,”

“Hear, hear!”
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“Bat I ool. him on, and challenged him
to meet us.’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I said that a junior side at Jim’s could

mect any side and give a good account of
itself; and that after his womarks our per-
sonal dg wequired that we should meet
them I

“Good old Gus!” said Figgins. * But we
shouldn’t have a look-in again: side liko
this. Lovell would take the wickets six to
an over.

“That’s where I had lnm”’ smd D’ Arey,
with a smile of great wisdom. “I said wo
would moet any amateur side. That bars
Lovell—and, as a matter of fact, Lovell is
the only weally good bowlah they've got.”

“Good of ussy

“He laughed—yass, laughed at my
wemarks!” said D’Arcy wmmly “He said
that the side would wipe us all off the
gwound in a quartah of an hou
“Oh, rats?’ said Tom Merty.
give them a tussle,”

“Yaas, wathah! And we'ro goin’ to give
them a chuncr‘ 10 make good the swank, If
they don’t wipe us out in a quartah of a
hour, Berkeley will hme ko sing smallah

“But they won’t play us.”

“Yaas, lhey will, T’ m gomrr to speak to
Conway.”

And Arthur Augustus strode away to-
wards his elder brother, who had yust come
down from the house with his fal

Lord Fas \ood took a great mcerm in
be cricket, ng been a great cricketer
maclf T bgihier days, and he still spent
a considerable amount of timo in the en-
closure at d’s,  Lord Fastwood bad ar-
ranged tlie cricket week for the enterfain:

ment of his guests; but, as a matter of fact,
Lie enjoyed it himself as keenly as anyone.

“We'd

Tom  Men Co. arinned as they
walched Asthiir Augustus,
“They won’t meet a ]umor toam,” said

Korr-“l: stands to reason.”
crry looked thoughtf,
m hey're out for practising, and we
should bo a good serateh side to prastise
on,” he remarked. “Lord Conway aay
look at it in that hght 2

“Well, yes; but——"

“As a matfor of fact, I haven't been 'my
mors pl than Gussy has by tho sid

heze cricketers put on,” said ’.lom

Merry seriously. “I know we're a junior

side, and they'ro big players; but I don't
like being patronised.”
“Hear, hear!”

“And-—as Gussy isn’t present—I must say
that I don’t like that chap Berkeley, and
I privately consider him a_swanking cad!”

oY got him right,” said Kangaroo.

t's” just what he is! Lovell always
treats him with respect, - yet ho's always
going out of his way to show by his manner
thac he looks on Lovell as a chap paid
to be here. I've noticed that.”

“Yes, T was thinking of that. Lovell’s a
professional, but lms Jjolly well the better
gentleman of t] 5

“Yos, rather 1"

“T hope they'll play us,” said Tom Merry.
“There’s plenty of daylight Ibft for as long
as the match 1s likely io last, I suppose.”

<, Do, hat”

“Gussy’s’ pitching it to his governor.”

And the group of juniors watched Gu,sy
with great interest. = The cricketers vme
standing about, and they, too, logked to-
wards the swell of St. Jim’s. They were
ready for the practice to begin. and Arthur
Aughstis wis detaining thers skippers

CHAPTER 15.
D'Arcy Puts it Plainly!
« WANT o speak to you, Conway,”
I said Arthur Augustus seriously.
Lord Conway smiled,
“Buck up, then, Gussy; the fel-
lows want me.”
“I wou't detain you long,
important,” said I’ Arey
to ;)wu,ch<e now 2

and it's vewy
“You are goin’

“Vm\v well! Tt would be a good 1dnah
fm ,you to take your pwactice by playin®

us.”

il

Lotd Kastwood laughed.

“y dear Arthur,” he said, “you would
not ETK the team to play a junior side from
sc

00l
“Yans, wathah!”
“But

“We d give them u“ the pwactico
thoy wank explasned D Are

Lord Conway grirned.

“Well, there’s somcihmg in that!” he
said. “It would give the side some com-
bined practice, fathor.
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“Wherkelcy has expwessed the opinion that

ould wipe us off the field in a quartah
T8%n hour,” said D'Arcy. “I want to seo
it dope.”

“Jf you fail to do so, Berkeley must admit
that he swanked.””

"4}y dear Gussy—"

“Leavin’ out pwofessionals, ico—Berkeley
is siwong on amateurs playir’, and you can
put ‘@nothah amateur in instead of Lovell.
We don’t ‘undahtake to play him.”

“You cannot wefuse, Conway. Aftah
what Berkeley has said, it y -uld bo wotten
‘bad-form not to give St. Jim's a chance ta
show what they could do.”

Conwey laughed again. .

“ell, if you wore a senjor side,” he said

—“if you were a senior side, and had Sixth

Form " cricketers—follow like Kildaro and

Darrell at St. Jinvs. But—?

;J “We can put up a good game, deah boy.”

Rl

T ‘wofuse to bo wefused!” said D’Arey
fiemly. “If you wefuse to moct us, aftah
what Berkeley has said, T shall wegard you
85 o lot of swankehs, and shall look upon
you all with pwofound contempt.’*

Lord Conway gavo his futher a comical
ook, .

“Shall T speak to the fellows, dad?” ho
asked.

“Yés,” said Lord Tastwood, langhing
coftly. ““It will bo practice—and amusing.©

“Well, TNl sce, Gus.”

“Vowy good, Conway?” said D'Arcy, in
a stately way.

Eord Conway strolled off towards the
cricketers. His father went to one of the
“seats, where there were a good many specta.
‘tors for the practice. Most of the guests
<at Fastwood House, it not all, were groatly
Jinterested in oricket.

Arthur Augusius waited for Conway to
rejoin him. Ho'saw Conway talking (0 tho
oricketers, ‘and most of them were lnughing
—a fact that made tho swell of St. Jim's
look more stately than ever.

Conway came back In a few minutes.

Fho fellows are agrecable, ho said,

ey good ¥
saWe'll play you, leaving Lovell out of the
wThat's wight!”
then come on!”
xeuso mo
to Lovell, T sho

moment. T must explain
T should not like him to fancy
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that ho was bein’ left out fivom any sorb
of diswegard, you know.”’

Lord Conway smiled as D’Arcy wal
over towards Lovell.

The young professional was standing by
himsclf, rot joining in the talk and laughter
of the cricketers. He was the only pr
fessional in the side, and, of course, very
much alone. Although most of Lord Fasi-
wood’s guests were civil enough to him,
there was, of cowse, no bridging the
gulf between them. But only Cecil Berkeley
ever made it apparent by his manner that
he looked upon the professional bowler as
a paid employee.

“We're playin’ Conway’s side,
deah boy,” said Arthur Augustus.

Lovell

““Indeed,

“Yaas,
givoe vou a west.

ed

Lovell,

And_they're goin’ to
3 stipulated that you
should be left oub of the team, becauso I
know you're too good for us. I thought I
would explain, Lovell, deah boy!”

“Thank you!” said Lovell quictly.

And D’Arcy, with a friendly nod, returned
to his chums. They greeted him with &
rin and a general monosyllablo inquiry :

el

¥ “Thoy

t's all wight,” said D’Arcy.
playin’® us.”

“Good!” said Tom Merry.
them a run for their money, anyway.

“You fellows can bat first!”” called out
Lord Conway.

om Merry smiled grimly. He knew he
was given the batting so ‘tha the senior
side would not_have to pile up a crowd of
useless runs. Conway intended his men to
take, one run in excess of those scored by
the juniors.

Bit Tom Merry was not to be treated in
this off-hand way. The house team had
chosen to play St. Jim’s juniors, and Tom
Merry meant that his eleven should be
treated with proper respect,

“Thanks!” he said. “But we'll stick to
the rules, if you don’t mind. We'll toss you
for choice of innings.”

Lord Conway grinned at his companions.

“Oh, very well!” he said.

And they tossed, and it fell to Tom Merry
to_choose. )

“You chaps can go in first,”” he said.

Lord Conway nodded. )

“What the dickens are vou sendin’ them
in first for, Tom Mewwy ?” asked D’Arey.
“I know what I'm about,” said Tom

ro

“Well givo




4]
cheerfully. “Fatty W)
going Lo cover us with
we're no good, and s
Fatty 1s geing lo take their w 7
When we have to stand up against their
bowling, I don’t suppose we shall last long;
Lut one thing’s jolly cortain, we won't give
them a chance to declare.”

“Gond !” said Figgins.

“We depend on you, Fatty.

Tatty Wynn wetted thoe paims of his
hands. and rubbed them.

“I'll do my best,” he said.

”'\lmd xou do! If you don’t do hat t:
galo ‘Il scrag you,” said Kangaroo.
o I m ivdmg in awfully good form,” said
Tatty Wyr

And Tom Merry brightened. He know
what tha Welsh junior could do when he
was in form, and, unequal as the match was,
he felt tf there was a surprise in store
for the Eastwood House tearn,

0 is tho ghap who's

ks

CHAPTER 16.
Something Like a Surprise!
I ORD CONWAY looked at the House

toam with a 0om|cal expressxon Most
of them we good-humour,
taking tho ol Tt s & joke
Berkeley was inclined to be annoyed, as i
sidering the affair quite consistent
with his dignity.
“Wo'ro (o bat fivst,”
ot 7 said Berkol
p"l\'ln" (hnm for?”
Well, ar s cool, as it was a remark of
young brother that's the cause
sai

said Conway.
“What are you

‘onway.

, I don’t see that!” observed Sir
Frank Monson, a handsome young erickoter,
who way one of the bes' buxs in the House
team.  “It vrx!I be practice.”

“They can’ mnd up lo us for a minute,”
growled ey shall knock up
runs, and xlmn dismiss them for nothing,
and have our trouble for nothing. Cou-
found it if I foel lsku knocking up runs
agaunst @ Laby team ¥
E 1 said Raby, who was an old St.
. and had been a great cricketor
ifth and Sixth in his time. “The
ol always turns out good stuff, and
3,3 they are, they'll play like anything

tﬂ

D'ARCY'S CRICKET
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“That’s right!” said Conway. “I know
they put up a good game for a junior
sid

Bc»kexnv sviffed.

“Let Berkeley
gested Siv Frank Monson, *He' gul us
in for this, and it's cnlv Taie that ho Should
get the runs wo want.

Y

apen tho fpnings,” suz-

“Clood I’
Quito right”
“Berkeley begins 1

Tt was a chorus from ihe Housc team.
“Stuff 1 said Berkeles
ou can't refuse,” said Raby. “You'vo
let us in for this match, and, between our-
it w sx\t a nico thing you said to
g Gussy.

We only want  dozen runs,” eaid Lord
Conway pacifically; “thon we'll Wri,
et them bat. Ty seontt ook o » Aen
armmst 1s,”

“ Hardly

"0 Tl got them if you likel” said .
Borkeloy wngracionsly.

P leley
the innings,

went_out with Pelh&m to

Pelham

Tom \!eny had alveady taken his_men
into the field, and disposed them, and Fatty
\\)vm was given the ball, with dire threats

to what would happen {o him if ho

f‘(‘k‘fi his s-do in this emergen It wasn’t (
often that the juniors of s. Jim’s faced a

feam of growhup men—in fact, ncver. .
ie scnior cleven at St, Jnm: would not
ct.u.ctcd victory in such a_ tussle.
Tom Merry & Co. didn’t expect it. But
they meant to give a good account of them-

1 to steal as iy kots us
before the Hol arty
ta (he fact that they nceded Lo be cmcfnl

Fatty Wynn said he would do his best,
and grinued at the dire thrcats.
weren's needed to make lho sturdy W
junior stand up for his s 1
Tom Merry grinned as T s that Ber-
keley was taking the first over.

cri atsman  of the THouse
imugined that he had no difficulties what-
ever ahead him. He was all swank.
And Tom Merry felt that if Berkeley could
he dismissed for a duck’s-cgg, he would not
bave lived in vain.,

Berkeley took his place with his usual
manner, suggestive of being monarch
all he surveyed, and quite incapable of bein,
imovgd e ke e

3

"o
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was a man of neatly thirty, and the bowler
i question was only half his age, there
chould have been some grounds for his con-

Bub it was said of old

I‘attv Wynn took Berkeley’s messure.
He had sent down several tri to the
wicket-keeper, and he felt that his hand and
eye were in their finest trim. Tatty Wynn
would have taken wickets galore against a
junior side this u[ternoon He hoped that
bowling would be effective even against
men who had batted at Lord’s and the
Oval. But that remained to. be seen.

The fat Fourth-Former gripped tho ball,
and walked back from the wicket to get
his run. Then he came loping forward,
ud turned himself into a eatherine-wheel.

The ball flew from his hand like a pip
rom an orange.

Berkeloy swiped at the place where he
Dposod it to be. He ocertainly was.eare-
but perhaps if he had been careful
'Lhe cault would have been the same, for the
ball was a very tricky one. Berkeley meant
to show the juniors that they were taking
on an impossible contract by swiping the
ball away for a boundary.

But it didn’t work out cxacdy like that.

The willow swept empty space -with a
mighty sweep, and then a soft digk
ﬂswundcd the ears of the batsman,

Hs looked at his wicket.

The bails were on tho ground; the leg-
stump was reclining at an intoxicated- IoaL-
ing angle. From the group of fellows wait-
ing their turns to bat came an irresistible

wchuckle. They couldn’t help it.

After Berkeley’s manner, xt was too comic
to see him dismissed at the first ball of the
first, over,

erkeley gazed at his wrecked wicket.

His face flushed with rage as he heard the
chuckle of his fellow-batsnen.

“My hz\t”‘ ejaculated Sir Trank, “This
is too goo

'(‘omxc 1 said Raby. “I told you the old
school turned out good cricketers.”

“You did.”

“How’s' that 2" shouted Tom Merry.

‘\nd a white-whiskered Indian colonel

ho was umpiring at the bat:mans end
(‘h\vckled grinly, and said “O

A“\aac wathah ! chimed in  Arthur
hsuqus D'Arcy, from ‘shortlip. *Fatty
Wyn wegard 'you as havin’ mobly sus-
ainad the egaiit BF the o8 setioss
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And Fatty Wynn glmned cheerfully.
erkeley carried out at.  Thero was
nommg Sie for i 14 da. Tt he o
was very dark; he could not conceal his
anger and chagrin, His friends looked at
him with comical expressions, bub did not
spezk to him as he came off. Berkeley was
not in a mocd to be chipped just then.
“Next man i , with

31

Trank laughed, and went down to
the wickets.

The young baronet was not likely to bo
dismissed o casily as Berkeley. o put
on much less si e was a surer bat.

Falty Wanz Imew frora (he lool of i
that he would take some moving. But there
wero clever ficldsmen as well as & good
bowler in_the St. Jim’s side.

Fatty Wynn sent down the ball, and Sir
Trank smiled and cut it awey. e cut it
into slip, and there was a n spring
i the air of an-elogamt forms an eyeglass
dangled out to the end of its cord, but the
ball was in the hand of Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy.

And ihcn thero was a roar, s

1 Caught !

“0h, Srell caught 1t

D'Arcy held up the ball with
band, and adjusted his monaclo witt
right. Ho smiled scronely at his comrades
vell of delight.

b, ripping, Gussy ! Ripping I”

“Gorgeou

Hows "t 1

w
"Ym, wathah!”
Sir Trank grinned rather rucfully as ho
mado his w
“They're 3 s0t of tough y ung ascals,
Heaid, * Vou'd hatter look out,
Raby grinned, and. took his pl-.(.c % the

wic

e id Took out, and the juniors were not
given many more chances. Raby and Pel-
ham began to make the runnmg now.

Smcu runs \\ere taken for rest of the
over, and when the field Gk "Raby sifl
had the bowling. Then Tom Merry bowled,
nn'v tl!e over added a smgle to the score.
Get him ouf, Faity, ther’s a 500
porpoise,” Tom, tossing the ball to
the Welsh junior.

I«my Wynn gmme.i

I try I he said.

Ax.d he did try, with surprisin

to” Raby. The middle stump went out of




ol

¢he greund, and reposed on the grass, and
Kgby whistlod
Jove!”
away.
8 runs.

An:l he walked
Three down for
burst into a laugh.
“Wo shall nover get over this,” he said.

“Th cheeky \mm"sters will be cackling
over it fo “over and ever.”

“Clo in and make up the dozen, Conway.”
“1 suppose I'd better.”
Lord Conway went fo the
ndded two 4~ to the score,
figure stood a

Then (‘un\\ay declared.
The House innings closed for 12 runs, and
Tom Merry’s side had to bat. But Tom
Merry & Co. meant m make tho scniors
T t their confident
vo cclmcd“’ Tom_ Merry re-
“We'll_make them bat a sccond
We must get 13 runs at

Lord Conway

wicket. He
;md then the

The
marked:
time,  anyway.

cast.

At the juniors vowed that they would.

CHAPTER 17,
St. Jim's on Their Mettle!
TO\I MLRRY op(‘ncd the innings with

o hey were two of the best
lum‘n n c junior side, though
k Blake made a good third. They
1t to mc \\mhcls with the determination
for St. Jim’s, and do the best
Tt would be no small
choolboy side to compel the
ouse cloven to bat a second time, and
(Imi virtually to admit that they had been
cure in declaving their innings
a dozen runs.

s weng out to field, most of
Berkeley was still grim,
and Raby had taken their
Arthur

dofeat  anite  good-humourdly.
Augustus 13’ Arcy patted Fatty Wynn on the
back as thoy stoon logkin o

e ood, Wy Ic remarked.

It
“Yeu ha
conld do as the;

all you
deglared so “soon, but in

id
oy mean to dis us for
o, and make us Lt
another onme or two. Dut
Jim's bats a littlo tougher

athah

ke

Z DARCY'S CRICKET WEER

“You bowled remarkably well, Wynn,”
said Lord Lnstwood. “I have never seen a
lad bowl better.”

And Fatty Wynn coloured with pleasure.

aby went on to bowl. He bowled to
Tom Merry’s wicket. Tom was well on his
guard. Ho stopped three balls of the over
with success, and then he hit out. It was

a big swipe. such as had often onilod Torth
choets on the cricket ground at St. ’

it

Jim’s.
Tom Merry waved Figgins back as he made ;
a motion to run

Stay whero you are, Figgy.”

And Tl;zgms grinned.

“R ight-hy
Mm- y knew, without looking. that,
t s a houndary. Awnd so it was. Four]
for St. Jim’s! They had opened well.

The over finished, and then Pelhamg
bowled to Figgins. Figgins knocked up tw
run< and was then clean bowled by Pell hmm
He looked a littlo grim as he carried

Bis bat, but Tom Merry gave him g
encouraging grin g
“Ia right,

«Out for 20" growled Tiggins.
“at cversbody docs as well,

it

we're al

se

« \\cl that's so, tco.”

Kangaroo came in,

I\amnmo lived fhmunlv the rest of the
over, and added one, and had the bowlers
from the other end. Monson teok the bal

Kangarco put in some hitting that would,

have done eredit (0 a senior team, if not t
o county sido, A boundary was followed by
tivo 25 and 8t Jim's-roared,

he House cricketers looked grim

With the junior score at 15, it was cvident
that the seniors would hu»c to bat aga
They lmd c\pcdod to dirmis
v 3. Then tho j

for 2 or programme,
but it hadn't “mLcd out like that.

The juniors wore Mmam jubilent.

They were putting up a better
they had expected.

The waiting batsmen watched eager]
the batting went on. Tom Merry and 1}3
Cornstalk were standing up wonderfully
the bowling.

“Splendid 1

]

T

xclaimed Figains, as
ball away,

Merey cut the and (he botsmg
ran, and ran again.  Ripping !”
“\m, wathah
Wo'll ive ‘om a tussle!” said Moo
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Berkele:

laying? " as
ey. Wally D

oif

d the bookmakor.  « Thatls my business,” unswerod

roy; crouching unseen behind the chair, heard every
rd. (See Chapter 25).
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Lowther, rubbing his hands glegfully.
s

“y

4owh1§cr paused.
iggins had suddenly left hvs side,
olting away al top speed, as

R e

and
\ms

top 5 i
Tuit 0F a Vall ion 1hs Belfing of whith's
countﬁ match depended.
“What the dickens—-
o Bai Jove”
“YWhat
PR, ]"thsll”

figro was coming

Flgglns
Tt was extraordinar,
ision Figgins had when
there was the slightest chance of secing
Cousin Ethel. Ho had reached her side
Fefore the otier juniors knew that she was

“Oh, Mics Bthelt” ho exclaimed breath-

lessly, as he dragged off his cricket cap.
Cousin Ethel smiled.

e shook hands with Figgins. Her little

hand_entirely  disappeared _within
Tiggins' biz brown one, and Figgins
touched it m,: gently, as if afraid of hurt.

ing it.
“So jolly glad to see you,” said I‘mgms,
said

hubbling over with delight, “Gussy
you would be hers for the it cek, you
know.”

“Yes, arrived,” said Tithel

chily. “T heard there was a match on,
so I came out at once.”

“We're playing the House team,” said

5 they walked down fo the field.

s om awal chock on our part;
But we're showing them that even junioss
eab stand fip fo 5 bit.

“T am sure of that.”

“Jollay glad to see you, Bthel, deah boy

ol mean doah gal.” 2id ‘Arthur’ Angusius.
“Ther’s a wathah good match on.

“Hallo, thero goes Tom Merry’s wicket "
exclaimed Dighy.

But Viggins_did_not even look. Ho was
looking after Cousin Ethel, and finding her
a comfortable seat beside Lord Tastwood,
Ter uncle.

Tom Merry carriod out his bat, The
score stood

Lord Conway langhed aviwardly,

“We must stop this,” he ced, “It's
absurd. ('{o and get the Com*lal out,
Berkeley.

Oh, good 17

Berkeley took the ball and went on,

CRICKET WEEK |

Loxel], the pmmsslonal stood looking on.

ovell had -y & batsman’s form, and
he knew by Hany Noblcs look that he
would not be easily disposed of by a bowler
of Berkeley’s calibre.

Berkeley sent down the ball, and Kan-
garoo cut it away over.the boundary. Ho
tried again, and 3 resulted.

Lovell smiled softly.

But _the smile d:ed away_from his face
as he looked at Kangaroo with more atten-
He had not particularly noticed the
Australian junior before, in the crowd of
boys, with whom the professional bowler
came naturally little in contact.

ow, as he watched the Cornstalk, hd
seemed to find something strangely interest-
ing in his face, and he no longer smil

: aroo was out at last, not to Ber-
keley’s bowling. Raby took his wicket, and
the young Colonial came cut, leaving tho
score at 34,

Then the cricketors sot to work in deadly
earnest, and wickets fell faster.

Kangarco was shndmg looking on,
Lovell joined him. The Cornstalk

up at the handsome, sturdy professioial
bowler.

“Excuse me,” said Lovell quietly, *
are from Australia?’

Kangaroo nodded.

¥ \Vhat ho!” ho said. “I hail from Vie

Ho looked at Lovell keenly.
“You have been in Australia,”

Lovell nodded. .

“I thought I'd scen you there,” said
Kangaroo cagerly, “Weren't you a Corn-
stalk? DIl stake’ anything.-I'¥e seen” you
playing 2t Melboymn

not an Austrah)m "

e They tell me you'se a Surrey man,”

Kangaroo remarke
was born in Surrey.

“But yow've been over e water

“Yes,”

“Played there 7

“Dyo plaged” ericket everywhere I'vo
been,” said Lovell, with a smile,

Kangaroo nodded. Lovell's manner was
frank, but he could not help secing that the
bowler had mnot replied to his question,
Lovell had ngt stated whether e had
played as a® professional ericketer in
Aystralia,

i1 used to go down to the matches o

lot at Melbourne,”
ally when the Engl

“you

? ho said.
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T saw a lot of the big matches. There
a professional in gne of the home teams
\\ho was wonderTully Tike you, and had just
£ style of delivery. 2

It wasn’t a common

-
‘5o ueed to ko the wickets in fine
style, too—jus

“Phank vou'” sald Lo\ell laughing.

“Hallo, there goes. Lowther's wicket I
said i\;n«amo, glancing at the ficld for a
moment. Then he turned to Lovell again.
“T suppose you couldn’t be the same chap,
for if I remember, his name wasn't
Lovell.”

“Do you remember his name?”

Kangaroo soratched his head.
“T “don’ ye: was—a name
something like yours in sound—Lovell—no,
it was Luttrell, That's it—Luttrell.”

“That scttles it, doesn’t it?” said Lovell,
with a curious smile.

And ho turned away. Kangaroo looked
back into the field. Berkelcy was fielding
close to the spot where the two had been
talking, and ho had lounged back towards
tho ropes, with his hands in his_pockets,
evidently carcless of his fielding dutics.
Kangaroo met his glance.

Berkeley turned away quickly.
But Kangarco had caught the stra: 1ge
oxplessmn on his face, and he knew that
erkeley had heard his talk with the crack
bowler—and that Berkeley attached some
importance to it. be  Cornstalk felt
annoyed for a moment. Ho knew that
Berkeley did not like tho professional, and
was irritated  that the disdainful
amateur had heard what he said.  Yet
surely there was nothing in it that o
Jey could use—even if he wished—to
Lavell's detriment.

Surely—yet Berkeley’s expression made
the Cornstalk feel uneasy for the moment.
But his thonghts were soon taken elsewhere
by the fall of the 8t. Jim's wickets,

The tail of the junior innings had not
taken the men long to dispose of Tom
Merry & Co. were all down for

&

CHAPTER 15,
Snatching a Victory!
LL down for 40!
A Considering the side they were
playing, Tom Merry & Co. had done

wonderfully well, and the cricketers
were 1ot grinning now. They had had a

‘OWN LIBRARY 35
tussle to get rid of the youthful batsmen,
and they had been taught to respect tho

St. Jim's eleven. A junior side that could
knock up 40 runs against a team mcludmg
several county players was not to be des-
pised.
nd the great men were in rather a

d|mcuuy no

that was incvitable: If they batted to
their full strcn th, there was no doubt that
they would pile up a total of runs that
would make xb impossible for the school-
boys to cr‘us.l the total. There was no doubt
about that; but there was equally no doubt
that if they took the time to pile up enough
runs to inake their position sccure, it
would be dark before the match was ended,
and tho match would count as unfinished—
thet is to say, a draw,

To draw with a schonlbo_y tcam was a
bitter pill to swalloy

crleeley snapped his mzh at the idea.

The cr fellows were annoyed, too.
They had taken the match as a huge joke:
but there was no doubt that a draw ias a
draw; and this team, composed of fellows
not one of whom was over fifteen, nnd
many much below that age, would be able
to declare truthfully enough that they Had

drawn with a side composed of county
4 C. members.
And the men did not liko it.

“We declared too soon,”
fully.
“No doubt about that,” remarked Sir
Trank. “It's all Berkeley’s fault. What the
dmm did he got us into this absurd posi-
'un for?”
“1 was n,gmnst playing
:,‘ud Berkeley
But you \\pre the cause of i
“Well, it’s no good talking of that now,”
<aid Lord Convwi ay. “We're committed to
the match. The question is, shall we risk
declating the second innings? we de-
clare for, say, 50, the boys won’t have a
char-(‘(- of coming up to us, and we shall
have time to finish before dark.
“They might just top said Pelham
“Well, if we take the time to put on
a safe score, we shall have to leave it un-

said Raby rue-

the young fools,”

“Tp's a giddy puzzie,” said Raby.
“Oh, dedinre ab 5017 said Borkel
«Y ‘suppose that's tho host, " said_ Lol

“Tt would he too rxdmx lous to
draw with a schoolboy
And the house team battcd again.
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Tom Aerry pinched Fatty Wynn's plump
arm as ho led his men into the field

“(o it your hardest, Fatty!” he said.

And Fafty Wynn said:

“YWhat-ho !”’~-as if he meant it.

“Go in an in,” said Cousin_Ethel,
with a bright smile to Figgins, and Figgins
went on the ficld feeling as if he could
make the most astounding catches, with
Cousin Ethel’s bright eyes watching his
achievements.

Tho men were playing now as hard as
if they wero already meeting the Gipsies,
who were due the next day. The un-
expected tussle the schoolboys had given
them had quite changed their views and
their plans. They had not expected to
have to work for a victory, but they had
to work now, and there was no mistake
ahout that.

Tom Merry & Co. were glecful.

o have a first-class cricket side on their
mettlo was an achievement they might well
bo proud of

Lord Conway specially sclected his bats-
men to start, with the idea of knocking up
a decent score as quickly as possible, and
declaring, so that there would be still time
to ‘take all the St. Jim's wickets before

ark.

He was bent upon that.

Country house cricket is seldom first-
class, but, as it happened, the team got
together for the Rastwood cricket week
was first-class, and they felt it to be im-
possible to allow junior schoolboys to claim
to have drawn with them.

And they worked hard.

Lord Conway opened the innings with
Raby, and battedeas hard as if he had
been batting against Surrey or Lancashire
at Lord’s.

The runs piled up,

But the wickets fell, too. Fatty Wynn
soon accounted for Raby, and Pelham was
caught out by Tom Merry. Kerr, with a
lucky throw-in, accounted for Berkeley,
the lofty amatéur again having the ecruel
luck to be dismissed for a duck’s-egg.

He strode off the ground in a temper bo
could not conceal, and left the spot imme-
diately. He returned to the house to con-
sole himself with a cigar and a whisky-
and-soda, neither of which was a good
preparation for a tough match on the
morrow.

The runs piled up at a protty good speed,

but at a good expense of wickets, and they
were six down for fifty runs.

There was certainly not an hour left of
daglight sufficient for the gawe. Now, the
7 s first innings had lasted an hour.
1t fhe second lasted the same time, the
inatch would be unfinished, even if a single
wicket remained to fall. Lord Conmway
had only fifty runs to add to the first scoro
of twelve; but he could not afford to stop
for more, if he was to win. At the risk of
being beaten, he resolved that the match
should not be a draw.

Ho accordingly declared the
closed.

Tom Merry chuckled,

“Gussy, old man, yowre a genius!’ be
“If yowd sprung this on them
earlier in the day, they'd have made suro
of it. Now they're between the devil and
the deep sea. They must leave something
to chance, or leave the match unfinished.”

“T nevah thought of it in that light, Tom
Mewwy.”

“T know you didn’t; but it's just as good
as if you did!” grinned Tom Merry. My
lads, we're going to beat them.”

o Boat them 1 said Figgins, with a deep

reath.

“Yes, beat ‘em,” said Tom Merry firmly.
“Don’t you see, we want only twenty-three
runs to win. They’ve had to give us the
chance. We've got an hour to get them
in. We're going to get them.”

“Bai Jovel”

“They've cut it too fine!” grinned Tom
Merry.  “It's not often a schoolboy team
has a chance of licking a side that’s really
and practically an M.C.C. side. But we're
going to do it.”

The juniors chuckled.

was curious, but owing to the peculiar
circumstances of the case, there was a real
possibility that they would win.

he thought was almost intoxicating.

Of course, if there had been ample time,
and the opposing captain had not felt
bound to declare in cach innings, they
would have had no chance. They had not
expected to have one, but Fate was work-
ing for them, and a victory was a ‘victory,
so long as i was brought about by fair
means. And there was no doubt that a
victory won by reason of tho over-weening
confidence of the opposite side was a real
one. It counted!

Tom Merry & Co, began_ their second
innings in a mood of grim determination.

innings
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The  bouse bowlers were determined,

keley reappeared, and did some
bowling, but not of a kind that reflected
any credib on his side. |

Tom Merry
knocked up cight runs in a single over
from Berkeley’s bowling, and the lordly
amateur was not entrusted with the ball
again by his captain.

The score crept up, and the wickets
wont_down. Seven down for twenty runs,
but Tom Merry was still at the wicket,
and Kangaroo was his partner. Two runs
wanted to tie, and three to win.

t Lord Conway’s lips set hard.

He sent Roby on to bowl, xcmttm
Tovell was not in the_team. n Barka:
ley was regrefting that now. " Tho pro-
fossional would have knocked over every
wicket without another run being scored,
and saved tho match, It was cxtremely
doubtful if the amateurs would succced in
doing so.

Tom Merry’s wicket went down, and
Figgins took his place. Figgins was in-
spived the kno“l\_dge hat  Cousin

Bthel’'s eyes were upon

ow glorious to make the winning_hit
under the eyes of Cousin Ethel! And he
felt, rather than saw, the girl make a
movement of keen interest; he knew that
her cyes were on the game, that she was
almost breathless now.

Pelham bowled to Figgins.

Figgins marked that ball. He simply
could not miss it. He could not fail while
Cousin Ethel was watching him.

that

willow met tho leather, and the
Jeather went on its journey—far, far from
the grasp of the fieldsmen. Tom Merry
throw hls cap into the air with a wild yell.

“Hurr A boundary |

“Hurrx, i

“Grweat Scott”’

“ Boundary—boundary I

The juniors yelled.

A boundary it was!

Figgins had made the winning hit. The
to(:al nE tho St. Jim’s score was ab sixty-
four now, and the men’s total was sixty-
two. Tho juniors had a run more than they
wanted, and a couple of wickets they did
not_need.

They had heaten the men by wickets!

_Cousin Ethel was on her feet now, clap-

ping her hands, her eyes dancing with
dehght Lord Fastwood laughed, and
shouted hurrah as heartily as any boy there.
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The faces of the men w

‘They had been beaten.

Tt was owing to an.odd conjunction of
circumstances, true; but there it was—they
had been beaten, and the schoolboys had
mckcts to spare.

“Bettah luck next time, deah boys,” said
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, with an air of
consolation that made fho best:tempered
fellows there \\-ant to kick him. “We ca:
all win, you know.”

“You young ass"’ said Lord Conway,
}‘Mf laughing.
Weally, Conway—
“It’s all your fault, Berkeley,” said half
2 dozen indignant vo\ces, as the juniors of
St. Jim’s trooped off, mmm and gleeful.
'And Borkoley growled. and wont off to
find another whisky-and-s soda,
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a study.

CHAPTER 19.
Wally’'s Wheeze!
TAT'S the wheeze?’

Jameson asked o qucsuon
Cmb Gibson was just

but he did not speak. Wally b
Jod them from (he class-room with tho i -
formation that ho had a wonderful wheeze.

y the three special scamps of the Third

werb to share in the schome, and to get a
holiday if it succeeded, and a licking it
it failed.

Wally stopped in the window recess in
the passage, and looked up and doin like
Moses of old to make quite sure that no
one was nigh.

“Well 7 said Jameso

“T0S all right,” said "Wally, “T_think
it will work. We're going to touch Selby’s
heart, and make him shed tears of grati-
tude and affection-

“Oh, t be an ass!”

«Past! “Shon, he. loves us, ho will intor:
cedo with_the Head for us, and we shall
get permission to go down to Bashwood
for the ericket week.”

#TIL believe that when T see it,” said
C‘ullv Gibson.
Youwll sce it soon, fathead,” retorfed
\Vallv “Do you suppose that Selby hasn’t
ot any feehn"s’ 112 stands to reason that

e get onl”
“When three kids save him from a
harrowing experience at the hands of &
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fieree, frabjous bulldog, he is bound fo bo
grateful.

“Never knew a bulldog had any hands!*
“1igoure going G0 be. fumny, Jame-

50
Oh, got ont”

“You know that Sclby goos to read in

sunny evenings like

ie sits in the garden

aria, and studics

2 E
chair under the glddy
some blessed hook or other—trigonometry,
Yory Ly, Tt swould bo Jika. hiy and
thal’s the sort of fodder Lo thrives on.
. suppose Herries' bulldog got loose?”

“Why should it?

“Suppose it got into the Head’s garden !”

“That's not likely, even if it did get
loose. The Head’s garden is a long way
from the kennels.”

“And suppose it attacked Mr.
avage and frabjous manner——
It never attacks a master.”
“and suppose—?

“You're doing a jolly lot of supposing,”
said Curly Gibson.

2 et on Wi x,y imperturb-
pose uths about
uard the s }ells of the beloved

Selby in

cacher—

“Oh: Teave that stuff for Blake's sorini
in ‘Tom Morry's  Weekly, and talk
Fglish ! growled Jameson,

““Suppose we heard the wild yells of the
beloved teacher,” said Wally fitmly, “end
rughed to the seseue.”

“No fear!

“Not ‘much!”

“Ass! That's the act where Selby gets

“We rush in, and drag off the savage
beast. He bites you.”
“Toes he?” said Jameson emphatically.
“He's Jolly well not going to bite me!”
“Now, look lero, Jameson, you're not
going to spoil a good scl y any of
Four rotten sclfishncss” o Wally warmly.
1f it all happens like this, tho bite will
give the bizney the finishing artistic touch,
and Selby will simply have to do the touch!
ing_gratitude act.”
“Ho's not going to bite me.”
oNow, bo sensible.”
“Rats
“T¢ 3uu re going to spoil a ripping good
wheezo—
“I'm not going to be bitten by any old
bulldog "
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“T supposc it had better be Curly, then.”
“I suppose it hadn’t!” said Curly, with
great pmmptmss.
here, Curly—"

m bite you, W a.llv"‘ exclaimed
Jameson ‘nddcm)) as if s m"k by a really
brilliant idea. “1If he bites you it will bo
just as good, and as onqnmtol of the idea,
¥ou ought to have the
on't bo an ass!”
“Let him have a go at your leg
_“IF yowre going to talk Tol, B amoson:

exclaimed Curly Gibson.
ls t 2t Jamuons idea is a
jolly good dow’t seo why i
Monlafe bits. sou, Wally.”

Wally snort
el

ive up the idez of a bile,
as you chadrs

on’t scem to catch on to
“We'll do the best we can

T samt stand hero {alking
smd Wally. “It’s time we
Saiby will be. in
the garden soon, He always goes out after
tea, and sticks in the same giddy chair.”
‘But how is Towser going to get loose?”
owre going to unfasten his chain,

Wit s
all “day,”
carriod out the wheesa.

“and how will he get into the Head's
gorden?

“You two kids will Jead him thero.”

“T suppose we could,” said Jameson, &
littlo dublously. “Buf ho's o jolly sight
maro likely to_attack us than to attack
Selby. Why should he go for Selby?"

“T know Sclby’s got a chivyy enough to
make dogs bark,” said Curly Gibon; “but
T tons mippess’ Towser will go for him.”

“There will be something under Selby’s
seat that Towser wants,” said Wally. “I'vo
got some specially strong cat's-meat. It's
a bit too wangy for Pongo, but therc's
o, feag why Towsor shouldu’t have it

“It will be under Selby s chair, and you
bet Towser will niff it the moment he gets
into the garden, Ho'l g for it like s
thot; you know what a v ‘Bedst ho
b sod “bagales I eoding z his only on
biscuits witls Herries is away, and Towsor
it o vogetarian. Now, when Selby sces
Bowser coming bolting for him, he won't
guess that it’s a niffy bt of cat's-meat;
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he'll think it's himself, and he'll bolt. I
:}r]xouldn 't wonder if he kicks Towser, and
t

“My hat! There would be fireworks !”

“Yes, rather Weo rush,in and seize
'romer, and dr him away, and_then
there’s the vrahtuge act, and permission {o
go home for the cricket week. Selby
couldn't do less.”

Jameson nodded thoughtfully.

“Well, it sounds all right,”
“only remember how rottenly oll your
wheezes have been working out lately. "It's
my belief that Selby hasn’t got a heart.”

“Rats! Ho must have some sort of one
and we're going to touch it,” said Wally.

. “Well, we'll try.”

“T'Il buzz off and get the cat’s-meat, and
you chaps go and get Towser out without
etting anybody see you, of course.”

“What-ho!”

And the three young mscak hurried off
to carry out the “wheeze.” Fivo minutes
later, Wally was in the Head's garden with
the cat’s-meat, carofully wrapped in thick
brown paper, for the scent of it was trying,
even to Wally, who had strong nerves.

Well did Wally know Mr.
favourito seat. e had “japed
master there before. In excuse for the
scamp of the Third, be it said, that Mr.

was really a most leasant-
tempered man, and he was gcneraﬁv down
upon Wally, ‘whether that hopeful_youth
mmed n. o not, Ho generally did de-
d perhaps Mr. Selby thought
Llu few m’d times when he didn’t did nov
count. .Wally couldn’t be expected to sec
it in that

The cat'smost was soon reposing_under
the seat, and certainly the aroma it cast
upon the evening air was sufficiently strong.

Wally disappeared into the shrubbery.

Thero he weited.

About five minufes passed, and a th:ﬂ;\
from the direction of the quadrai

ned the scamp_of the Third tl.at ‘m

he said,

tha
and Jameson and  Gibson ocame
into the thick, high shrubbery,
Towser between them.
Towser seemed a little excited.
. Perhaps it was merely the sense of free-
d his usual runs
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him. He had his nose to the ground, and
was &t

iffing.
‘ally chuckled softly.

“Ho's on the track,” he murmired.
“Herries always said that Towser could
frack down anything or anybody, and

kngw b, trachod down o kipper once.”

Its time for the Selby bird

was making efforts to get loose
now, and his straining was in tho direction
of the seat which ‘was the mvonnte rctert
of Mr. Selby on a summer evening,
S0 ity ar it e Tak cenney s
prey. Wally taok a turn of his chain round
o trunks, or tho thico fngs would have
"é‘ n‘ diffcult to hold him i

uiet, good dogay,” whispered Wal
somhmﬂyg"Goodgd 1 » Y

“Hist ™ Jameson held up his hand.
anmwh an opening of the shrubbery, the
three fags canght o glimpso of & Sguro in
cap and gow

Te. Sefby was coming.

CHAPTER 20,
Aot How it Worked!

R. SELBY came up to the seat with
I\A a book under his arm. The labours
of hho day were over, with the ex-
tion of taking his_class for an

hour’s preparation in the eveninz, and M
Selby’s uzvml]y rorn:g;ntod brow had ckarad
a little. He sat down upon the seat with

a :wh of mmfm‘P

Mr, Selby opened his book, and then

Iooked up from it, and snificd in a suspi-
cious was.
“Dear

me,” he said sloud, “what an
strong sson the flowers have
quite remarkable.”
ges wrinkled up into
grin: ﬂm =he]tm of the <huvb‘om
1t §s really far from pleasant,”” wen
“On zht alm

Toosened Towser’s chai

bylldo darted avay ko an arrow
Low. In a fow seconds he

tipen the metonished. and harified

of Mr. Setby.
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The Third Form-master stared blankly at
the bulldog the animal bore down
directly upon him.

“Goodness  gracious!” he exclaimed,
“There is that savage animal loose, and
—and it is going to—to attack mel” Mr,
Selby turned pale. “Shoo!” he ex aimed
desperately, throwing up his hands.

He might as well have “shooed” a
motor-car or the rising tide. Towser was
on the track of the cat'smeat. Right at
the scat he came.

Mr. Sclby made a motion to kick him,
and Towser paused and growled. Then he
came on again, growling fiercely.

Unconscious of the cat’s-meat under the
seat, Mr. Selby naturally imagined it was

his ‘calves Towser was after. His heart
failed him.
“Help!” he shrieked. “Help! Help!”
“Rosoue!” shouted Wally,

“What-ho!” murmured

And the scamps of the 1hlrd rLshed to
the_rescue.

Mr. Sclby had jumped npon the secat,
and was waving his book wildly at Towser,
who took not the slightest notice of

Wally rushed up and caught the ha.hng
clmm of the bulldog

cend a l-mud chaps!” he shouted.
“Right-ho
“Grorr!” smd Tows
“Dra. m awayl” shneked Mr. Selby.

i

1y af; e, Mr Selby 1

“Come on, Towsy.”

“Grrrrl?

It required some pluck to drag Towser
away from the cat's-meat. But Wally art-
fully kicked the prize out from under the
seat, with a_good passing kick that sent it
into the shrubbery, and Towser rushed
afier it. Tho fags rushed after Towser,
holding on' the chain

Mr. Selby gave a gasp of relief.

“The horrible animal!” he exclaimed.

“I-T will speak to Dr. Holmes about it.
I-I will not have it allowed to remain
at_the school. Tt is scandalous.”

Wally came rushing back. Towser, quite
satisfied now that he had the cat's-meat,
\\ as being led away by Jameson and Gib-

“AII right, sir,” exclaimed Wally, “He’s
gone.”
“Oh, dear!”
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- “\Vu v, got him, sir. I hope you're Lot
ur,

X, T think not.”

MA Selby deseended from the se:

He began to realise that he was lookmg
very foolish.

He had betrayed an unreasoning terror of
the bulldog, and three fags had shown a
courage far in excess of his in tackling the
bnlldo" and dragging Towser avay.

he Form-mastor was very re

He felt that he looked abmrd in the
eyes of his pupils, and that feeling far out-
weighed any sentiment of gratitude.

It was what the young schemers might
have expecled, if they had had a riper
knowledge of human nature, and especially
of Mr. Sclby’s nature,

The TForm- maﬁtcr fixed a stern
upon_D'Arcy mi

P How. 41 that. wietdhed dog get loose,
D’Arcy minor?” he asked.

“Looks as if the chain came off the lock,
sir.

“That is very odd. Somebody must have
been taking the dog out, and allowed it
to run Xonsc

Ves, sir.”

“How dxd you come into the garden,
D’Arcy minor?”

#1 vamo in at the gate, sir,” said Wally
innocent

T o ot mean that.
when T called?

Wally shxfted uncomforta.b]

He had come o to be Lhunkcd with
affceting gmntude, 1( not to be hugged by
the rescued Form-master, and here
was being put through a catechism instead.

egan to feel that there was some:

thm" amiss with the scheme somewhere,
and that he had counted too conﬁdently
upon the softening effects of gratitude. -
“I—I was in the shrubbery, m »" he

Mr. Selby frowned.

“Trespassing, 1 suppose.”

“Well, sir- "

“Juniors are not allowed in the Head’
garden without special permission.
you _special permx sion, I’Arcy mmor?”

“N-p-no, sir.

::gud Jameson and Gibson?”

aTheriyoll weke:all Hhires trespassing.”

Wally s silent,

“It 1s very odd that you should be :.l}
three trnspawng just when I was here, and\

Where were you

sai

glance
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that wretched dog was let loose,” said Mr.
Seclby sourly. “Should I be doing you an
injustice, 1’Arcy minor, in suggesting
that you set the dog loose purposely?”

Dismay sat in the face of D’Arey miner.

It occurred to him that Mr. Selby +had
mistaken his vocation, and that he ought
to have been a detective instead rof
Form-master in a public school.  But he
had nothing o say.

“ think I have the facts now,” said Mr.
Solby, with a_scur smile.  “But having
played this disrespectful and outrageous
trick, D'Arcy minor, why did you prevent
the dog from attacking me? I presume
you were frightened at the possible results
of“\(t)mr wanton rascality

“You were afraid that
injury might be done, and—

“Towser wasn't going to hurt you, sir,”

some  serious

said  Wally desperately. here  was
nothing to bo afrai
was a most unfortunate specch.  Mr.

It
Sclby turned from pink to crimson.
“I think you are the most insolent boy
’Arcy minor,” ex-
d thall have no recourso but
to punish you very scverely for this out-
rage.”
murmured

B
“Iy only Aunt Jane!”

Wally, thmkmg of the cricket week at
Eastwood.

“What did you say, D’Arcy minor?”

“Nothing, sir.

“You will EO, the Head—" Mr.
Selby checked hlmse!i He knew D'Arcy
minor. If Wally were sent to the Head

to be caned, he would make it a point to
explain what his offenco was, and to make
Mr Selby look as absurd as possible.

Ahem! You will stay in for the next
two half-holidays, D’Arcy minor, and will
write five hundred lines. Jameson and
Gibson will write a bundred lmcs cach,
You may tell them so. Now go!

And Wally went !

CHAPTER 21,
A Mysterious Meeting!
OM MERRY chuckled as ho werit up
I to his Toom at Eastwood House,
The Terriblo Threo shured a_zoom
ether, the other fellows being in
different. Sooms. on the samo foor, along
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the corridor. Kangaroo was in the room
with the Terrible ‘Three, four beds being
placed”in a row. From the windows there
was a wide view over the rolling park-
land, with the river winding like a silver
streak beyond.. The four Shell fellows of
St. Jim’s were going up after that peculiar
cricket match with the house eleven, an

they were all in high spirits.

Tom Merry ool e help chuckling.

Owing o ‘a peculiar conjunciion of cir-
cumstances they had beaten® Lord Conway's
clmcu and it was a cause for rejoicing.

It's ripping!” said Monty Lowther, as
ho licked off his shocs. “Simply rip-
ping!

“Gorgeous,” said Manners, plunging his
c.nlv face mto a basin of waler—

goxgcons my sons!”

It’s the ;oxu of the season,” said

I\angaroo, grinning.  “I wonder what the

say, when they learnr they're

& 00 thavs Temn Jieked By &
~choolboy team?”
a, ha, ha!”

“They’ll think they have an eu=mr job
than mcr” Tom Merry remarked 1J
hemd that the Gipsies arc in guat (olm,

thoy’re making a remarkably successful
tour Coumry house cricket is hardly up
to their form.

< T] ey’ ‘Il find a hard nut to crack in

“Yes rather”

“Between oursclves, I rather think the
Gipsies will bo beaten,” said Kangaroo.

The house team here is a good one.
Love]l is magnificent Even Berkcley can
play if he chooses, and he’ll choose this
time—he’s got his reasons, I think, for
particularly “wanting to beat the visitors
to-morrow.”

Tlxe Shell fellows looked at the Corn-

o

% What do you mean, Kangy?

“I mean,  Berkeley’s one of those
bounders who bet on the game,” said
Kangaroo.

Tom Merry’s lip_curled.
“Vou think he's got money on tho
mateh

o you
“He ss.ld so to Pelham in

my hearing.
He doem b make a secret of it.”

“The r r 1
Fhe U ather rotten,” agreed
Kangaroo, o T
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©10s rotten o turn a game like crickef
jnto a gamble. But Berkeley’s just that
Xind of chap. As a matter of fact, I'm
pretty certain that he’s ono of the gentle-
men pla who live on cricket, just as
the ofessionals do, and he probably
makes as much by belting ss in cxpenses.
More honest to come out into the open
and call bimself o professional, to wy

mind,

“Yes, rather!”

“YWho says a run out into the woods?”
gaid Manners, glancing from the window.
1 to select a place for taking photo-
graphs. I'm going to have a complete
sct of pictures of this place.”

“Cussy and the vest ave going to the
village, I think,” said Tom

“That's all right—we'll sce ’em later.”

The four Shell fellows left the house,
and strolled through the gardens into the
park, The deep, scented woods reminded
them of the surroundings at St. Jim’s,
Milo on mile of shady woods lay around
Tastwood House.

The juniors strolled casily along in the
dusk. They wero mot inclined fo exert
themselves “after the match. They camo
out on the bank of the river, and Tom
Morry threw himsclf down in the deep
grass.
“This is a lovely place,” he remarked.
“Let's take a rest, D've used my legs
enough for one day, I think.”

“Right you are!”

And the juniors rested in the deep grass
and ferns, under the overhanging  trees,
with the stream running and rippling al-
most ab their feet. They chatted about St.
Jim’s es they rested, till the stroke of an
oar in the water canght their ears.

“Somebody out for a row,” szid Tom
Merry lazily.

“One of the

“Very likely.

fellows, perhaps.”

Trom' the deep shadows whero they lay
they glanced out on the river
came into view,
of the house,

& cat
but not from the direction
A man was in it, pulling
lage. rested on his oars
opposite the bank where the
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deal of poaching lately on Lord
wood’s estatc—not_the petty poaching cf ai
rabbit or two by the country people, but a3
systematic poaching by fellows who dis-¢
posed of their plunder to rascally agents
who sold the game in the neighbouring
towns to_dealers who did not ask questions. -
I anything of that sort was intended now, -
Tom Merry & Co. meant to interfere.
They lay quiet and watched.

A gleam of light played on the face of
the man in the boat. It was a thick, red, 4
coarse face, but not like the face of a
countryman—it was evidently a town-bred g
man’s countenance, and not a pleasant cne. 3
For several mirutes the boat remained %

there, the oars moving sufficiently to
counteract the draw of the current. Then
the man, who had been searching the bank
with his cyes, pulled close to the reeds
and jumped ashore. He was standing with-
in threc yards of the juniovs, but the bulk
of a big tree interposed, and the shadows
swallowed them up. He stood iwaiting, -
grunting to himself with impatience the
while,

There was a scund of footsteps in the
wood, and a man came brushing through
the foliage.

Tom Merry drew a quick breath.

This was evidently the poacher.  But
the juniors had to make suve before ihey |
acted. Tom Merry sat up in the grass,

ready. = )
“I've been waiting for you” said a
thick, unpleasunt voice, “Tve boen hero |

some time. O, all right; Z

matier| Have you got the tin?”

The reply was probably a shake of the
head, for the juniors heard nothing, and,
the thick voice went on more loudly.

“You've not! Then yow'll have to
the consequences. You mean to say
yow've put me to ell this trouble
nothing 1" e

There was a low murmur of a voice inf
response. P

The thick tones went on.

“Speak out, old man, there’s no ono t
lear us! We're_alone in the wood—no
body within a mile, Youw've owed me, an
owed me again—and it’s coming to a
end.” 3

nother murmur. : 2
“The match to-morrow,” wen
loud tones. ¢ Yes, I shall make
over it. I've got a bet on

b on_th
good bil
o half.
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dozcn fools who backed the house team—
and

the Gipsics will make hay of them.”
om Morey startod,

words showed him that his first
on had been incorrect. The men
ero holding this mysterious meeiing
on the river-bank were not poach Th
man who had come in the boat
maker; and the other man—vwho

The other voice murmured aga

“Rot!” broke out the bookmaker.
“The I.cuse team win—and against the
Gipsics! Rot!”

true,”

he juniors caught the voico this time.
Tow as it was, it them that there
Was something familiar in the accents.

£

Banks.  That pmfe ional
chap, Fosell. 5 a termor T tell you | 1
e tho man, but ¥ can s
ke "H Wil e Sug oF i
wickets to-morrow.  The Gipsies

0s¢
“Yes.
with have fooled you—they know Lovell's

The men you've been betting

form, and that is”why they were willing
to (:\ku you on.”

“You ‘think T've been taken in?”

“I know you have.”

There_was a short silence,

Tom Morry roso to his feet.

T know that voice,” he muttored.

“So do 1" Kangaroo, ~ “It's
Berkeley’s.”
“Yes, and Banks, the bookie!”

“Jolly curious, this,” sajd Manners,

“Yos}; but wo can’t’ leb ‘em go on talk-

ing and hoar what thoy sz, IV no bizncy
" whispered Tom Merry, “Let

“Right-ho!”
The  juniors were curious. They could
not help being so. There was something
yery mysterious in Berkcley mecting tho
bookmalker in this secret way and warning
him that he was nbom to Jose his money
on the Eastwood m: common
principles of honour Toxtots thein B play
the eavesdropper.

hey rose from the grass, and moved
away into the

Chey did o selies is Show. Bromsden
—that would be very awkward for
Berkeley, if he knew they had scen him
there with the bookmaker.

But, "quietly as they movcd

thero was
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some rustling of the bushes, and as they
went, they heard a sharp exclamation.
“What's_that?”
It was Berkeley’s voicc.

“Only the wind in the trees,” said the
bookmaker  mockingly.  “ You're  all
nerves.”

That was all the juniors heard as they
disappeared,

CHAPTER 22.

The Traitor!
ERKELEY ran into the shadowed
B thicket and listencd. The rustic died
away, and quict reigned in the wood.
After listening a fow moments, the
cricketer returned to where the book-
maker was standing.  Mr. Banks had
not moved, cxcopting to light a cigar.

He looked at Berkeley contemptucusly
through the smoke of it.

“Youwre as ncrvous as an old woman,”
he_sai

Berkeley gritted his teeth.

“T've got my reputation to consider,” he
said. ““If it were known let I had deal-
ings with you, —

“It will be known pretty
Banks coal]y.

t do you mean?”

“L)thnr that, or you settle up.”

“Don’t be a fool, Banks. Can’ t you seo
I'm putting you on to a good thing?”
said erkeliy “I owe you—what

'wo hundred pounds.”

“And how much lLave you got ou
match?”

“Twice as much.”

“Then you stand to lose four hundred
popids ,f ex.e Gipsies are beaten”

the

3] You Wl“ lose i
The bookmaker omoved Lis cigar frorm
his mouth.
"Ate you trymg torsoaro e or is there
it?”

ro
e heard of this chap, Lovell, and know
his form, but I did not know he was in
ord Conway’s team.”
“Ho is, and he will take wickets as easily

as ho pleases. Hang it, I've played the
Gipsies many a time, haven’t 17 _Yorke,
their captain, may stand to Lovell’s

bowling, but they haven’t another man who
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can. It’s intended to be a two-day match;

any, beliek is that it vill last only one day.”
**And the house will win?”

Tho
minutes, silent and thoughlful
“1f that is so, yowve given me a

bookmaker  smok for some

good
tip,” he said. "I suppose there’s still
time to }mdge as mlbhc opmmn ls strongly

“W cll I've go a schcme M
‘:'l'o save the tin?”

Boaioioy Tawestid 518 5ies.

“Supposo the houso lost, after all? 1
could fix

B'\m{s slﬂrted

Y ou—; you mean—"

“That would save you four hundred, and
bring in the profit” you cxpected—pretty
long odds, probably.”

“Yes: T gob eight hundred if tho Gipsics

i

i Out of that you can cancel my debt to
you, and hand m hundred,”  said
Bcrl\de' “'I'ha'}s fair.”

, if you can do as you say. I
suppose )ou could let yoursclf be bowled—
—that \\Duld be casy ‘enough, but—excuse

're not the backbone of the team.
cell's i such splendid form as you
your throwing away a_wicket in ‘the

say,
innings won's make much difference to the
result.”

=T could stop Lovell playing.”

“I naodnt explain,” said Berkeley
coaliy; “T believo I can’ do n And if you
agree to my terms, I will. ot

The bookmaker pursed his [aL lips
hat’s all very well,” he exclaimed,
“but I've only got your word for it that
Lovell is as dangerous as you say; and if
he doosn’t play, how am T to know that
you haven't been rotting?”

Berkeloy shrugged his shoulders,

“If he does play, you can say good-bye
rour money, that’s all,” he replied.

t's not good enough
B rkeloy refloc
“Well, “Jet the ﬁxst day be played, or,
rather, tho first innings, if the Gipsies bat
first,” he sai “ soon as Lovell has
Dbowled you'll see his form, I suppose you

1o,
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can sce the match, or keep yourselt pmed;
how it's going on.”

“T shall be do»vn here,”

L A N
for all the tenants and the country people |
to como and seo tho maich, it they choose, 3

u can casily get in with the crowd.
don a5 Tovell bowls yowl sco that he's
boyling your foug hundicd away.” L

“And ‘then—"

“Then, f you want to save your bacon,
you'll have to come to terms with me, and
“IL seo to it that Lovell's tecth are drawn.”
The bookmaker nodded
“That's o fair arrangement,”

“You'ro sure you can manage Lovell

Le said
7

h
01" <ald Berkeley, with a slight
Iaunh “If he sold the match, he would
want more money than I could payi and,
as a_matter of fact, Tl do the ou this
justice, I donL Lclne\e he'd even tlunk of
selling’a match.”

Then how——"
et my secre
“You mean that you know something

about him—something tha you a hold
' said the bookmaker curiously.

“YWell, Theep. your secrct,” said Banks
abruptly, “If it turns out as you say, and
you save my tin by stopping Lovell play-
lng, Tl stick to the terms you suggest,
Well arrange it aiter the frst innings of
the Gips

at’s right!”

“Then Il meet you after that innings.”
said the bookmaker. “When the Glpsxes
have batted, if Lovell is dangerous, as you
say, Tl meet you.” i

“And we'll have the agrecment dowy in
o husinesike way.”

"’lhat s satisfactory.  After the Gipsics’
first inmings, then, Tl be here, as soon as]
I can > said Berkeley, “Or, rather,
we'd better meet somewhere nearer the

ouse. Wo may have to bat soon after the:
Gipsics, and in'that case I mayn’t be able
{o ot avay for more than & quarter of ar

hour.”

“Trao! Whero shall T be?”

Berkeley reflected for a moment.

“Come to the summer-house  in
gardens, near the river. There will be
ong dhete on the day of tho match.”

the
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“Tixnn )L s settled!”

“Righ

The Lnokmaker stepped into the boat.
Berkeley wriched him as he went down the

current, and the dusk of the river
swallowed him up,
There was a  bitter look upon  the

amateur’s face,
He turned away to walk
weods back to the house w

rough the
h a gloomy

ow.
“What would the fellows say if they
knew?” he muttered “I should be cut
dead—kicked out of the club, kicked out
of socicty, except that of men like Banks.
And I suppose I should deserve it  Bui
Pm in o holes it can't bo helped T've
“had such rotten luck that 1 can't afford |
beo_partioular,”
And with that refloction Berkeley tried
to_dismiss the matter from his mind.
When he camo into the house, Tom
Merry saw him, and he gave the amateur
a curious glance, Ho could sce the signs
of gloomy thought in Berkeley’s face.
Berkeley did not even look at the junior.

“Under the thumb of a_blessed  hook-
maker,” murmured Monty Lowther. “It’'s
a rotten position, Tommy; don’t over got
into it.

"Tom Merry laughed.

“I'm not likely to,” he said. “But if
that’s how things stand with Berkeley, one
can forgive the chap for not being specially
sweet-tempered. That fat bounder docsn’t
look the ku‘d of chap one would like to

“You're nghc >
Arthur Augustus came towards the Shell
fellows with a beaming smile.

'he Gipsies are o,\wwn’m to-night,” he
announced. “’I‘h atch begins car]y to-
MoWWOoW mornin’. I wondah what they will
say when they heah that we have ickcd
the House team?"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

CHAPTER 23.
Vially Bolts!
Gibson

“ BLL?”
\X} Jameson Culy G
uttered  that monosyllable  to-

and

gether as Wally joined them.

They had tied up Towser once more in the

kennel, and come back to mect their chum.
They looked anticipative.
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The scheme had worked out so well,
far as they knew, that succass soemed cors
tain, if Wally’s confidence in Mr. Selby’s
capigity for gratitude was ot misplaced.

Wally grunted.

“Well?” ho replied,

“Are wo going this afternoon?” asked
Jameson.  “There’s time to catch the
evening train.”

“Heaps of time, and to do a little pack-
ing first,” said Curly Gibson. “I supposo
we ’d hctter take bags, not a trunk?”

“Bags!” said Wally vaguely.
«¥es, bags. Tt will save trouble,”
“May as well pack ’em now,” " said
Jameson.
"Yns come
Hold on!” smd Wally.
“What's up?”
“We're not going.”
g
“Dcaﬁ” said Wally pleasantly. “We're
not going.”
“N-n-not  going?”
“Now
“Babr
“It  hasn’t  worked,” said Wally
gloomily. “Selby’s a beast, and an unjust
east. He ought to have been a policeman,
not a )."Drm master. He's a rotter!”

“Ho wasr't gratefal.”

“Not after we saved him?”
Jameson.

Wally ‘shook his head.

o. He only slated me for being in tho
Heads garden without permission, an
made a guoss about how Towser got loose.”

S
RS e, pietal B Deing
rayed?” demanded Curly Gibson,
hasn’t any gratitudo in his co
position, I believe,” said Wally bittorly.
“T don’t believe he’s human, at all; he's
just & mathematical machine.’
nd we're not going !
“We're not.”
“(Creat Seott!”
“He's gated me for two halfholidays

exclaimed

“Phew 1
“And gwcn e five hundred lines—"
“My word !”

“And you two a hundred each.”
b ‘v\ hal 77 yelled Jameson and Gibson
togethe

A I\umlxcd each,” said Wally calmly.
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The two fags glared. at him, They
soemcd to bo hardly able to realise the

Tacts for the moment.

“A hundred lines each?’ said Jameson
at last. “So that's how your giddy scheme
has worked out, is it

“Ivs not my fault” said Wally. “The
milk of human kindness was left out of
Selby’s composition somehow. It's not my
fault if ho has a set of books of Eudlid in
the place of a heart.”

“This is your giddy scheme!” went on

Jan}lleson, unheeding. =~ ‘‘A hundred lines
eac!

‘Oh, bump hlm" said Curly Gibson
wildly.  “We've been fed up with his

whcsz(s, but thvs m a littlo too much,”
hold on!

Bum') lnm"’

“Hands off] I— Oh!”

ameson and Gibson rushed upon their
hapless leader, and he was whirled off his
feet and bumped.
thrice khcy bumped him on the
h great energy, and d then they
ng for breath, and walked
at relieved in their feelings,
decidedly wrathful and in-

sat up and gasped.

“ uolte)sl he mulmuud ““This is what
comes of wasting one’s brain power plan-
ning holidays for othcr chaps Blessed if
T'll bother about again.”

And Wally wi A painfully away.

There was no doubt that the great scheme
for getting down to Eastwood for the
ericket week had been a ghastly fiasco.
But Wally had not given up the idea of
going. In the Third Form dormitory that
night he tackied his chums again on the
subject.

“You kids game for another try to-
mcxmw’" }m e

, go and cat coke,” said Jameson.

. And heans of n,' said Curly.

Waily snotied.

“Don’t be slackers,” he said.
going; vou’d better come,”

“No ﬂor’gmgs' for me.”

“I'm

1 Go to, sleep, Wally; your wheezes are

£o0
“m]lv “turned i

well, I'm Lomg,

catch it much worse thzm I’vo caught xt
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an'l tlnt‘s one comfort.  And
whe me Tll persuado the guv’nor
to uuke reace [or me here. When I fell
him all the dodges I've been through o
get leave, it’s bound to touch his hears.

““About_as much as we taucbcd Selby's
growled Jameson. “Rats!

“And many of ‘em!”
Wally sniffed.
“Well, I'm going, that's all,”’ he said.
And on the morrow he went.

He vas missed from the class-room, and
Mr. Selby, with a very green look in his
eyes, il inquiries, and reported to the
Heall, and a very warm time was intended
for Wally when he re-entered the ancient
walls of St. Jim

aheady,

51

said Curly Gibson.

CHAPTER 2,
Tho Gipsiss’ Match!
IT was a sunny morning at Eastw

The juniors of St. Jim’s wero up with

the sun, and most of the cricketers

were early, too. Stumps were to be
pitched et an early hour. The match was
mmnded to last two days, but some of the
men were of opinion hat it would require
fully that time, if it were not unfinished
at the end of the second day. That opinion
was not held among the Gipsies. They had
been making a successful tour, in which
they had beaten several county teams on
their own grounds, and country-house teams
gulore. They had little doubt about walk-
ing over Lord Conway's eleven in the
casiest way in the world.

But the fact that Mr. Banks had found
men veady to lay good mouey on the Last-
Woor team showed that Lord
Conway’s men had backers. Lovell’s form °
was well known to men in the know; hence
the ease with which Banks had succeeded
jn sccuring odds against the Gipsies—|
favourites with most.

Tom Merry & Co. fooked at the Gips
when they went to the nets in the mommg
for a little preliminary practice.

They were a fine-looking, athletic lot, and
Yorke, their captain, an old Cambridge
Blue, was famous as a hitter of pisn |
ower.

_ “They look wathah a decent lot, you
know.” said Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, sur-g
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veying the cricketors through his monocle.
“ athah apnwva of them.
“Don’t let them hear you say so,”
ploved Monty Lowther.
“Why nof, deah b
“Tney would get s“cl‘ed heads at once,

“‘V("\]ly Lowthah—

“Hau, ha,

tmnpd lis eyeglass round wpon
6z ju

fo sce oty euse for mewwimons®

* im-

he remar
“Go hon
“fhey are in wathah good form,” said
DAvey, tuming his_eyeglass upon *the
keiors agnin.  “The Houso team will

have a tusslo, desh boys; bub I wathan
think that Lovell will make hay of some of
them
“Thank you!” said a cheery voico at
ey’s el

The swell of St Jin's turned, and saw
the young professional.

“Good-morni’,” he remarked,
do_you think of ‘the Gipsies, deah

ery good_form.”

i you will beat them,
«T hade s0,° said Lavell a smile,
At breakfast there was a crowded table,
guests,
The talk ran
. ns spent most
sis tme T explaininz clekol maHers

“What
boy 7

Cousin Bihel, “Tho gitl vas decply fa-
toresied in {ho game, aud what iggins
didn’t know about it wasn’t worth knor

Perhaps, however, she could not have siood
so much cricket if she had mot been in-
terested in Figgins, too.

When the stumps were pitched there was
a good crowd on the ground,

Village folk and country folk had come
in from all sides to seo the game, or at
Ioast, part of it, and among the speotators
was a fat, red-faced man with flashy watch-
chain and vings and beetling brows, with
little, keen cyes under them.

Lo‘d Cc'ma i gAa.nce fell upon him, and

Uc b & e
7o T wondes what ho's |

clay gliisnd ot the Fat, sam
Jove!” he said.
en putting

some of h
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rotien money on the game,” Lord Conway
remarked. ©Looks like it, his being here.”

I shouldw’t wonder.

“It’s a pity some way can’t be found to
stop that,” Lord Conway said, with a frown.
“Banks is one of the bookmakers who are
turning their attention from racing to
cricket and football, and theyll make the
game a gamblo jush as horse-racing is, in
the long Tun, Then it will be good-bye to

a decent, game.’

Berkeley nodded.

“Ive a jolly good mind to have him

shown off the ground,” said Lord Conway,

“Well, the public are admitted,” said
Berkeley. “Banks is one of the  publie,
and you don’t kuow, for cortain that ho's
here “for any

“T oan gogsa protiy correctly, T mmk ]

making a rov, ay.

o porhaps you're sight. T wish ha'd get

“No

And Lord Ccm»\ay took no further notice

sed for choice of innings,
e fell to e Gipsies to bat first. Yorke
went in with another man to open the
innings, and Mr, Banks p

speals, . Now b
whethex Berkeley’s m(ormazmu with
resp the professional bowler was to
be relied upon.

- Lord Conway put on Rahy to bowl the
first_oyer, and Yorke and his partner
fnocked up eleven rums for the Girsies. In
the second over Lovell took the ball.

Lovell walked on with a quick, springy
ston. His handzomo face was glowing with
bealdh and heenness. Ho % the

top of his form, as indeed

e grasped the ball o Tennt e Bt

B otks, the Givsies® waptain, faced bim
calmly enough. He knew that Lovell w
good stuff, but he did not Inow how dan—
ger ous he was.
e House eleven looked on keenly.

’U\c' ow that they had a surprises
p~nl¢cc in Lovell, and they were anticipat-
ing the effect of his bowling on the visitors
.m much inward enjoyment.

Lovell took a little ran, and the ball left
his l\md

wicket went to pieces in a flash.
hat!” said Yorke aload, in his
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There was a buzz in the o
“Well bowled!”
«Oh, well bowled!””
Lord Conway smiled.
Yorke carried out his bat, and another
man took hi A minute more, and
the new man's bails were on the giound.
“Hurra
“ B

Augustus
o!

" shouted  Athur
aving his Panama hat. “Biav

d man came i

e met with the samo fate.

His wicket went down at the next ball,
and (he\e was a yell of “The hat trick !
Hurrah "

Lovell looked quietly satisfied.

He had performed the hat trick in the
first over, and it was a feat to be proud of
against batsmen like the Gipsies.

Grim enough looked the visitors.
three down for cleven runs, and
s a bad beginning to the match they
had locked forward to as little more than
a walk-over.

he batsmen played Lovell very carefully

) said  Yorke to his
friendt, & e got a_ wonderful man
k.ww “31¢’ll play, for England in the next
Test, it I'm oy Sulae; Blo's rogular mus:
tm‘

A the Gipsios agreed that ho was.

St. Jim’s juniors were looking on
keen They felt that they were
acking up Lovell, somehow, and they
soro vory pleased to see kit doiog 0
wel

Dol Jover said  Arthur Augnstus.
“What did T tell ‘you, deah boys? Pway

stop pokin’ me in the wibs, Blake.”

s heres o telogram for youl

“Tha DOV ’s been waiting five minutes,”

“Bai Jove!” said D’Arey, turning round
and rahm'v the buff envelope from the boy.

ppose it's fwom that young wascal
\VaH !’
Ho opened the telegram,
“Bai Jove
“What’s 4 ?S];ed Kerr,

“That young “ma
“What'’s he

“He's bolted !
“Phow

hat!" said Digby. “There'll be a
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“Poor said TFatty Wynn
feelingly. knows there’s
some Jolly good K(,edx.xg going on here.”

a, ha, ha!”

“There’ll be trouble,” said Tom Merry.
“Lord Eastwood is certain to bundle him
back.”

D’ Arcy nodded.

“The” young wascal foresees that,’ he
remarked. “‘Ile’s wired to mo to help him
make his peace with the governah.”

“By George, that's goml‘”

“‘Here’s his telegwam—it must have cost
him a lot. ‘Dear Gus—T've hooked it.”
T}m is a_howwibly vulgnh expwession.”

es Wally say that?’

N you duffah; [ say that. Wally says:
Dve hooked it. hall be home by the
twelve train. Meet me in summer-house af
twelve-thirty to arate how to break it
to the pater.—Varr

The juniors gxmned

ter his muajor’s strict injunctions to
h.m not to think of ‘‘bolting”’ from St.

im’s, it was considerably cool of Wally to

call upon Arthur Augustus to mako his

old_Wally
“I su

rpoace for him. But Wally knew his
“You'll have to do it, Gussy?” gr
Kangaroo
*Yaas, wathah!”

“Hallo, there goes another wicket.”

Lovell was bowling again.

Arthwe Augustus thrust the telegram into
his pocket, and watched the bowling.
Lovell Jas dangerous cncugh It was

retty clear (“nt t‘xc bdps(es innings would
not last after

And it did not.

At twelve oclock the last man was out,
and the Giipsies’ innings closed for a total
of 70 runs—about a third as many as they
had conﬁdenuy expected.

Berkeley glanced round for Banks in the
crowd as the cricketers went off,  The
bookmaker had disappeared. The amateur
left his comrades as soon as he could, and
hurried away to keep his appomtmf:m

CHAPTER 25.
What Wally Heard in the Summer-house!
ARLY, by Jove!”
E Wally made that remark.
The scamp of the Third Form at )

St. Jim’s had stepped out of the
inat  precisely twelve o'clock  at




THE SCHOOLBOYS'

basthorpe, but he had obtained a lift on
a farmer’s cart as far as the park gates, and
50 he had a nui much earlier than he had
anticipated.

It was not yet ten minutes past twelve
when he entered the summux ~house—as
quietly and stealthily as a c:

Vally knew that it wmlld not do to see
h(: Ezt‘wl at o

Te had nu deslre to be sent directly
bncL to St.

With Arth\\r Au"ustus as a go-between,
peace might be made, and the earl might
relent, and intercede for his youngest son
with the Head of St. Jim’s.

So  Wally entered the summer-house
quietly, aud at the sound of a footstep ap-
proaching it frd outside, five minutes
later, he was on the alert at once.

H¢ knew that both his father and his
eldest brother came to the little building
in the wood at times, and_he didn’t want
to be discovered there by cxther of them.

He started up and listened,

Tho  footsteps werc coming directly
towards the summer-house. Wally ]ookcd
round quickly. There were several big
garden chairs inside the building, and the
Third-Former promptly ensconced ~himself
hehind one of them, kneeling on the ground
to be completely covered by the high wicker
back, near the wall.

A’ minute later,
summer-house.

Waily could not see who it was, and he
dared not look—he would himself have been
seen at once. He remained crouched be-
hind the ¢l he new-comer paused for
a moment or two, and then came directly
towards the chair, and sat down in it
heavil;

\’V&!Iy hardly breathed.

If it should be his father, the game was
up if ho was discovered. How long the
visitor would stay in the summer-house was
a problem, too. Suppose he was still there
when DAwy came at half-past_twelve to
keep_the appointment? It would be just
like D’Arcy to blurt out the facts.

Wally gmnred in spirit. But he made no
audible so

He henrd th@ scratching of -a match, and
then the scent of a cigar was wafted to him.
The strong, coarse smell of it shm\ed him
that it could not be Lord Eastwood who was
smokis t was neither his father nor
Lord Conwav. But it might be just as

someone entered the
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dangerous to betray his presence to a guest
of the house.

Wally remained very still.

There was a quick footstep at the entrance
of the summer-house, man seated
in the wicker chair gave a grunt,

aDve waited for you again, Berkeley!”

“I came as soon as 1 cor

“Well, the match has g‘v..uc as you say,”
Banks remarked, puffing at his cigar.
“The House team are bound to knock up
moro than seventy, I suppose.”

““At least a hundred.

“And the Gipsies will do no better in
their_second innings.

“Not if Lovell bo.\ls against

“I believe you.

Banlks smoked in silence for some minutes.
Berkeley stood watching him without speak-

He was sure of the bookmaker now.
“Well,” said Banks, at last, “I suppose
it must be as you suggested, Mr. Borkeley.”
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them.”

ood.
““If Lovell drops ouit of the match—"
“Yorke will agree to Conway’s playing a
subsitute; but there's no one ab Hastwood
o be afraid of. It will be some bungling
mnntf‘
iThen the Gipsies—"
SWill wi
Aud Ty money’s sl aaid the ooks

And: mina
Banks ncdded

Yoy hand me back my paper, and a
hundred pounds in addition,” said Berkeley
[hat’s understood 2

gre
“We'll hn\c it in black and white.”

The bookmaker grinned.

“An agreement like that wouldn’t look
well in writing, Mr. Berkeley, and it would
do you more harm than good to show it.”

“We shan’t put it in writing like that.
You will book it in the form of a bet—you
to pay me thrce hundred pounds if the
Gipsies win. Out of xhn thle(, bundred you
keep the two L owe o

““That’s all se; -

Wally h-udly e isd,

ol and nervy wung scamp as he w
he was terrified at what he was_he;
and he did not know what to do. He simply
dnre(l not show himself.

“And now,” said the bookmaker, “how




50 D’ARCY’S CRICKET WEEK!

ar you going to prevent Lovell from play-

Boxke]ey shrugeed his shoulders.
said befove, that's my business.”
@ A,xe you sure you can do it
“Yes.!
“Then you have a hold on him?”
‘Perhaps.’
The bool\mxl\er frowned darkly.
“YWhy ecan’t you speak out?” he de-
manded, ““Were in this thing together.”
So long as oesn’t_play for
Com\ay, that’s all that concerns you,”
lly. I keep my oy
by have your way, then!”
“I mean to.”
Mr. Banks rose to his feef
“Well, T suppose that’s zLout all,” he
enid. “T may as well get out of this, No
need to visk our heing soen tegcu.or
Q) s0,” said Berkeley.
sed, with a change of rolovr

was a distinct sound of fcotsteps
cowsing towaris thecswmmeronse Wl v
heard them, teo, and breathed with relief.
e guessed that Arthur Augustus was
coming to keep the appointment he had
made by telogram,

“Hang it?” muttered Borkeley. “We
mast’t be seen horel Get cut of the

ed.
Aoy 1 m net climbing out of any
rdows at my time of lifo!
<’ Y w'll be scen—-"
““That deesn'¢ matter, if you're g{ot seen

with me cut
off I

win

and Tll walk out. Who-
ever it is will only suppose I strolled in
liczo for a smoke.”
keley Lesitated for a_moment, but it
was evidently the only thing to be done.
Ho stopned out of the low window of the
summer-houso and dizappeared into the
trees.  The bookmakor walked boldly
cnough towards the door. Ho met Arthur
Augustus  D'Arcy as he crossed  the
threshold.

Tho swell of St. Jim’s turned his eyoglass
wpon the bookmaker.
Cood-afternoon 1

“I

Mr, Ban.{s
*hol)cd in for a smoke,

ted on before the elegant
junicr could reply.
Avthur

He did not like Mr. Banks’

Then he entered the summer-house.
e glanced round. There was no one
visib] e.

after him.
locks. 1

arly,” murmured the swell of St.
Jim’s s “W 2lly isn’t here yet. Pewwaps
he hasn't left Lhe school .Lfter all,

Bai Jove!”

e broke off with an exclamation as
Wally rose to view behind the big chair,
with a face so pale that Arthur Angmtus
forgot the lecture ho had intended for him,
and looked at him with great anxiety
insteas

weat Scott, Wally, what's the matah?
Aro you ill7”

“No!” gasped Wally. “But I've ]utt
been listening to two awful rotters, They’re
planning to give avay the mateh,”

“Bai Jovel”

And the swell of St. Jim’s listened in
astonishment and growing Lorror as Wally
explained.

When the fag had hastily stammered out
what ho had heard, D’Arcy grasped him by

the arm.

“Come to the governah!” he cxclaimed.
“Fe's tho p\vorah person to know this!”

Waliy hesitated

“He doesn’t know I'm here,” he said.

“Ho must know now, Wally. Wo can't
leave these awful wascals to cawiwy out
their plan. Come on!”

And he simply dragged the fag from the
summer-house,

CHAPTER 26.
Lovell's Reply!
OVELL came out after lanch and
L strolled in the grounds, Thero was
an interval before the home innings
ommenced, and Lovell was not
wanted to bat first, in any case. Tom Merry
observed him_stroll into the par
noticed that Cecil Berkeley \\z\n»ed 1
samo direction a little lat
guessed what was the intention in the
of the amateur,
“I want to speak to you, Lovell.”
* Lovell stoppe
He looked 1t Berkelev with ceol, clear
The amateur hesitated a minut
; he did mot like appro
ect ke had in mind.
“Yes?” said Lovell simply.
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“We can talk safely here I suppose?”
said Berkeley with a glance round.

Lu\t‘ll looked surpmmf

es,” he sai here is

hshm if that is what you meaa.
would it matter?”

“A great deal.”

Yo t!!

no one to
But what

“The fact is, it's rather a curious
matier.” said Berkeley, plunging into the
subject. “I want to ask a favour of you.”

Lovell could only stare. That the gentle-
man amateur, who had always treated him
with scarcely-veiled disdain, should care to
ask a favour of him, was surprising enough.

“It’s rather a peculiar one, too,” said
Berkeley, the colour coming into his
cheeks in spvtu of himself. “I want you to
drop out of the team for the rest of tho
match, and, of course, not to montion that
1 have anything to do with it.”

Lovell could scarcely believe his ecars.

“You want me to drop out of the team?”

he, repeate:

“Yes.

“Arc ,you mad?”

“I thmk you must be to make such a
request,”  sai ovel. “Even if I were

Tot hound by honour 7ok to dasert the Hide,

am paid for my services by Lord East-
wood, and I should be a rascal not to play.
And T certainly shouldn’t dream of drop
ping the mateh now to please you or any-
Dody else.”

“T don’t expect you to do it to please
mo, of course. I expoet you to do it with

own interests.”

o

“You remembor a little talk you had
with the Australian lad yesterday,” said
Berlkeley.

Love]l “started.

Yos. I did not know you heard it.”

“Well, I did hear if, and it made a lot
of things clear to me.”

“T don’t understand you.”

] had been wondering where T had seen
vou before,” aid Berkeley coolly, “That
little talk made it plain to me. "It was in
Melbourne, two years ago, when I was ovor
there with an Iinglish team. You wero a
bowler for nn Australmn side that met us at
Melbeuﬁnﬁ.d "

id not speal

I g R a—

on Berkeley., “It was Luttrell. Lum—eu
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gained & great deal ot attention, and was
widely mentioned in the Colonial press us
a wonderful bowler, and (hiore was talk o
sending him to England in the next teum,
1 remember & newspaper mentioning thai
bo was not Colonial born, but a Surrey
man_by birth.”
Still Loy i was silent.

“Lattrell was never sent to England with
the Australian_eloven, however,” went on
Berkeley. “He disappeared from Mol
Heras wird suddenlyets swroid fho polisn
who wore after him for tho forgery of a
chequo by which he cleared threc hundred
pounds. = Ho escaped, and from som
inquirios T mad by tolograph yestorday,
it’s pretty clear that he’s never been tracked
ot by the pelies, if 1 WA nat knaw o
already.”

“Weil 1

Lovell's faco was deadly pals, but Le
spokko_quite calmly.

Beckialey shrughed is shouldern

“Well,” ho said, “i’s pretty clear, I
think. You call yourself Lovell, a_Surrey
man, and so you may be; but in Mol
bourne two years ago you wero Luttrail,

and you are wanted by the Melbourno
pelice for forgery 1”

“Well 2

Berkeley mado an angry gesture; the
reiteration at s}nrp, contemptuous
monosyllable u-rxtatcd

“You are in my mua;," he said. “A
word to the police and you would be

extradited to Mclbourne to take your trial.”

Lovell smiled

“You know it,” smd Berkeley. “T shall
speak that word or not, entirely according
to how you act now. I want the Gipsies t¢
win

“ You \vanb your own team to lose?”

“The side you are playing for!” ex-
claimed Lovell in confemptuous surprise.
don’t want to discuss it with you!”
said Berkeley, flushing. “I want the
Gipsics to win, and that's enough.
believe they can win if you don’t bowl
against them in their second innings.

“n-.t you to drop out after the homo
: "

no
“?nd let the enemy win?”

“And if I refuse?”
“J shall denounce you to the police!”
Loveil drew a deep breath.
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“Suppose 1 go straight to Lord Conway
now” e said, and repeat what you have
told me, word for word?”

Borkeley smiled contemptuously.

“ You're ,Welcome to do so, if you like,”
ou_cannot imagine that Lord
Conway. wouly Debsvers wocdoot o 1 sup-
pose? "I should deny it from end to end!”

“You scoundrel 1?

Berkeley’s faco went crimson

“That’s enough!” ho exclaimed harshly.
“I didn’t come Fioro to bandy words with'a

inal{ Wil you do as I ask?”

ovell ehook his head.

“You refuse?”

“Yes.

“Have gyou thought of con:

sequences?” demanded Berkeley, amazed
and furious.

fe was alarmed and confounded by thc
blank refusal of the professional. bad
not_doubled for a moment that the pro-
fessional would jump at his terms to save
his skin.

“Yes,” said Lovell quietly.

A And | you are prepared to face thom?”
“You must be mad! Look here!” ex-
claimed Berkeley abruptly. “You will
have guessed that I have money on the
match. I suppose you really mean that you
want yoar_whack. If so, put it in plain
How much do you want?”

““Nothing
s Then sou definitely refuso?”
“ Definitely

Berkeley grcund his teeth. Ho thought
of Mr. Banks, and the promise he hed
given him—of the certain ruin awaiting
himself if tho Gipsies lost the match, He
Jiad counted too surely upon his power over
the professional.”

He clonched his fists in bitter rago.

You—yon dare to refusel” he hissed.

“You—you forger—you beggarly hound

“Thore’s my reply to that

Tovells fist lashed out, and Berkeley
staggered back, and rolled on the grass.
TLovell gave him one look and walked siowly
away.

There was a ery of surprise, Lord Con-
way, who had come to look for Berkeley,
had ' caught sight of him just as he fell
under Lovell's blow.

He ran up to assist the dazed amateur
to

“YWhat on earth does this mean?” he
exclaime

Berkeley staggered up. He bad a last
card to play, and he played it. Ho mado a
gesture after the retreating form of Lovell.

“You saw it?” he muttered thickly.

Have you been quarrciling with
“Quarrelling—with a eriminal! No!”

Lord Conway stared at him,

“A criminal! What do you mean,
Berkeley "

“I mean that he is a criminal—that he’s
wanted by the Australian police for
forgery, aad ikiat e may be arrested any
minute! You can’t let him play for the
rest of the match!”

CHAPTER 27,
In the Dark!

ORD CONWAY stared blankly at
L Berkeley.
“What on earth do you mean?”
he exclaimed. “Lovell a criminall
Loyell in danger of arrest!”

“You'ro dreaming |

“I'm telling you the exact truth!” said
Berkeley, calming himselt.

He realised now_ that he had one chance
left of keeping his arrangement with the
bookmaker.

If ho could brand Lovell as a criminal,
an escaped forger wanted by the police,
Lord Conway could not possibly allow him
to continue playing in the Eastwood side.

At any cost he would have to drop such

a player.

That knowledgo and the desiro to be
revenged upon Lovell, made Berkeley
bitterly determined to ruin the young

professional.

Berkeley's head was throbbing from the
blow Lovell had-given him. But he was
cool and collected now, and savagely
dctermmed

“I'm telling you the truth !” he repeated.
“Lovell is a forg

““Impossible I

& He is being hunted by the Melbourne
in

was  ever

not know he
Australia.”
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“He was a professional bowler there two
years ago.”

Lord Conway could only stare.

“He is a Surrey man,” he said at last.

‘f@o hs hz-s led you to believe I

“Ho x\em under the name of Luttrell in
Australia,” eaid Berkeloy, saw him
when T was g out in the Colonies,
and for a long txme T've thought I'd seen
him_before. 1t oceurred to me all of a
sudden Just now, and I taxed him with it.”

“And ke

“¥ou sty for yourselth

Lord Conway was silent.

“He struck me,” said Berkeley, “T will
not soil my hands on the scoundrel; but
you can’t keep him in the team, Conway.”

“Well, look here, Berkeley, if you
accused a chep of a thing like that, it’s not
surpns-ng that he should hit out,” said

" Lord Conway bluntly, “and he’s more
likcly to do it if he’s innocent than if he’s

Bcr]\elev bit his lip.

“Does that mean that you do not believe
me?” he exclaimed.

“Of course not! T take your word; but
I slml! want proof be[ora I believe that

re not mistaken,” said Lord Conway.

“Whnt proof have you?

“I know the man,

“Yet for some days youw've been thrown
\ch him continually, anit id ok recognise

“I was puzzled at first, but I am sure
now.

“Xou are quite certain there
mls(ako“’

uite 1
IL xmght be a resemblance——"

“Not at al

“Did Lo\e]I admlt anythmg’"
+ “Was he likely to?

“I suppose not. But frankly, Berke.ev‘
T can’t believe this! I re<pect Tovell—T'vo
seen a lot of him, and T've fc\md him a
decent ‘chap. I simply can’t believe that
you're right! There must be somo ghastly
mistake.”

Berkeley breathed hard.

“Let him explain it then,” he said. “I
only ask to be allowed to accuse him face
to face, and then if he has anychmg to say,
let him say it.”

vd Conway nodded.
“Well, that's only fair,” he remarked,

is no
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“If he's a criminal you will not play him
for the. rest of tho match?” Berkeley
exclaimed.

“Of course not! It would be impossible!
Bub it’s most unfortunate. As a matter of
fact, tho Gipsies will lick us if Lovell drops
out. You must have scen that he's tho
backbene of the team,”

Derkeley shrugged his shoulders.

“I should be very sorry for that, but I'd

rather lose a match than win with the
assistance of a member of the eriminal
classes!” he said. “Ycu couldn’t  in

common decency allow “such a man to
handlo a bat here!”

Lord Conway frowned.,

“Lhove T don’t need instructing in what
to do if this is true, id. ut, to
bo frank, Berkeley, I cant help saying
that you dislike the chap, and most of us
have noticed it, and I fhink very likely
that has prejudiced you. I want this
proved before T believe it, in common fair-
ness to Lovell.”

“His name isn’t Lovell, it's Luttrell, and
I dow't think he'll venture to deny it,”
said Borkeley. “Anyway, le’s soo!”

“Como on, then

They walked away towards the cricket
ground, the direction Lovell had faken.

The young professional was ther

Ho was sianding alono wnder a big tree
boside iho ground, with o gloomy ex-
pression upon his

Tom Merry had veken: ol Tt the
soung man was i a prooccupied state of
mmd and had not o heard b

e did not reply, and Tom Morry, seeing
:Imc ho was deep in thougm had left him

alo;

Loveh did not look up as Lord Conway
and Berkeloy approached. His eyes were
fixed upon the ground.

The juniors of St. Jim’s noticed the grave
look on Lord Comway’s face, and they
instinctively knew thab there was trouble
in the air.

They were in a group at a short distance,
out of the reach of voices, but they could
not help seeing.

“Something’s up,” Tom Merry remarked.
"LO\ell’s got the blues an inch thick!”

“And Conway looks as if he's going to a
fune{{al 1 said Fxggms

«Can't see what the trouble is,” ant]\cx
remarked. “Lovell has done wonderfully
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well againet the Gipsics. Conway certainly
can’t hmc any fault to find with his
bowl

&) ly.”

“(lussy’s wanted,” said Kerr. “Gussy

ought to be here to Jook after his elder
sther. Conway looks as if there was
uble on hand, aud now’s the timo for
Gussy’s fatherly advi

Ihe juniors (huck]vd
. w ]}v Hm way, where is Gussy?” asked
'u(( v

Go 'o Y6 st Wally.”
“ITiey ought to have shown up by this
tim

Tom Merry looked round.

“\ly hat!” There they avel”

Two figurcs had appeared in sight in the
distainco, moving towards the hotse, They
were hur Augustus D’Arcy and
Thiiie, e Loy’ shta huirying Wlong, both
looking very excited.

Tom Merry gave a whistle.

“Something up there, tao!” he ex-
d. “There’s trouble in the air this
What's the matter with

noon,
sy
“Let's go and sce.”
The juriors cut across to intercept the
swell of St. Jim’s.
,\Mmr Augnstus hardly glanced at them.
“Don't stop me, deah boys” ho ox-
cliimed. “I'm in a feabhful huwwy.”
\x 1, .: s hnp.)e)xc(”'
1 in a huwwy.”
e \\ n.A s thn trouble 7
Py \\\aps I may explain pwesently.
am in a huwwy to

At
my

pre
gc\'urmﬂn
o \'ou’re not taking Wally in to be licked,

su

not”
o R.ulu. not,” said Wally, with a warlike
look. “I'm going in because—""
“(,mnv on, Wally—"
“Look heto, Gus
‘iLatah, deah Toye. Tatat!

"

lIu\n\y up, Wally 1”

“T'm comin,

And Arthur Augustus dragged his minor
wway towards the house.
o 8t Jim's juniors stared after thom
ank astenislimer
“What o ea.rth' the matter?”
claimed

Tom Mlotvy shook ia Heall

in
ex-
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“Can’t undersiand it,” he said. “Gussy
can’t be excited like this about Wnlly
bolting from the school. Besides, it was
the arrangement that he was to make the
peace for Wally—and now he’s taking him
directly in to chd Eastwood.”

“It’s curious.”

“Let’s make Gussy explain.”

“Good; wo can't have him getting into
this habit of keeping secrets,” exelaimed

Blake. “If be's got a secret’ he can tell
s, and well hc]p i koep it

“bollu. unr‘

“Wh

Tho funtors dashed on at top speed alter

Arthur Augustos.

The swell of St. Jim’s heard them
coming, and his eyc-glass glimmercd over
his shoulder for a moment, and then he

roke info a run.

“Come on, Wally!”

They ran oa.

But there was no escaping Tom Merry
and Bleke and the long-legged Figgins.

The threo juniors overtook 1YArcy, and
seized him, and they rolled on the grass
together. And the rest of the crowd,
rushing on, rolled over them as (hcy volled,

Arthur Augusms gayo a stifle

he gasped.

“Ow! Gewwoff! Yowp|”
“Gerroft I ye“cd Wally,
“Oh 1™

« O 1

“Ha, ba, ba”
“Bai Jove !

“Dear_me, what docs this mean?” ex-
claimed Lord Eastwood, stepping from the
French window ‘looking upon _the
oxcited scene in great surprise. “I trust
that you lads aro not quarrelling.”

Tom Merry extricated himself, and
jumped up, very flushed and dishevelled.

“Nen-nmo, sir,” he exclaimed. “We—
we were helping Gussy with his education,
sir.

“Eh1”

“Teaching him not to Jicep sccrets, sir.”
Lord- Eastwodd laughe
“So you are keeping sccrets, Arthur?”
 D'Arcy dragged himsclf from the melco
in a dishevelled state.
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He groped for hxs eyeglass and blinked y-

@azodly ot his fathe

h“Bm Jmeﬁ'" he. “gasped, “It. all ‘thesd]
chaps weren't m; o8 & ot
R T wa e Pd give them:al]

*Ha, ha, hal”

“You uttah asses—" )

“Arthur s

“I have been thwown into quite & ﬂut-
tah,” said Arthur Augustus, “I was cos

to see you, fathah, on & most lmponmt

matter.”

*“Indeed I

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Then why didn’t you explain it, ass?”
‘demanded Blake.
|| “Weally, Blake—’

! “Dear me,” exclaimed Lord Eastwood,

‘catching sight’of Wally, “what is Walter
'doing here? I {niagined he was at school.”

" And his brow bent severely at Wally.

* The scamp of the Third Form at St.
Jit's dropped his oyes.

* “You sce—" he be

* “Ips all wight, Wally,“ said D'Aroy, “1
am sure the patah will look ovah your vewy
sewious fault when he knows the facts.
Come in!”

_ “But—"" began Lord Eastwood.

“If’s vewy important, dad.”

T was just going out to see the second
innin,

. “Ifs awfully important.”

“Well, well, come in, both of you,” said
Lord Eastwood. And ho led e o juniors
in by the French windows from the terrace,

Tom Merry & Co. looked at onoe another
in great surprise.

- “What .on_earth
claimed Manners.

o “Blessed if I know.”

: “Something’s up.”

“Looks like it.”

“Well, T dare say we shall know later,”
said Kerr. “Let's get back to the cricket.
The home team will be starting their
innings.”

“Yes, rathor!”

And the juniors returned to the cricket:
ground in a very puzzled and_perplexed
frame of mind. They waited impatiently
for Arthur Auvgustus to rejoin them, but
the interview with his father was evidently

is the matter?” ex-

‘HILE, Lord Conway and

M Berkelay m )omed Lovell under

‘The young pro-

fesswnll i g

appmmh and he did not look up till the

viscount spoke to him. The gloom on bis

brow was so evident that Lezd Conway

folt a chill. What was tho matter with

Loveli—unless there were truth in what

Berkeley alleged?

i \ell”’ said the

Lmall started.

Ho looked up quickly, and the colour
came into_his faco.

“Yes, sir,” he said.

“I want to speak fo you. Mr. Berkeley
s just told me o most extraordinary

viscount, a little

“Ii it is true, you cannot remain in my
toam, or in cricket at all so far as England
is concerned,” said Lord Conway gravely.
‘1 {opo it is not true, however.”

“Mr. Berkeley thinks ho recognises you
a man ho saw playing under the name
of Jattrll in Slelbourno somo timo ago.”

“Thns man Luttrell was a criminal.”

“\Vcll have you anything to sy ?”
“What do you want me to s

“Deny that you are the man, if it isn't
true,” said Lord Conyway sharply

ovell gave a slight shrug

Ay namo is Lovell,” he said,

1 Youy veal mame &

s Ha\ u ever been known as Luttrell 7

“Nev

4 Yon are not—not—" Lord Cenway
hesitat

me] smiled_bitter

“No,” he said, R

T am ok wantel By fhe

Berkeley has made & misteke,
ord Conway heaved a

“You hear that, Berke he_said.

“Yes, T hear it,” said Berkeley dorisively;

“but I don't beliove a word of it.”

Lovell’s eyes glinted.

“Mr Berk me of being

a
" pol

of relief.

an important one, for tho swell of St. Jim's
did not come. " N

fugitive from justice,” he sai ho
tofd you that ‘he asked me to becomo a
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sriminal horo—that ho askod mo to sell the
mateh we aro playing, to the Gipsie

What!”

“It's a lie,” said Berkeley,
“He had concladed that T was the_ mia
ho supposed me to be,” said Lovell qmet]y
! He threatencd me with oxposuro if I d

nol give the match away.”

possible I” said Lord Conway, looking
from one fo the other in dismay and amaze:
ment. “You cannot expect me to believe
that, Tovell.”

t is true.” .

“Why should Berkeley wish his own sido
o lose?”

“He has kis reasons, I have no doubt.
Perhaps hvs iriends the bookmakers could
oxplain to y

“This s infamous, Lovelll T could not
possibly believe anything of the sort,” said
Lord Comway angrily. “This absurd
accusation against Mr. Derkeley makes me
inclined to believe the charge against

you.

“I have told you because it is the truth,”
said Lovell quictly. “I am ready to leave
the team at any moment you plca:

*Uniess you are guilty 1 don’t wanc you

12 go. r. Berkeley has not proved his
accusation yet, and—-
“1 will prove it,” said Berkeley, between
is teeth. “After what he has said about
e, 1 w,u have no merey on him, Call the
boy, Harry Noble—the boy they call Kan-
garoo.

“What does ho know about it?”

« He rccognised Lovell, too.”

Y —

“(m]l him.”

“Oh, very well I”

hanv’nco vus standing at como distance,
b ) Tom Morry; the juniors had
\.d after the bumping of Arthur

and the

Lord Conway called to him,

Australian came up yonderingly.
o you want me?” he said,

“Yes,” said Berkeley. “Wo want your
m.aexm, Noble. Had you ever seen Lovell

sfore you camo to Eastwood ?”

THarry Noble closed his lips, and looked
inquiringly at Lord Conway. He did not
to let Berkeley extract a word from
Bim against Lovell,

“*Plaaso speak, Noble,” said Conway, with
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a worried look. “This is an important
matter, and we want to get at the facts.”
;Spcak outl said Lovell quietly,
“Very well,” said Kangarco. *When I
met Lovell hére *I'thought T had secn: him
efore.
P Australia?” said Berkeley,

“Under_another name 7
““The fellow I took him to bo had another

name, and then I remembered that it

coplditt bo Alr, Lovell” ceid Kangaroo.

vell assured you soi”

R i e Moo om poTy against

angbady's” suid Kangaroo quietly.
“!Thank you, Nob

bl - you

had seen bowling at Molbourne at first 1

asked Lord Convay.

A
“Yos, they were won\krfully alike.”
“And anything els

“They had the same delnory in bowling,
said  Rangaroo, r. Lovell is not &
Sommon bawiar, wid T s e

“But you are assured now that you were
mistakon "

Only on Lovell's word,” said Berkeley.
“Mr. Lovell’s word is good enough for
me,” said Kangaroo, with a flash in his
e,
“Thank  you
“That's enough, Noble. )
Kangaroo nodded, and walked back to
his friends.

“Well, is that pretty said
Berkeley, with a ourl of “I
suppose you don’t imagine that Noble was
deceived by a chance resemblance as well
as myself 1

Lord Consway shaok his he
“T have told you ail 1 have to tell'you,

e
S

P

said Lord  Conway.

clear?”
1! 1ij

sir,” said Lovell, taking no notice of
Berkeley, and ]L)oklng directly at the
viscount. “If you wish mc to leave the

team, I am willing to do

“Where wero you the S beforo last?”
asked Lord Conway suddenly, you
were in England at tho & Himo—

i Were you in Australia?”
** Yes.”?
“In what part"’
“ Melbourne.”
“I think that settles it,” said Lerd Con-
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way quictly, “How soon can you leave
Eastwood ?”

“In five minutes.”

“Take your time, but go.””

“Very well.”

“And now, Berkeley—"

“Conway 1

It was Lord Eastwood’s decp voice.

He had joined them unperceived, and his
frowning, stern face made the viscount
start as he looked at him.

“Yes, father ?” he said.

“Stay, Lovell,” said the carl,

Lovell hesitated.

“tay 1"

“Very well, sir.”

“You, too, Mr. Berkeley.”

“Certainly * said Berkeley, looking in
surprise at the ear], and at Arthur Augus-
tus and Wally, who were with him.

“WWhat is it7” asked Lord Conway.

“A matter that must be settled before
‘he second innings is played,” seid Lord
Eastwood quietly.

CHAPTER 29.
Wally Bears Witness!
ERKELEY gave a start. He had no
B idea of what Wally had heard in the
summer-house, but the tone and look
of Lord Eastwood struck him with
a vague uneasiness.

“I wish to speak to Mr. Berkeley,” said
the earl. “May I ask if you were in tho
summer-house in the garden a short time
ago, Mr. Berkeley?”

Berkeley turned pale.

“Or, rather, I should not put the question
in that form,” said Lord Eastwood. “I do
not wish to entrap you. I know that you
were there.”

I

“You met Banks, the bookmaker, there.”

“What 1"

“Do you deny it1”

»
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Berkeley drew a deep breath.

He knew now that he must have been
seen in the summer-house at tho same time
as the bookmaker, but that he had been
overheard also he could ‘not guess. H
realised that he would have to tread wa

“I was certainly there,” he said.
really do not see the drift of your rema
Lord FEastwood. Am I to be called to
account for my actions herc? I stralled
into the summer-house for a smoke. Banks
was there.”

“I had better speak out plainly,” said
Lord Eastwood. “My youngest son has
left schocl without permission, to como
down here for the cricket week. IHe hid in
the summer-house till Arthur should meet
him, intending that Arthur should arrango
to make his peace with me. While he was
hidden there he heard a certain conversation
between you and Mr. Banks, the book-
maker.”

Berkeley almost staggered.

That Lord Eastwood was in posscssion of
the whole facts was clear to him at once,
as if by a lightning flash.

His brain swam for the moment.

Ruin—black ruin and disgrace—scemed to
overwhelm him.

Lord Eastwood’s eyes were fixed upon
him accusingly.

“You arranged with Mr. Danks to
prevent Lovell from playing in the rurum-
der of the match, in order that the C:
might win, your reason being that bets
were pending on the result, Mr. Berkeley.”

&

‘With all his nerve, Berkeley could no$
immediately recover himself, or think of
a plausible falsehood.

Ho stood unsteadily, his face deadly
white.

“Have you any denial to make, Mr.
Berkeley

“Yes—yes!” muttered the amateur
boarsely. “I’s not true!”



“You accuse my son of having invented
the story ?”

Berkeley almost groaned,

What was the use of accusing Wally of
avgthing of the sort? The story was one
ch could not have been invented by the
fag. Wally had come there fresh  {rom
hool, without even knowing that Lovell
and Berkeloy were there, or knowing any-
thing about them,

His stery was true on the face of it, even
if Lord astwood had not known that his
youngest son, scamp as ho was, was in-
capable of falschood.

is true,” said Lord Conway.

muttered Berkeley, “Tho
mad—mad! I met Banks there, but
© talked of nothing of the sort.”

“IPs too lato for that,” said Conway.
“Ii agrees cnly too well with what Lovell
has just told me, that you tried to prevent
bim from playing in the rest of the match.”

Berkeley groaned.

B thing fitted together so well against
kim, that there was hardly a loophole left
Uuq"gll which he could have hoped to

w

~but

And he was not himsclf now.
utterly dismayed and thrown off
co by the sudden turn of affairs,
Am. there was no mercy in the faces

iess hie hed been guilty of was

cleter who would sell his side, a
ko would threaten another player
ing a match, was too base for

id Lord Eostwood.

” raid Berkeloy.  “Tho boy's
leep there and dreamed it. Thero’s
a word of truth in it. Wil you take the
werd of a young cad who confesses himself
to ke an
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But Wally interrupted him.

“I didn’t mean to listen,” he explained.
“I was hiding there, and you came in and
talked, and how could I help it?” ~

“It's a plot1” said Berkeley, “I—I—"

“You rotter !” said Wally forcibly, “You
know jolly well that it's true cnough. You
know you arranged with Banks to sell that
match.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

Berkeley was almost gasping for breath.

“I'm sorry, Lovell,” said Lord Conway.
“T can see now that it was all false. Berk
ley used your resemblance to the Melbourno
bowler a3 a trick to get rid of you. You
won’t leave the team? I take back what
I said.”

Lovell nodded.

“It’s as you wish, sir,”

“Then youw'll play?”

“Very good.”

Berkeley’s eyes blazed.

“Then you are going to play him!” ve
exclaimed. “You are going to play that
man—that forger—that criminal{”

“ITold your tongue!”

Berkeley panted.

“I bhave been insulted here!” he ex-
claimed. “I am no longer a guest of yours,
Lord LFastwood. I will go—

“You will certainly go)” said Lord East-
woed.

“But that scoundrel has not heard the
fast of this” said Berkeley passionately,
pointing at Lovell with a shaking finger.
“I shall go directly to Scotland Yard. In
two hours’ time there will be a detective
here, and if Lovell is gone you will be held
vesponsible for his escape.”

Lovell's lip curled.

“Is there anytl
Eastwood.

he said.

asked Lord

ag in this?”

“I am swre there s not,” said Comw
“It is false! Lovell is true blue, I wou't
hear another word against him. As for




THE SCHOOLBOYS'
you, Berkeley, the sooner you get out of
the place the better, And don’t trouble to
Tecognise me in future.”

Berkeloy ground his tecth.

“I will go,” he said. “Look for
police, that's all.”

And he strode away.

Raby was striding over from the cricket-
ground.

“I say, they're waiting to begin the
innings!” he exclaimed. “Hallo, what's
wrong! Anything the matter?”

“Yes; Berkeley’s not playing any fur-
ther,” said Lord Conway abruptly.

“Why?”

“Hc's leaving Eastwood.”

“Phew 1"

“It’s—it's important,” said Lord Con-
way. “Tell Yorke, will you, and ask him
about our playing a substitute for the rest
of the match. Tl join you in a minute.”

“Right-ho!” said Raby.

And he walked away, looking astenished.

Berkeley looked back once, and then dis-
appeared into the house. A quarter of an
hour later he was driving furiously to the
station,

Lord Conway held out his hand to Lovell.

The professional started a little, and
then grasped it.

“You are playing, Lovell?” said Conway.

“Certainly 1"

“Then come on!”

And they went to the ground, where the
other cricketers were awaiting them im-
patiently.

Lord Eastwood looked at Wally.

The scamp of the Third stood silent,

“You young rascal,” said Lord Eastwood.
“So you have bolted from school ?””

“Not exactly bolted, dad,” said Wally
meekly.  “Dve left.”

“Without permission 2**

“I tried to get permission.”

“And it was refused ?”

the

«wous, Wally,” he said.
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“Owing to a series of misunderstandings.”

Lord Eastwood smiled.

“Well, your arrival here has been so for-
tanate that T don’t think I shall punish you
as you deserve,” he said. “I ought to sond
you directly back to St. Jim's to be caned
for your impudence in running away. But

“But you won't, dad?”

“No, I won’t. Tl try to excuse you to
Dr. Holmes, and—and you can stay hera
till T hear from him, at all events,”

“Hurrah 1" yelled Wally.

And Lord Eastwood followed Conwag.
Wally an i
Arthur Augustus looking on
shocked away.

“Pway don’t be so extwemely obstwepe-
“I wegard it as

u ,
in rather a

wathah bad form.”
“Oh, don’t you begin, Gus.”
“ Weally, Wally 1
“It’s ripping 1”
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“Yaas, wathah; but—->
“I knew I should fix it somehow,” said
Wally chearfully. “Won't Jameson and
be s1d for not coming—ch?”

“Let’s go and sce the cricket, Gus.
stand here, listening to you all day.”
“Why, you've been doing all the talkin',

Can’t

#0l, eheeso it, and come on !

And Wally scudded off to join the juniors
. Jin’s, who were grouped round
Cousin Ethel, and Arthur Augustus followed
more slowly, with a move circumspect regard
for his digaity.

CHAPTER 30,
Cleared Up!
{IE home innings had started now,

T and Tom Merry & Co. were looking

on with great interest. Lovell was
not so great a batsman as he was a
bowler, and the substituto played in the
place of Berkeley was a poor bat. The
home side, therefore, could not be expected
o0 muke a very great show, Bub they were

i re of beating the score made by the
s, and they did.

The innings lasted till dusk was begin-
ning to fall, and the light was failing, and
the batting would have had to ccase any-
way for the day, when the last wicket fell.

Eastwood Touse were all down for 140.

It was exactly twice tho score made by
the Gipsics, but it was not so many as the
latier would have scored, but for Lovell's
Lowling.

Lord Conway knew that, and he knew
how miuch he owed the young professional.

The first day’s play was over now, and it
had ended greatly to the advantage of the
home team.  With Lovell at his best, Lord
Conway had little doubt that the sccond

"D’ARCY'S CRICKET WEEK!

The cricketers were in high spirits.

The St. Jim's juniors shaucd their satisfac-
tion,

As Blake remarked, it was a satisfaction
['to know that they had beaten a team which
could beat the Gipsies.

Lovell was mado very much of by Lord
Conway, but most of the fellows knew that
thero had been something up, and that it
was in connection with Berkeley’s depar-
ture. !

Of the real reason for Berkeley's gomg
nothing was said.

It was best to keep the whole matter quict,
unless, indeed, Berkeley -carried out his
threat of bringing in the police to wreak
his spite against Lovell.

That was regarded, so far, as an idle
threat. 8

Lord Conway did not think that Berkeley!
himself really believed in his accusation
against the young bowler, ;

But he had to learn differently. Tom:
Merry had noticed a strangor on the ground,
among the crowd, watching the final innings.

Lovell was last man in, and when his
wicket fell the innings olosed, and the
stranger who was watching followed +the

interest that the quietly-dressed, keen- e}ed
stranger took in the professional,

As Lovell walked off the ground with |
Lord Conway the stranger approached }
them, taking off his bowler hat in a respect-
ful way. :

Lord Conway looked at him inquiringly.

“Excuse me, sir,” said the newcomer. |
“You are Lord Conway, I think?” 2

“Yes» |

“And this is Mr. Lovell, the professional |
ericketer?”

(- S

day’s play would have a similar result.

“Then my business Is with you”
Lord Conway looked surpri
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“What business can you have with me?”

be s “I am mot aware that 1 have
ever met you belore.”

The other smiled.

“You have not,” ho said. “Your business

in the direction of Scotland

{he mattc
o in it My own
nistake had been
5 step in

an talk in private?”
o wmy room,” said Lord Con-

1o place
ne place

where
“ Come

way shordly.
Tio led the bowler and the detective int

his own quarters.  Ife closed the doo
“Now,” he said, “I suppose this means
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that you -haye received
Cecil Berkeley?”
“That is tho case,” Y
“He has accused Lovell of being a
named Luttrell, who was accused of forgery
Melbourne two years ago?” . =

o visit from M.

and we treated it with the contempt
served,” said Lord Conway hotly.
The detective coughed.

“I am afraid it is & matter for proofs,”
he remarked. “Mr. Berkeley's statormont
scemed to me absurd, I admit, but on find-
ing the photograph of the forger, Luttrell,
T fornd that it was exactly like a picture
of M. Lovell published in a sporting paper. |, -
T therefore resolved to investigate the miat-

“Quite right,” said Lovell.
“1 am willing to hear any explanatim
Mr. Lovell has to make.”

THE
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Lovell hesitated.

“It is a matter that concerns myself
slons,” he said. “But as you are an officer
of the law, you are entitled to know the
truth. If I succced in satisfying you of
my innocence, however, I suppose the
mattor will not go further?”

“Naturally.”

“Very well. T have never been known by
the name of Luttrell, and I am not the man
Mr. Berkeley supposed me to be.”

“I was sure of that,” said Lord Conway.

““Thank you, but I was in Melbourne at
the time Luttrell was playing for an Aus-
tralian club, and I knew him very well.
My npame is not really Luttrell, as Mr.
Berkeley supposed, but Luttrell’s real name
was Lovell.”

“Oh”

“He was my brother,”

“Ah, T seo!”

“Ile was—was unfortunate,” said Lovell,

colouring. “I may as well speak plainly.
He got into trouble in England, and

changed Lis name on going to Australia.
We were both born cricketers, and he took
it up ! . T went out to sce him, and to
satisfy myself that he was on the rig
voad. I got there in time to find him in
fresh trouble, and while I was there he fled
from Melbourne, with the police on his
track. 1 left the place quictly, and as you
may guess, I bhave never mentioned the
relationship to anyone.”

The detective nodded.

“The resemblance, both in looks and
style of play, was natural enough,” said
Lovell, “but you understand that it wonld
do me nc good professionally to have it
known that the man who committed for-
gery in Melbourne two years ago was a
relation of mine.  CGoodness knows I could
not help it, and poor Frank was the victim
of u set of scoundrels who made him their
tost and their scapegoat. He has paid for
whet he did, but I did not feel inclined to
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explain any of the circumstances to Mr,
Berkeley. It was no business of his, &3
far as I could see.”

“Quite 50, said Inspector Blaine slowly;
“but, excuse me, have you any proof that
you can give, that this brother of yours
really exists?”

“Ample! If you communicato with the
Melbourno police, you will find that Luttrell
was arrested three months after his flight,
in Ballarat, and was sentenced to priscn for
two years,” said Lovell. “They will tell
you also that ho is still serving his sen-
tence.”

The inspector smiled,

“It will mean only a cable,” he said. 1
shall certainly do so; and I may as well
say now that it is only a matter of form,
and that I believe every word you have said,
It Mr. Berkeley had thought of inquir-

some trouble,
ed you.”
Not at all; it was your duty.”

And the inspector tock his leav

“I am sorry for this, Lovell,” said Lord
Conway.  “I quite understand that you
wished a matter like that to be kept secret,
and it was shameful of Berkeley to drag
it into tho light; but you can depend npon
my silence.”

Lovell looked at him.

“Do you want me to play in the team
now?” he said

“Of course.”

“T am net a criminal, as Borkeley sup-
posed, but I am the brother of a criminal,”
said Lovell gloomily.

“That is nothing to me.

Pray excuse me for having

T know vou are

as straight as a man could be, and that's all /

I want to know,"” said the viscount. “ There's

my hand.”
And Lovell's eyes were moist as he
grasped the hand of Lord Conway. His

step was much lighter as he quitted the

room,

g in Melbourne, it would have saved us

4
k
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CHAPTER 31,

Berieley Disap

THE next day came

and th

er bowled so well
against the Gipsies in their
were  dismissed

on the first day of the match.

The home team, theref

in

performance.

Tom Merry & Co. cheered uproaric
“Bai Jove,” remarked Arthur Angusic

D'drey.  “IVs sin

deah boy, T congwarulato y

Lord C

said

And

That day Lord Conwa

haste, and

ereditors wers i
roged in

for good, and county

ihe junior

gs and ten runs, a very creditable

Serkeler, too—he had left the countr
Barks and a dozes

re finish of the

SCHOOLBOYS

d made

¢, won by an

1 their ericket
tedly tho

Wally,
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Lord Conway and his. father kn
but for Wally’s coming Lovell wonld!
left Bastwood in disgrace, and the. m:
would have been lost; and they made
of him, -

Lord Eastwood used his influence to mal

i

ko

the scamp’s peace at St. Jim’s, and sue-
ceeded, and Wally stayed as long as Tom
Merry & Co. did, and was a great trial to
A

it Augustus, tho elegant junior’s only.
1i

consol

on being that Wally had not been:
able to bring Pongo with him. VR
“Well,” said Tom Merry, on the last, day
hat famous cricket week. “We'vo had a
jeliy good time, and I bog to propose,
sccond, third, and pass unanimously, a vote
of thanks to Gussy for having us down’
heve.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Hear, hear!”

of

“The pleasiah was entirely mine, deah
" <aid Arthur Augustus, more Chester.

ian than ever now, *I—"

v, hear

hear !
hur Augusius gave it up,
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There have been big sporting events with
plenty of theill in them ever sinco the world
dirst sensed the excitement of competition,
-and we get further proof of this fact thanks

veries in Constantinople, Mr,
Giifton Harby Levy has written of some of
these marvellons “finds ™ and everything
goes to show that when the Emperor Con.
stantine st usin.ss in the City of the
Colden Forn, a magnificont
Hippoddro g, he did things

n
on a Javish scale,

4 the Favourite!
Lis bippodrome was a stupendons circs,

90 yards long and from one to tw» hundred
In the centre was a row of magni

meats, the finest works of art

atest, and the
d population of the old Fastern
vod in by the thousand to witness
making races of the chariotecrs
upper end was the emperor's hos.
vas o small palace. with accommoda:
jor all the couri. But it was in the
2 -what, at a TFrench moct-

is sivled The “pelouse "—that the fun
These pleasure-seckers deemod
wperor a fine Zellow, for he pro
s ch creafed enormous ex-
“form ”* the  bold
watchod with the keenost

was

The Thunder of the Race!

1t was a stiving sconc,
craning forward to watch,
body thes
would bre:

with thousands
ou got every-
even the studious-minded, who
away from lon=ly lives to catch
a popular féfe. There was the
—tho shonkeeper, the assistent af
vs, the traveller who had crossed
@ to seo the brilliant new city in fhe
Constantine inaungurated a new kind
of race. Hitherto many of the ¢
had been slaves, N

mazon:

king tho
me horses the

)/

arena with the gaily-decked chariots rock-
ing behind. The feclings of the spectators
rose to fover heat, and yet the women who
drove so well, knowing what the horses could
do, needed no urging to do their best as
they tore along tho lincs of surging peopls
amidst the frenzied appeals to drive faster,
or to cut in. There were yells to the
chavioteer who wore gold to make & spurt,
to the driver who sported green to remem-
ber what she was there for, and frantic
appeals to the rest of the bunch.

A Crash!
Lashed up to_further o
horses, foaming, frightened b
ries, raced madly on.,
groun of sighiscers huzzaing  Lhem-
hoarso; their favourito had “gob in ” an
was charging round the vast arena with (how
certainty of victory, bar a disastor. While,
f own the line, i
lessly. another
reckoned a safo thing,
crations, to say nothing of any portable
sissiles hutled by disgusted partisans il
felt they wore being badly left in the cart,
But sometimes the “winner * had rolied wn-
duly on a sporting chance to “get away
with it,” by taking all risks and eutting
through a gap. Then came the crash, the
steeds down in a welter of heat and dust ani
confirsion, a smash 1
ing furiously, while the rest of the *
swung and swerved to escapo,

The Glory of the Past, ¢

o some cxient the imagination may ro-
construct the whole tcenc, the blaze of SfFul-
gent colour, the opulent hues of the dresses,
the grand fellows of the imperial guasls,
the rich hengings of the emperors nalace
the amazing variety of people, Greeks
Tasterns, folks from every o
with the sunshine flashing on the
ng fountains, and tho air filled with
< in many langnages.

vours,
the volleyin
Toro would be a

ed wheel, the horses ki

free,
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